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Content 

The year 2028. Mankind is in the stranglehold of a 
worldwide surveillance state. Frank Kohlhaas, a petty 
citizen, lives a cheerless life, working as an agency worker 
in a steel plant. 

One day, he gets into a conflict with the tyrannical system, 
because of an unfortunate accident. An automated trail 
convicts him to five years of imprisonment and Frank 
disappears in a detention centre, where he suffers under a 
cruel system of brainwashing and reeducation. 
After eight months of pain, the authorities decide to transfer 
him to another prison. On the way there, something 
unexpected happens. Suddenly everything changes and the 
young man finds himself caught between the fronts... 



Foreword 



This is the English version of the first book of Alexander 

Merow's "Prey World" series. The novel was translated by 

Thorsten Weber - and the whole procedure entailed a lot of 

work. But it was also really funny. 

It is not a professional translation and the translator is not a 

"native speaker" or English teacher. He is just a guy who 

loves science-fiction and dystopias. So try not to laugh at 

some of the translated phrases, or the wrath of a real freak 

will come over you! 

Nevertheless, we thought that would be a good idea to 

translate this interesting, courageous and critical novel into 

the English language. At the same time it will also enable 

English speaking people to join Alexander Merow's growing 

audience. 

"Prey World" is neither an ordinary book nor light 

entertainment. There is already plenty of "light 

entertainment" in our times - far too much. On the other 

hand, there are not enough books like "Prey World". Books 

that make you think about the world we live in. And it is 

important that people begin to think. 

The author has already found numerous interested readers 

all over Germany, and we hope, he will find additional 

readers in the English-speaking countries. We would also 

be glad, if a "real" mother-tongue speaker were to edit this 

English version one day. 

Some readers compare "Prey World" with George Orweirs 

"1984", the classic among the dystopic novels. Others see 

elements of Bradbury's "Fahrenheit 451" in it. 

However, critical thinkers and friends of so called 

"conspiracy theories" will have their fun with "Prey World". Is 



Alexander Merow' s vision of the future really realistic at all? 
A worldwide surveillance state? A World Government under 
the control of a ruthless secret society? We will see! 

And always remember... 

"Only a fool would think that "Prey World" is nothing 
but fiction!" (Alexander Merow) 



Have fun! 



Alexander Merow and Thorsten Weber, Berlin 201 1 
E-mail: A.Merow@gmx.de 



"Maybe it is nothing but madness and suicide. Maybe it will 
not change the world, but this is not important for me. 
Nevertheless, it will change something for me! 
I have suffered too much to humble myself anymore. They 
have told us to humble ourselves - since the kindergarten. 
Shut up! Consume! Obey! Endure! Believe everything! 
Watch shit! Buy shit! Eat shit! Turn the other cheek! 
What has become of us? Why have we become sheep? 
Why do we endure this all without doing something? Why 
has nobody the guts to act? 

Thorsten's books were a real eye-opener to me! Now, I 
know who they are and what they plan for us all. And I can't 
forget what they have done to me. They call us "cattle". 
Okay, then I will be the black sheep in the flock. And the 
black sheep will fight back now! And it does not fear the 
butcher anymore, because even a butcher can be killed. 
Franky, the little black sheep, will make them pay now! And 
I hope that the flock of white sheep will wake up some day." 

P.S.: If I don't come back, please give this book to Julia... 

Diary entry of Frank Kohlhaas, 17.02.2029 



Citizen 1-564398B-278843 



Frank Kohlhaas, who was called citizen 1-564398B-278843 
in his everyday life, because this was his official 
administrative code, was already dreaming of the 
unpleasant smell in the hall of his flat, reminding him of 
rotten eggs. In his mind, shortly before 5.00 o'clock in the 
morning - soon the dream would be terminated by the 
alarm - Frank was on a walk through a sunny valley. But 
even at this beautiful place, the moldy smell was still 
pervasive, so that Frank wondered, how such a beautiful 
valley could smell so repulsive. 

When the alarm-clock rang, it quickly became clear that the 
sunny valley was just fantasy, although the smell was real. 
The noise was shrill and Frank awoke swearing. Now he 
had to get up, put on his clothes, have a hasty breakfast 
and walk to the production complex 42-B. 
„Damn!", hissed the unshaven man as he moved his not 
excessively tall, but amazingly strong body from his cheaply 
produced bed. 

„Hmmmhaaa!", yawned Frank, shuffling through his still dark 
apartment to the next room, where a dirty kitchen was 
waiting for him. The citizen tore open the refrigerator door 
and chocked down a cheese sandwich, the meager left- 
overs from yesterday's supper. 

The water kettle was started with a loud whoosh and, after a 
few minustes, supplied hot water for a cup of instant coffee. 
„Nnnhhaa!", uttered the young man, a statement, that could 
be interpreted in many ways at this early hour, and could 
have referred to his life situation in general. At 5.27 o'clock, 
Frank closed the battered door behind himself and walked 
listlessly down the dark corridor on his way to descend the 



even darker stairway. The source of that foul stench, that 

had been torturing Frank's nose for days, was somewhere 

here. Perhaps one of the other tenants, damn idiot, had left 

his garbage in the corridor. 

J don't know...", he muttered. 

Each morning it was the same old story: „Rising, eating, 

walking, slogging away...", as Kohlhaas always said. 

In the past years, he had learned to hate his life. He was 25 

years old now, living in a more than shabby flat on the 

outskirts of the former FRG capital, Berlin, working for 

modest wages as a temporary help in a steel plant. In 

former times, he had wanted to study, but this issue was 

over - for reasons that Frank never mentioned. 

Actually, he was not dumb, but, according to his own words, 

he couldn't hack it yet. However, the job at the steel plant 

was better than nothing, because it gave him the chance to 

earn some money and to survive - an advantage that was 

not enjoyed by millions of Germans in the year 2027. 

As he now groped along again on this particular morning, 

step by step towards the plant, he passed demolished 

houses in the twilight and crowds of homeless people lying 

in masses in the dark corners of the streets. 

„What would be, if I simply didn't care about the 

consequences and went home again, got back into my bed 

and just slept until tomorrow?", he thought sometimes. 

„What would it be like if I just packed my bags and 

disappeared from this rotten city, this scruffy country?", he 

asked himself occasionally. 

But where was it any different? He should enjoy, what he 

had - he'd got a job and didn't go hungry. That was at least 

something, thought Frank. 

After the worker had gone through a very long and dark 

underpass without giving a Globe coin to the drunken 

beggar there, the production complex came into Frank's 



vision. It was 5.53 in the morning and the workers for the 
early shift stood there waiting, smoking, jawing. 
When the factory gates finally opened at 6 o'clock, about 
200 workers poured through them like a viscous mash. Most 
of them were not in any rush to begin their work, but it had 
to be, there was no other way. 
"No alternative!", as Frank always said. 
After ten hours, they went back home again. All were dirty 
and tired, but happy that the work was over for the day. 
Frank crept through the corridor on his floor, which was still 
dim even by day, and unlocked the door of his apartment. 
There were no new messages on the Scanchip and that 
was good, because it were usually only calculations: 
electricity, water and such things. Frank had placed the 
television in his bedroom the day before, so if he couldn't 
fall asleep, he could turn it on. The program did not interest 
him, but with the sound of anyone talking, he didn't feel so 
alone in this dark block of flats. 

Kohlhaas just knew his neighbours from brief encounters. 
Many of them only left their apartments to go to work and 
some of them had become serious boozers in recent years. 
From time to time someone would bawl from his balcony or 
accosted people, passing "his block" - but after a while, 
everyone was sleeping. 

Citizen 1-564398B-278843 watched television till 22.37 
o'clock: the news („War of the global armed forces against 
dangerous terrorists in Iran"), talk shows, easy 
entertainment on all fronts, warnings of the second dog flu 
epidemic and the necessity for the immediate compulsory 
inoculation. Then he fell asleep, although meanwhile the 
foul smell from outside seemed to have lodged itself in his 
pillow.... 

Next day... 
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„Good morning, Frank!", muttered Dirk Weber, one of the 
foremen. „Good morning, Dirk!", answered Frank listlessly. It 
was 6.03 o'clock, the morning shift began. A-341, this was 
the designation of the young man as worker and temporary 
help in the steel plant, gave his helping hands for many 
operational steps till the clock indicated 10.30. 
Now it was time for a short lunch, and when Frank 
unwraped his only bun which was covered with a piece of 
salami, he did not suspect, that an unpleasant stroke of fate 
would wait for him in the following minutes. 
Since approximately half a year, the production complex' 
administration had arranged the singing of the "One-World- 
Song", due to a new international regulation, before every 
lunch time in each production complex - for the increase of 
work moral and to strengthen the international doctrine of 
„peace, freedom, prosperity and equality" that was 
propagated by the World Government since 2018. The 
official of the "Ministry for Production Supervision", stationed 
in this enterprise, Mr. Gert Sasse, who was mostly in his 
office above the factory building, had conscientiously come 
down to the workers to sing the "One-World-Song" with 
them. It was always the same. 

..Workers, now is lunch time! But we will sing first!", he 
shouted through the hall and the steel workers formed to a 
bored line, in order to enjoy the short break after the 
singing: 

"We are the children of One-World and we are all equal! 

We love our One-World, the great realm of peace! 

We don't know any classes, we don't know any races..." 

Frank heard ever more rarely on the text in the last weeks, 
didn't move his lips and stared at the ceiling of the dirty 
production hall. ..Hurry up!", he thought and boredly scraped 
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with his left foot over the dusty ground. Then the singing 

was over. 

„Gosh! This stupid song is really getting on my nerves!", 

said the labourer very quietly to himself. 

„AH right, men! That could be done - halfway! Enjoy your 

meal!", called the official of the "Ministry for Production 

Supervision" and A-341 looked forward to a hungry bite in 

his softened roll. 

But while his teeth eagerly crushed the salty piece of 

salami, he was hit by an angry look of Mr. Sasse. The 

supervisor narrowed his eyes to slits and looked like an 

aggressive bulldog. 

„A-341! Yes, you! Come to me! Hurry!", he roared at the top 

of his lungs. 

This got Frank's adrenalin flowing. He didn't need quarrel at 

work anymore. 

„Come on, A-341!", yelled Mr. Sasse, waving the worker 

nearer. Kohlhaas followed the order immediately. 

„l am just a fool for you, isn't it?", hissed the man. 

„Eh...no! Of course not, Sir. ..eh. ..Mr. Sasse!", stammered 

Frank. 

J fail to see what you mean...", he added stumbling. 

„How I mean this, you idiot?", screamed the official with a 

look which gave the young man the biggest possible 

uneasiness. A malicious silence prevailed for several 

oppressive seconds. Meanwhile, the eyes of the superior 

threateningly became smaller and bushy, black eyebrows 

were pushed over them. 

A second later, Frank saw a fist with fatty fingers fly towards 

his face. It suddenly hurt and his nasal bone reacted with a 

cracking on the punch. While some blood threads flowed 

down from his nose, A-341 heard a growl: „How I mean that, 

you numbskull?" 
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„lf I give the instruction that the „One-World-Song" has to be 

sung, you have to sing it too. This was an order!", 

completed Mr. Sasse his powerful argument. 

His intonation varied now between satisfaction and 

rampantly growing meanness. In the meantime, Kohlhaas 

had gone to the ground. This punch had been really hard 

and Sasse gave him another kick in the ribs now. 

„Do you understand, idiot? You probably think, that you 

have a special status here, isn't it?", he roared. 

The other workers googled at him and hid their faces behind 

their rolls. Meanwhile, Kohlhaas felt like a kicked dog, 

humiliated in front of the rest of his colleagues - what was 

very close to reality. Without considering his action, he 

jumped up and positioned himself in front of the official of 

the "Ministry for Production Supervision". 

"You can be glad, that you are my superior, otherwise I 

would break you every bone!", screamed Frank with boiling 

fury. Gert Sasse was baffled. A-341 obstinately wiped off 

the blood from his lip. 

One hour later, the worker still waited in front of the door of 
the production complex leader. Sasse was in his office and 
Frank heard him swearing and ranting. This was no good 
sign. 

„A-341, come in!", resounded the voice of the highest boss 
of this work plant over the brightly illuminated corridor. The 
young man started moving and took a seat on the chair in 
the middle of the office room. A short silence followed, then 
it began. 

J took a look on your Scanchip, A-341!", reported Mr. 
Reimers, the production complex leader. „ln the ten years of 
your activity here, you had come too late three times. Apart 
from that, this is not the first time that you make a spectacle 
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of yourself. You are already occured to me, because of 
subversive statements at work which can probably also be 
confirmed by your colleagues. We have even marked you 
with a blue code 67-Beta, if you didn't know it yet, A-341! 
We will examine the video tapes of your working days in this 
complex in the next days, with our new "Voice-Analysis- 
System", and Tim sure that we will find some more 
subversive statements. 

But what you have done today, is a real scandal! 
Threatening an official of the highest authority of production 
supervision. Is there just air in your head, boy? If I don't 
take drastic measures in a case like this, my superiors will 
make me a lot of problems. 

I must dismiss you, A-341! Further, I am correctly obligated, 
to react on such an unbelievable incident with a message to 
the responsible administration. Disappear now from this 
production complex, and never come back, A-341!" 
Frank Kohlhaas, the just dismissed worker, was struck 
dumb with horror. His vocal chords seemed to be rusted, his 
throat was tied and his courage was put on ice somewhere. 
He went out, just went out, pale as death, with a roaring 
head, without answering. Frank had lost his job, his source 
for subsistence. And this was no fun in these joyless days. 

Like in trance, the young man went into the changing room 
of the production complex and absently opened the baggy 
sheet door of his spint. ..Dismissal" - this word sounded like 
the cut of a razor in the ear of each listener in this time. It 
was related to the word ..liquidation", because it was the 
destruction of the social existence. Being dismissed meant 
to get no more Globes, as the international currency was 
called since the year 2018. If Frank would not find a new 
employment as soon as possible, he could lose his 
apartment, his food and finally also his life. Any social 
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security, warranted by the state, had completely been 
abolished since the total collapse of world economy in 
winter 2012/13. And it was more than difficult, to find work in 
a time, in which the industrial production in old Central and 
Western Europe had mostly been outsourced to the Third 
World. Therefore, millions of Europeans tried to survive by 
doing extremly bad paid jobs in this dark present. They had 
nothing to lose, so they were glad about every breadline 
wage they could get. Those, who were not able to find a 
possibility to earn some money in any way, ended as 
beggars and homeless people, hanging around under 
bridges or in vacant house ruins. 

On the next day, Frank was not awaked by the shrill sound 

of his alarm, after an sorrowful and restless night, but by the 

disgusting stench which came from the stairway. The smell 

had not been liquidated by anyone - against the spirit of the 

age. 

Only in the early morning hours, he had been able to sleep 

for a while, because of his constant brooding and the 

unpleasant thoughts that had tortured him during the night. 

As first thought of the new grey day, the face of Mr. Sasse 

appeared in his head and the face of citizen 1-564398B- 

278843 changed to a hateful grimace, when he mused 

about killing the official with an iron rod. 

„This damn hybrid! If my life goes down the drain, because 

of that guy, then I will smash the skull of this bastard before 

I go to hell!", hissed Frank, erupting in anger. 

He finally crept out of his bed and stared down at the dirty 

street in front of his apartement block. 

„Damn! What shall I do now?", he thought. J must find a 

new job, otherwise they will close the account on my 

Scanchip, because I can't pay the fucking calculations any 

longer." 
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After a further hour of useless musing, he left his dwelling, 

tried not to inhale too deeply on the corridor, and walked the 

dark stairs down to the ground floor. 

The elevator was defective since months and nobody 

seemed to waste a thought about repairing it. The only one, 

Frank could imagine as a potential employer in this 

hardship, was Stefan Meise, the junkdealer, an old 

schoolmate. 

Meise' s scrapyard was about half an hour foot march 

distant from Frank's apartment block. He hit the road, 

walked down the ugly street, which was covered with 

garbage, and finally reached his goal - a place full of rusty 

cars and all kinds of metal debris. 

Nevertheless, Stefan Meise was not difficult to find between 

the mountains of scrap iron. He was very tall, thick, bearded 

and looked hardly differed from what he collected and sold. 

„Hello Stefan! How are you?", welcomed him Frank quietly, 

trying to smile. 

„Oh, Frank Kohlhaas! What's up, man?", answered the thick 

junkdealer. "You haven't been here for ages!" 

"I just thought, I could visit you. Does the scrap metal trade 

still run, Stefan?", asked Frank. „You have here... eh... a lot 

of rusty stuff... Where do you find so much junk?" 

„Ha! I collect, what I can find. As all junkdealers do. Why do 

you ask me this, Frank? Can I help you?", returned Meise. 

„l have lost my job yesterday", told Frank, while the fat man 

looked at him quizzically. Then, Meise stroke with his oily, 

broad fingers over his dirty black overall. 

.That's a disaster, Frank! And now?", asked Stefan and 

shook his head. 

„Now, I'm looking for something new. Some kind of 

temporary job, you know? Perhaps, you still need another 

helping hand?", murmured the young man. 
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For half a minute, Meise just googled at the unemployed 

man with his yellowish, bulging eyes. Then he looked 

around and tried to give his unpleasant answer as carefully 

as possible. 

..Working for me?", he inquired. ..Thus, Frank, the situation 

is... eh. ..the times are bad. We all know this, my friend. I 

almost run everything alone here and only Ralf helps me 

from time to time. This is actually enough. I don't need a 

second man, sorry!" 

Frank Kohlhaas had never been a good actor and who saw 

him now, could feel his disappointment. 

„And only for two months?", he asked. 

„l need none here, and I can't afford a second man, Frank!", 

explained the thick, filthy man and turned away. „l'm sorry, 

but I have to do some work now. No offense, but there is no 

chance for you to find work here." 

Back home, Frank hissed one of his worst curses and 

kicked against the kitchen table. He desperately scanned 

his brain for other possibilities of employment and checked 

all production complexes around Berlin in his mind. But the 

problem was, that his boss had given him a negative entry 

in his Scanchip register after the conflict with Mr. Sasse, 

what made it difficult to get a job in another steel plant. 

He still had 246 Globes on his electronic account for this 

month. More than 400 Globes he had to pay only for his 

apartment in this rotted estate of prefabricated houses. 

Time pressed now, with each day a little bit more, and the 

dark shadow of despair grew with the passing hours. It 

occupied Frank's mind like a malicious ulcer. 

After the young man had watched an extremely stupid 

sitcom, he switched off the television and tried to sleep. But 

it was only 23,00 o'clock and regrettably the exhaustion had 

not achieved the necessary level yet, to turn off Frank's 

brain and give him some peace of mind. 
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Several hours followed, when Frank was staring at the dark 
ceiling, cursing the production complex 42-B with all its 
superiors, supervisors and workers. 

Then the stench from the hall became noticeable to him 
again and the fog of despair in his head swelled so strongly 
that the young man thought about killing himself. 
He mused about operating the bad thoughts and concerns 
under his skullcap with a heavy-calibered shotgun which 
would completely spread his brain over the yellowed 
wallpaper behind his bedstead. And Frank Kohlhaas still 
thought about many other things in this terrible night. 
He brooded over his so far senseless life, the isolation, the 
monotonousness and the gaping abyss that waited for him 
now. Frank came to no solution in this night and not even 
the smallest glimmer of hope seemed to shine somewhere. 
Nothing. Outside it was dark. In front of the house, Frank 
could recognize a few ripped garbage bags, which already 
lay there since several weeks. Then he was finally so tired, 
that he fell asleep with his head on the window sill. 

Up to the end of the week, the search for a new job was 
unsuccessful - as he had already expected it. It seemed 
that there was no more work at all, in the periphery of 
several kilometers. Furthermore, a inquiry at the local 
administration had proven that Frank had meanwhile a 
negative entry in his Scanchip register, because of 
..disturbance of peace at the workplace". 
..Perhaps, the idea with the shotgun is not too bad at all! But 
before that, I will visit this Sasse!", grumbled Frank on 
Friday, when the short weekend for his former colleagues of 
the production complex 42-B began. 
On Saturday and Sunday, he invested his last Globes in the 
cheap liquor from the kiosk at the corner. Alone in his small, 
modestly furnished apartment, in the dark block of flats, in a 
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much darker time. His fate and his pain was not noticed by 

anyone else. Just like Frank Kohlhaas had never noticed 

the pain of the others who lifed their lives in their 

honeycombs, behind the shabby, gray walls of this 

plattenbau. 

If he would drink himself to death or blew his head away, he 

would soon smell like the corridor on his floor, and it would 

probably not even been noticed by his neighbors. This 

thought was somehow so sick that it elecited Frank a 

tormented smile. 

Hard alcohol had not the best reputation, but one thing was 

clear: It had already given millions of desperate people a 

good sleep. No concern could be so big, that it couldn't be 

drowned in a wave of the good and, above all, cheap booze 

from the nearby kiosk. Frank checked this old truth in a 

"self-experiment". 

„Beep! Beep! Beep!", it resounded on Monday at 6.30 

o'clock in the morning from the kitchen, where the drunk 

man had forgotten his Scanchip. „Beep! Beep! Beep!" 

An electronic woman's voice always repeated... 

„Good morning, citizen 1-564398B-278843! You have a 
message of priority level alpha on your Scanchip!" 

„Good morning, citizen 1-564398B-278843! You have a 
message of priority level alpha on your Scanchip!" 

„Good morning, citizen 1-564398B-278843! You have a 
message of priority level alpha on your Scanchip!" 

„Hmmm...", hummed Frank, still a bit dazed from the night 
before. 
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„Damn! What?", he muttered and rolled out of his bed which 

still smelled of alcohol. 

„What the hell? Damn! Shut up!", he grunted and walked 

with a bad headache to the kitchen table. 

It lasted a little eternity until Frank had remembered the pin 

code and had found his way through the message-menu of 

the Scanchip. 

"What...?" 

"Citation? What?", whispered citizen 1-564398B-278843. He 

had to read it twice, in order to believe it. Did somebody try 

to kid him? 

„What the fuck is that?", he could only say. 

Official citation: 

Citizen 1-564398B-278843, 

You are officially cited to an automated trial on 
14.08.2027 at 8.00 o'clock. 

Accusations: 

- Massive disturbation at the workplace 

- Theoretical aggravated battery 

Appear at the mentioned time in court cell 4/211, at your 
local juridical complex. In the case of nonappearance, 
you will be punished with the deletion of your Scanchip 
or arrest! (*§127b, „Citizen Obligations and theoretical 
Sanctions") 

Official document code: 257789000-0100567- 
2345441 1 1 3-EGN-59900-4/21 1 
Culprit number: 319444-556.77 
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Thank you for your cooperation! 

Frank's atomised brain began to hurt and to rotate. 
..Citation? What do you want from me?" 
He was totally confused and couldn't remember any crimes 
in his past life. 

..Just because I've yelled at this damned Sasse?", he 
thought. ..This can't be true! I finally did not touch him. I 
have just lost control for some seconds. I don't understand 
this. And what the hell do they mean with ..theoretical 
aggravated battery"?" 

And there was no doubt. Frank Kohlhaas, the helping out 
citizen with the official code 1-564398B-278843, had never 
done something bad to another person. Except for the time 
in the kindergarten, back then, as he had given this stupid 
Kevin a little slap and his parents had been called to the 
authorithies. The local education officials had briefly 
become anxiously and had explanied that Frank would have 
some ..subliminal aggressions" and a ..precarious masculine 
behavior". Then they had suggested a therapy with 
tranquilizers. 

But this was many years ago. Furthermore, the therapy 
could be avoided, after the child had repetend its "sins" in 
front of a committee of psychologists and social 
pedagogues, and his parents had insured, that they would 
immediately report Frank's next "crimes", if he would 
become noticeable again in this context. 
But he never became noticeable again. He always stuck to 
the rules until this day; in the kindergarten, the elementary 
school and everywhere else. Since his fifth year of life, he 
had always been a good boy. No, he was not noticeable at 
all. And of course he was no human being with ..subliminal 
aggressions". Sometimes in his thoughts or dreams, he beat 
up a superior or an administrative coworker, but this was a 
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secret and Frank had never talked about his thought crimes. 
He was just "normal", as he meant. 

Apart from this, it was also the first time that the otherwise 
perfectly inconspicuous plattenbau-inhabitant Frank 
Kohlhaas had come in contact with an ..automated trial". The 
citizen had already heard about this, once in the news, 
since it had been introduced by the World Government 
three years ago. But the young man could not imagine, what 
this strange process really was. But why should a decent 
person like Frank think about such things? He had never 
become culpable and had nothing to do with criminality. 
Therefore, the accused had not the foggiest notion, what 
waited for him now and so he wasn't too much concerned 
about this citation. 

It was probably nothing but a pure formality, circumstances, 
which could be clarified. Frank had not hurt anybody and 
therefore he also could not be condemned. The young man 
had already lost his job, because of the so called 
"disturbation of peace at the workplace". There was no 
reason to be worried, thought Kohlhaas. 
Now the unemployed man absently hit the button ..Voice 
Presentation" so that the message was slowly read out by a 
computer-animated woman's voice. This was also a 
novelty. The administration had introduced the "Voice 
Presentation" some years ago, because more and more 
citizens of Berlin were illiterate, above all, the younger 
generation. So an important official message had always to 
be available in read out form. 

The rest of this day wasn't very spectacular and the 
"automated trail" was already tomorrow. ..Then I will have a 
reason to rise", said Frank to himself and grinned cynically. 
Shortly afterwards, Kohlhaas tried to call his father to ask 
him for some money, but he didn't reach anybody during 
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the whole day. Nevertheless, there was some more liquor in 
the kitchen. Frank decided to get royally drunk once again, 
and fell asleep at midnight. He almost forgot to set his 
alarm-clock... 
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Automated Trial 



Although it was August, this morning was very cold and 

dark. Frank's neck hurt and he had another headache from 

last night's drunkenness. The local juridical complex was 

over one hour foot march distant from his apartment block, 

but the citizen thought, that it could be a good idea to go 

and get some, more or less, fresh air. In addition, he could 

fight the aftereffects of his hangover. 

He hastily gulped down some toast, swallowed the 

dissolvable coffee and examined the label on the plastic can 

of the coffee powder. 

„Globe Food" was written on it and Frank could see a world 

ball. Above the globe was a pyramid with an eye on its top. 

At the bottom of the picture was the slogan: „Food for the 

people!" 

„Amusing symbol!", murmured Frank into his three-day 

beard. 

He had never noticed this logo before, although he only 

bought his food in the cheap „Globe Food" supermarkets, 

which dominated Berlin. Then the thought left his head 

again, as fast as it had come. 

The unusual cold weather let Frank shiver. A draft of fresh 
air blew through the dark stairway and temporary flushed 
away even the smell of bad eggs. In front of him, a neighbor 
walked down to the exit and Frank considered if he had 
seen the face of this man ever before. 
The man said something sounding like "Hello!", but 
Kohlhaas wasn't sure. The accused slowly walked forward 
and was still dizzy. He briefly looked at the playground in 
the yard and beheld some children who were screaming 
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with shrill voices in an incomprehensible language. Was it 
Turkish? Or Arabic? 

When the clock indicated 7.43, he could already recognize 

the outlines of the juridical complex from the distance. It was 

a large red building with hundreds of windows and over 30 

floors. Dozens of court cells were in front of it, one of them 

was waiting for him. The chambers, in which people could 

get their "automated trial", were made of a gray metal and 

about four meters wide, as Frank guessed from his distant 

view. 

Three other citizens already stood before them, between 

them were some police officers. Slowly he became nervous. 

Perhaps this hearing was nevertheless more unpleasantly, 

than he had imagined at first. 

Now it was necessary to pass an electrical gate, which was 

protected by a doorman in a small, brown house. The 

official gave Frank a sign to come nearer. 

„Come here!", he called. 

The young man ran forward and positioned himself in front 

of the entrance of the guardroom. 

„Scanchip!", said the doorman, holding a laser scanner in 

his hand. Wordlessly he pulled the Scanchip out of Frank's 

hand, without looking at him, and said after a short „beep" of 

his code reader: „Court cell 4/211! Hurry up! It is nearly 8.00 

o'clock! If you come too late, it will be just more expensive 

for you!" 

Frank's heart started to pound faster. Fearfully, he started 

to search the court cells, in order to find his number. The 

other accused examined him with some brief looks. 

„Row 4! Shit! I must hurry up... 211...", lamented Frank, 

becoming more and more nervous. Meanwhile, only two 

minutes remained, till his hearing would start. He began to 
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run and with a racing heart and an increasing headache, he 

correctly reached his court cell in time. 

Gasping for breath, he was welcomed by an electronic 

woman's voice: ..Welcome citizen 1-564398B-278843, to 

your automated trail! Please enter your culprit number on 

the display and press OK!" 

Frank pulled the Scanchip out of his trouser pocket, opened 

the message menu, and tried to enter his culprit number. A 

rarely known panic attacked him now. He looked around, 

gasping for breath again. 

..Actually, I don't have to go in this damn metal box, 

because I didn't do anything!", he whispered, but the door 

was already open. Frank's hands became sweaty, while he 

breathed louder. 

In front of him, a weakly lit up metallic hole had opened 

itself, which requested him to step forward now. 

..Come in, citizen 1-564398B-278843! Your trial is already 

running!", it resounded from a loudspeaker at the ceiling of 

the halfdark chamber. Frank Kohlhaas knew that he had no 

chance to refuse the order. It was nevertheless an official 

instruction and there was never and in no case room for a 

discussion or exception. 

He made a step forward and his knees felt more weak with 

each passing second. Then a screen flashed. The 

"automated trial" against the theoretical delinquent Frank 

Kohlhaas took its course. 

In large and bright letters, the reproaches could be read on 
the screen: 

Accusations: 

- Massive disturbation at the workplace 

- Theoretical aggravated battery 
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Frank swallowed and let out a big gush of air. The terribly 
sounding woman's voice, as friendly as an unnoticed virus, 
began with some remarks. A detailed description of the 
progression of events, the listing of witnesses and additional 
"sub-charges" followed, for example ..subversive statements 
at work" - and some more. 

For several minutes, the young man didn't say anything, 
and besides, nobody had asked him for his point of view, 
only the computer voice was talking, implementing and 
accusing. 

Frank's former colleagues, Schmidt, Adiguzel and Nyang, 
had confirmed the fact, that the young man had refused the 
singing of the "One-World-Song" several times and had 
even described the text as "nonsens" on 02.04.2027. 
Production supervisor Sasse had added that the aggressive 
mimic and the use of "strong vocabulary" during the 
argument in the factory, would be an evidence for Frank's 
tendency of "unnecessary analyzing of absolutely justified 
instructions" and "subliminal aggressions". 
The boss of the production complex had confirmed this too. 
Further details followed: legal regulations and regulations 
for extended and deeper instructions in the reference to the 
list and redefinition of defaults - and more. 

"You can be glad that you are my superior, otherwise I 
would break you every bone!" 

The intention of striking the superior, was more than clearly 
proven, in the eyes of the automated court. The difference 
between a (in such a way) formulated intention and an 
actually implemented act, was relatively small, according to 
the modern understanding of law which was oriented 
towards psychology and statistics. Further, the probability to 
commit this act one day in reality, had also enormously 
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increased, because the intention had clearly been 
formulated. (Compare: „BMI of calibration of actual, 
theoretical and probable behavior" from 02.10.2020, 
document code: V-LUN-36777192934457656-Z, (89) ") 

Frank googled at the screen like a stunned cow, which had 
walked against an electrical fence. He was not able to think 
that fast, how this computer programme made him to a 
potential interference factor, a danger for the order of the 
worldwide system, basing on freedom and humanitarianism. 
After an hour, the lecture finally came to an end. Now a new 
menu appeared on the screen. The woman's voice with the 
electronic taste kindly read out the sentences, sounding like 
sudden frost in Frank's ears: 

„lf you deny the charges, please click on NO!" 

"If you admit the charges, please klick on YES!" 

Citizen 1-564398B-278843 hesitated, perked his eyebrows 

up and tried to arrange his thoughts. 

„What is this shit? Tve done nothing wrong, nothing at all! 

This whole crap is a bad joke!", yelled Frank through the 

court cell. For a second, he thought about crushing this 

damn screen with a kick. 

„l will choose NO! I'm innocent! No! I click NO! No 

question!", he screamed angrily. 

The accused hammered on the keys in front of him and 

selected NO. Now he had to wait. The computer hummed. 

..Loading" could be seen on the screen in bright letters. 

Frank felt relieved for a short moment. 

„Now that fucking thing knows that I am innocent. I 

expressed myself clearly: NO!", he said grimly. Then he 

smiled, a bit exhausted, while the inner tension started to 
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die down. Shortly afterwards, he got the answer of the 
automated court computer, with metallic sound and cruelly 
combined letters on the bright screen: 

..Accused, you selected NO! This means, you deny the 
reproaches and assume our juridical system, led by 
humanistic principles, not to consider these! 
Unfortunately, we must tell you that the selection of the 
menu option NO leads, in principle, to an increased 
measure of punishment, because it shows the 
intransigence of the culprit..." 

The court decision is loaded... 

The young man paused, gaped at the screen and cursed 
quietly, while his mouth became an astonished, shocked 
hole. Frank Kohlhaas' understanding seemed to be 
blocked, briefly put on „standby". The data were too large 
and too terrible, in order to be able to be processed by his 
brain. The biological computer under his skullcap just 
seemed to fall into chaos and started to collapse. 
Then the gleeful shining screen of court cell 4/21 1 struck in 
his face with still more malice. The judgement was 
announced: 

„Citizen 1-564398B-278843! You are condemned to 5 

years of detention in a center for reeducation and 

resocialization! 

To the reason: In your case, the statistic probability for 

theoretical aggravated battery is at 78, 11%! 

The statistic probability for prospective subversive 

behavior is at 53.59% in your case! Moreover, the 

selection of the menu option NO increases the penalty. 

But you can be unconcerned. Meanwhile, there are 
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numerous governmental institutions, in which human 
beings like you can get modern theraphies on the 
highest level of science, in order to begin a happy and 
adapted new life in our humanistic society! We thank 
you for your understanding!" 

Frank's eyes bored into the screen and his ears roared. The 
electronic woman's voice resounded in his head like the 
echo of an atomic explosion. It became a slimy worm, which 
ate its way through his pinna towards his brain. 
„5 years of detention?", stammered the man. 
Frank tried to explain himself, that his hearing had deceived 
him, but the cruel news were also in front of his eyes. 
Unfortunately, both senses could not err. He was 
condemned. It was correct. 

Still in a condition of shock, the accused hardly noticed, 
when the electronic lock engaged behind him, blocking the 
court cell automatically. The damnation had been 
proclaimed and the trap had sprung. In the first minutes, 
Frank was much too perplex to be able to realize this. The 
despair in this early moment was far too big that it could 
give room to feelings like hate or rage. 

For this procedure, 411.66 Globes were deducted from 
Frank's Scanchip account, what was also mentioned by the 
computer voice. 

He might behave and wait, until the police officers would 
come to arrest him. Then he would be brought to a transport 
vehicle, as the computer explained. Citizen 1-564398B- 
278843 listened to these further instructions without 
showing any emotions. The condition of torpidity was too 
serious. Half an hour later, he suddenly jumped up in his 
despair, in order to cry. But a strange weakness had 
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captured his mind and after a short emotional outburst, 
Kohlhaas crept into a dark corner and waited. 
..Perhaps it is just a misunderstanding? It could surely be 
cleared up!", it temporarily flared up in his mind. "I must talk 
to the officials. They can. ..can help me, to find a solution. 
The computer must have erred." 

When two policemen arrived at the court cell, about one 

hour later, they already heard Frank complaing from a 

distance. 

J think, that is the loudest guy today!", sneered a 

policeman. 

"He has a real big mouth!", said the other. 

The steel door of the dark court chamber opened and 

offered a sorry sight to the policemen. But it was not a 

picture, which was strange to them. Outbreaks of accused 

people after automated trials, were nothing new for them. 

They brought Frank to one of the vehicles... 
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Big eye 



The transport to „Big Eye", one of the largest and most 

modern high safety prisons in the entire administrative 

sector ..Central Europe", did not last for a long time, but it 

seemed to go on forever for Frank. Mentally absent, like hit 

by an arrow full of narcotic poison, he stared vacantly into 

space. 

The police officers ignored him and talked most of the time 

about a new TV show, called „The Little Whisperer", where 

children could win prices if they uncovered "subversive 

behavior" among their relatives or neighbors. 

Actually, the young man had planned to address the police 

officers, to tell them that everything was just a judicial error, 

but he did not do it. And they did not seem to have any 

interest to make some small talk with him. 

After a while, the outlines of an enormous prison complex 

appeared on the horizon. This was „Big Eye". Frank had 

once seen a report on television about this institute, where 

only happy and healed ..patients" (this was the official 

designation) were shown to the people. Now he was on the 

way there. 

The building was surrounded by high concrete walls, which 

were provided with barbed wire and watchtowers. It had 

several floors and on an outside wall, the prisoner 

recognized the strange symbol, he had already seen before 

on the label of his coffee powder glass. 

A pyramid with an eye on its top. The sign looked somehow 

differently than the escutcheon of the "Globe Food" chain of 

stores, but nevertheless, the similarity was clear. „Big Eye" - 

the great eye. Nobody could escape from its view!", thought 

Frank, driven by fear. He should be right. 
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The patient finally left the transporter and the officers did not 
have to become rough this time. He followed them, was 
silent and accepted all their instructions like being on drugs. 
Dress order, behavioral code, sleeping time. He hardly 
heard on all the talk, musing about the rising nightmare 
around him. 

If he listened or not, was quite immaterial. He should remain 
here for five long years, according to an official court 
decision, and had therefore time enough to internalize the 
routine of the day to the smallest detail. After Frank had 
undressed, he received a white shirt and white trousers, just 
as white trainers. 

„You will get a new set every week!", explained one of the 
attendants. „Follow me now, citizen 1-564398B-278843! 
From now on, you are called "Patient 111-F-47" in this 
institute! Do you understand this?" Frank answered with a 
nod and followed the man. 

„Now go with the execution officials, they will bring you to 
your cell in block F. Don't make problems!" 
The new prisoner was lead many stairways up to one of the 
highest floors of the prison complex. Internally broken, he 
stared at the ground, but even in his lethargic state of 
shock, he noticed that nothing could be heard from the other 
prisoners. No discussions, no crying or any other sound. It 
was oppressing. The long corridors of „Big Eye" were 
uncanny quiet and all the numbered cell doors were made 
of extremely thick steel. The cell with the number 47, in 
block F, was provided for Frank. He tried to explain himself, 
that everything was nothing but a nightmare. It could not be 
real and soon he would wake up, in order to enjoy the 
stench from his stairway at first. He would run out of his 
apartment and loudly yell over the corridor: „Nice, that you 
are here, stench!" 
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Yes, he would do it, because this prison could only be a 
cruel vision in the depths of his mind, and in the next 
moment this scenario would just split like an unpleasant 
thought. But it was not like that. 

„1 1 1-F-47! Here we are! This is your cell!", one of the 
execution officials suddenly said. The sturdy man with the 
brown mustachio and the sharp-edged cheek bone entered 
an access code and the cell door opened. 
„ln there, 111-F-47!", he grunted. 

In this second, clarity returned to Frank's mind again. The 
young man abruptly realized, that he would spend the next 
five years in this room. This let his sanity splinter like glass. 
He broke down and lost consciousness. 

After an indefinite time, Frank came round again. Waked up 

by a blazing neon light, which penetrated his lids. He was 

still dazed, felt sick and the glow stabbed in his skull like a 

sharp spear. 

„Wake up, patient 111-F-47!", said a voice somewhere in 

the room. 

„Wake up, patient 111-F-47!", it resonated again. Frank 

layed with his back on a light gray plank bed of pleather and 

his headache returned with a vengeance. 

„Wake up, patient 111-F-47!" Again and again and again. 

The head of the young man hurt, as if somebody had put it 

into a vice, he was hungry and felt tired and frail. 

„l_eave me alone!", he begged and tried to turn away from 

the sharp light, but it was impossible. 

„Patient 111-F-47! Listen!", it resounded from the ceiling of 

the cell. 

Frank sat down on the edge of the plank bed and held the 

hands over his eyes. „What do you want from me?", he 

gasped. 
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..Welcome to your holo cell, patient 111-F-47! Don't be 
scared! You are in a mental hospital and we want to help 
you!", told the metallic woman's voice from the loudspeaker. 
..This new holo cell is a part of your therapy, patient 111-F- 
47! We use these mechanisms here in „Big Eye", helping 
you to regain the path of the adapted citizen. In this holo 
cell, all outlines just blur; it is unlimited, like our "One World", 
whose happy citizen you will be after your healing, patient 
111-F-47! 

Trust us and our newest therapy. Developed by 
philanthropists, in order to help people. This cell contains 
the freedom, because it does not know borders. It is your 
freedom to heal yourself, the freedom of your mind which 
will learn with our help!" 

Frank Kohlhaas still held his hurting head. This light was 
intolerable and it should still last weeks, until he had got 
halfway accustomed to its sharp brightness. Finally, he 
examined his new home. The room had a size of perhaps 
hundred square meters, maybe it was a bit smaller. Frank 
could hardly see the outlines of the walls or the cell door, 
because of the bright, white light. 

The glow was terrible and it penetrated his brain completely. 
Even if Frank screwed up his eyes, this unnatural brightness 
besieged his barricaded head persistently like an army. 
Frank's headache became stronger. Then he just vomited 
on his plank bed and crept into a corner. 
..Patient 111-F-47! Do you hear us? You are in a holo cell! 
Do you understand this? If so, then lift your hand!", 
demanded the loudspeaker energetically. 
The sick man signaled the fact that he had understood and 
still huddled in the corner. In the cell were no things, only 
the plank bed and a toilet at the opposite wall. Otherwise, 
here was only the biting light. 
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„You will get one hour of reeducation, twice a day!", 
explained the unnatural voice from the upper corner of the 
room. „The first reeducation hour begins in 30 minutes, 
patient 1 1 1 -F-47! Get ready!" 

Frank was overtaxed with this situation and dug his face, 
still hiding in the corner, behind his knees. He tried to think 
about nothing and would have done everything to switch 
that light off. But this was not within his power. As nothing in 
„Big Eye" was within his power. 

He was nothing but a white mouse here, a small laboratory 
rat in a cage, that had to endure everything the sadistic 
inventors of this so called „mental hospital" had invented. 
Shortly afterwards, the reeducation hour began, whereby 
the loudspeaker intensively explained 111-F-47 the reasons 
for his „therapy" again. It said, that they wanted to make a 
„good human being" of Frank. „A human being, which is 
human, by overcoming its humanity!" 
The brainwash lasted a whole hour, while the light burned 
and hurt more and more. Occasionally, the prisoner lost 
orientation, because the sharp light was like a white nebula. 
Frank tried to fight the pain in his head, but he was at this 
cell's mercy. Furthermore, he was in the hands of the cruel 
blaze and the metallically sounding talk of this steel 
computer woman, that tormented him. 
„l can't stand this insanity for two weeks!", said Frank to 
himself and winced. „l want it to stop! Please, God!", he 
whined. 

But God didn't hear him. The acoustic insulation of the holo 
cell was much too perfect, deep down in the prison complex 
„Big Eye". If Frank had a God here, then it was him or her or 
it, the thing behind the loudspeaker. At night, at 22.00 
o'clock, the sharp light was switched off. The whole room 
suddenly became dark then. So pitch-dark that even the 
smallest source of light did not remain. Frank couldn't see 
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the hand before his eyes anymore and in his head, the 
aftereffects of the blinding blaze jumped around as manifold 
colors. There was only extreme brightness or extreme 
darkness in this cell. Whoever had developed the concept of 
this instrument of torture, knew exactly, that this cruel form 
of conditioning could transform even the unruliest man to a 
willing slave, within only a short time. And so the first days 
in „Big Eye" slowly passed, leaving countless deep scars in 
the mind of the young man. But there was no escape. No 
possibility to flee, no rescue by God. Only the devil seemed 
to be interested in „Big Eye" - probably he had even 
designed this hell on earth. 

„Stand tall, patient 111-F-47! Here in „Big Eye" is no quarrel 
among the inmates, there are no rebellions and no 
annoyance - everyone remains for himself, during the entire 
term of imprisonment. You, 111-F-47, are one of the first ill 
human beings, who have the luck, to receive a therapy in a 
holo cell. We are happy for you, that the computer-assisted 
selective procedure has chosen you for this room. 
Behave willingly, be flexible and learn to respect the rules of 
the system! Not every patient here has the luck, to be 
healed a holo cell. You are one of the prototypes. Support 
the developers of this new form of healing, by helping your 
therapy to success!", it resounded through the room one 
morning. 

On other days, patient 111-F-47 was explained, how 
important it was to believe everything the media told him. 
How necessary it was, to free human beings from their 
instincts, to format and reprogram their minds so that they 
could overcome all their natural instincts. Furthermore, how 
inevitable the sedation of human beings was, so that they 
could reach a state of happiness. How important 
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consumption and maximization of profit were, for a 
functioning society. 

In these long weeks of isolation, the strange artificial days 
and the black unnatural nights, it was Frank's largest 
concern, not to go insane. The isolation, the boredom and, 
above all, the haunting light had soon transformed him into 
a pathetic creature. He often thought about his father and 
his sister, the only members of his family, who were still 
there. Frank's mother had died three years ago, he had 
loved her very much and with her death he had lost not only 
his biological mother, but also his best friend, his closest 
reference person in this world. The time after her death had 
been hard. Now, nobody was left to talk to. 
To his father, Rainer Kohlhaas, who lived in the eastern part 
of Berlin, Frank had had only irregular contact. Rarely, too 
rarely, he had visited him so far, if he was honest. But 
Rainer Kohlhaas was an unemotional, taciturn man, and 
each discussion with him was laborious. 
Frank and Rainer had frequently argued in former times. 
Often the father had openly shown his displeasure about 
Frank's path through life and had always upholded Frank's 
sister Martina, as the positive example. His son had hated 
these permanent comparisons, but now, all this was no 
longer important. 

From time to time he had telephoned with his older sister, 
the more successful one of the two children. Martina had 
become a teacher, had married and Frank had often envied 
her, because of her good payment. But one day, she had 
confessed to him, how fraught and exhaustive her job was. 
She just hated to work on her school. 
She teached the subjects „Biology "and ..English" at a 
school complex in Wuppertal, in the sub-district Westfalen- 
Rheinland. Martina described the situation in German 
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schools as more than intolerable, and Frank had the 
suspicion that she already drank and took tranquilizers. But 
she held on, for her husband and her son, the little Nico. 
However, citizen 1-564398B-278843 had seen his nephew 
only twice and had always been proud to be his uncle. 
In these terrible days, he often thought about the rest of his 
family which probably didn't know at all, that he was locked 
up here. Perhaps, they would only be surprised about the 
fact, that Frank didn't answer the telephone since weeks. 
Perhaps the police had even informed his family members - 
that he had become an offender and was a criminal now, 
and had to face his fair punishment in that prison. He just 
didn't know, but he could imagine his father's face, if he got 
that message. 

J have always said, that the boy wastes his life. Now my old 
sorrow has finally been confirmed!", he had probably 
murmured. The prisoner didn't try to think too much about 
these unpleasant things. 

„What has happened to my apartment?", he pondered. „l'm 
sure that they have already rented it to another person. This 
can be done fast if the rent can't be deducted from the 
Scanchip anymore." 

In these days, Frank could only speak with himself and tried 
to handle the pain. But it did not change anything. He had 
served only one month in this room, but Frank already got 
the feeling that he had walked from one end of hell to the 
other. 

It was not easy to persevere here. And the daily two 
reeducation hours finally became even the most interesting 
things, which happened on a day in the holo cell. After a 
while, Frank occasionally even looked forward to them. 
Nevertheless, sometimes he tried to destroy the 
loudspeaker, which hung much too high, to tear it down. 
Then he became so angry that he kicked against the walls 
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or bit in his underarm till it bled. Frank's lonely fight against 
windmills continued for a while in such a way. Always 
unsuccessful and ever more closer to the loss of his good 
judgement. Sometimes he cried below the loudspeaker, 
begged for grace and forgiveness and promised to follow 
each rule and each regulation for all eternity. He swore, to 
believe everything, what they told him. But nobody ever 
answered. 

When two months had passed, Frank broke out in tears 
ever more frequently or crawled under his light gray plank 
bed. He thought, that insanity had already found him and 
skid down into a state of permanent panic. Patient 111-F-47 
didn't trust his own judgement any longer and felt seperated 
from the rest of the world like by a great ocean. 
In the second month of his term of imprisonment, he made 
"insanity" to his companion. He invisaged him as another 
inmate, as a cellmate. 

A very tall guy, gaunt, with completely pale skin and deep 
furrows in the face. Also dressed in the correct white cell 
clothes of „Big Eye". However, if the "insanity" sat beside 
him on the plank bed, he unfortunately never answered. He 
just sneered at him, showing Kohlhaas his yellowish-brown 
teeth. But nevertheless, Frank told his spooky friend a lot of 
things. 

Sometimes the patient also imagined, that „Mr. Madness", 
as Frank called him after a while, snored in the complete 
darkness of the night, lying somewhere in the room. Then 
he crept over the ground and tried to find his strange 
cellmate, in order to tell to him that he might be silent. Frank 
thought about much confusing things and nobody could say, 
if the young men still knew, that it were confusing things. It 
was a nocturnal trip beyond the borders of human 
understanding, a mental journey through the darkest tunnels 
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of his mind. And every morning, Kohlhaas was awaked by 
that bright, hellish light again. 

..That's the army of the light particles, which destroys my 
lids with their ramming supports, piece by piece, pouring 
into my head-fortress with loud screams - slaughtering 
everything without further warning. And this cruel horde 
massacres my helpless grey cells!", said the young man, if 
he could hardly bear it. 

Then he had phases, in which he searched his body on 
diseases for hours. He found malicious knots and parasites 
everywhere. His body seemed to be full of degenerated 
pimples and strange maladies under the skin, which filled 
his mind with sorrows. 

At the end of the third month, he discovered some red 
points on the white wall behind the toilet, when he huddled 
on the ground, in order to protect himself against the 
aggressive light. Frank was sure that it were traces of blood, 
which had only provisionally been overcoated with white 
color by the prison's staff. 

Mr. Madness had no opinion about this, he just sat in the 
corner and beheld Frank sadly. Often Kohlhaas 
remembered, whether it was actually possible, to smash his 
own head against the wall or the ceramic toilet bowl so 
hardly, that this torture was over. What would happen? 
Would the attendants save him, just to let him rot here until 
doomsday? Another possibility was, to bite open his pulse 
veins. Unfortunately, there were no bedlinen or other things 
in this cell, which would have made a suicide possible. 
But each time, when Frank had these thoughts, he finally 
lost the courage to do it. Moreover, Mr. Madness always 
looked worriedly at him in these situations, still sitting in his 
corner. The light disappeared, it was 22,00 o'clock. 
Starting from the fourth month of his captivity in the holo 
cell, Frank Kohlhaas spent the most days with being just 
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motionless for hours, lying on his belly - under the plank 

bed. 

„May this damn light hit Mr. Madness! May he sit on the 

plank bed! I will stay here. Here, that blaze will never find 

me!", he said to himself with a lunatic smile. 

Meanwhile, Frank thought about his family more rarely. And 

what was the use anyhow? He was separated from the rest 

of the world. And his father, his sister or the little Nico, could 

not safe him from this horror. 

And as the computer-controlled woman voice had already 

explained in one of the reeducation hours: „The connections 

to family and kinship are errors of nature, and all citizens of 

the New World Order must get along without them! They 

must be corrected by modern rules. 

Interhuman relations harm the new order and obstruct the 

economic development. Humans must learn to overcome 

them. Having a family is not progressive, it restrains every 

advancement. Forget your family, because your new 

community is the community of the "One-World". You are 

part of the whole, patient 111-F-47, and the whole is a part 

of you!" 

His only entertainment in this confusing time was to 

examine the dust grains on the cell ground and Frank 

wondered how many interesting forms and colors he could 

find. 

Sometimes it was really fascinaiting for him and so he 

hardly listened, if the gentle voice of reeducation from the 

loudspeaker explained to him, why the old order of the world 

was just wrong, and the new order was good without 

exception. 

When the fifth month began, Frank suddenly became 

talkative. He talked with Mr. Madness about a lot of things 

and often his speeches lasted several hours. He invented 

lectures, which were similar to the instructions of the 
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reeducation hours. Meanwhile, Frank planned to reeducate 
Mr. Madness, a very important personality who had already 
visited millions of people around the world. 
Sometimes he preached the most important facts of each 
current reeducation hour, he recited them, yelled them and 
sometimes he tried to kick or beat Mr. Madness, if his pupil 
didn't show enough interest. Although, he actually viewed 
this gentleman in the corner, who sometimes also sat on his 
plank bed, as his cell comrade and friend, he had 
occasionally to give some pain to him, so that he learned. 
But all his attemps to hit the imaginary man were 
unsuccessful. After a while, Frank had kicked a little hole in 
the white wall of the holo cell - but he had never hit Mr. 
Madness. 

When another month had passed, Frank had given it up to 
convince Mr. Madness, to become also a good citizen of the 
new world state. Now he tried to memorize every single 
word of the reeducation hours and often he could 
completely repeat the first two or three minutes by heart. 
He cried, sang and howled the slogans from the 
loudspeaker like a parrot. The necessity of the registration 
of earth's population, the obligation of obeying, the 
autoregulation of economics, the inevitability of a society 
without sexes, nations and races, the necessary dissolution 
of all cultures and religions, the requirement of inhumanity 
as the basis of a new humanity. 

His memory proved, although it was already owergrown by 
a mushroom of insanity, as amazingly good. Frank saw 
himself as a learner and with bloodshot eyes he cried, while 
the loudspeaker talked: „Jawohl! This is the only truth!" 
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Meanwhile half a year had passed and patient 1 1 1-F-47 had 
developed many possibilities of overcoming the hours and 
days. He had even set up an own daily plan in his mind: 

- Meal 

- Learn as much words from the reeducation hour as I can 

- Explain them to Mr. Madness (however, only if he listened) 

- Investigate the fibers of the white wallpaper more exactly 

- Finding new dust particles on the ground 

- Lunch 

- Arguing with Mr. Madness 

Frank's meal rations came through a hatch in the wall three 
times a day. The inventors of the holo cell had kindly made 
certain that he had never to leave this terrible room, not 
even for the intake of food. 

Two months later, the monitoring cameras of „Big Eye", 

which always kept every corner in this big prison complex in 

sight, including room 47 in block F, saw a broken man, lying 

like dead with face down on his plank bed. 

Frank Kohlhaas, patient 111-F-47, seemed to have slipped 

into an endless lethargy. Meanwhile, he wished nothing 

more than the end of his shattered existence. 

The cruel treatment had internally destroyed him, and even 

the irrational behavior and the emotional outbreaks, which 

had kept him alive for so long, were over. 

Over eight months of holo cell had corroded his mind so 

strongly, that his body seemed to refuse its service any 

longer under such inhuman conditions. 

The sharp, malicious light, which tormented him 14 hours a 

day, hand in hand with the impenetrable darkness of the 

artificial nights, had finally crushed Frank's will to live. The 

holo cell 47 in block F, this hell chamber without windows, 
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with only a plank bed, a toilet and a little hatch in the white 

wall, was ultimately the winner in this war against insanity. 

Not even Frank's only friend, the mutely smiling Mr. 

Madness, had had the guts to stay here any longer - he had 

vanished. 

On 21.03.2028, the light was switched off again at 22.00 

o'clock in the evening by the computer-controlled system of 

„BigEye". 

The unconscious Frank Kohlhaas, who layed somewhere in 

this cell, down on the ground, with his face in a puddle of 

saliva, was swallowed by the darkness again. He did no 

longer notice it. 

The next day, the army of light particles started another 
great attack on Frank's head. With loud crashing it surged 
against his lids like a battering ram and awoke the halfdead 
patient again. But Frank's will was already destroyed and 
why should he be interested in another day of hundreds 
more in this holo cell. He hoped, with the still smoldering 
rest of his understanding, that he would meet death as soon 
as possible. Kohlhaas was sure, that he would praise the 
Grim Reaper like a redeemer, when he would finally come. 
On 22.03.2028 at 9.45 o'clock in the morning, the electronic 
woman voice suddenly resounded through the brightly 
illuminated cell. Frank lay on the ground like a dying animal 
and hardly heard this anymore. The small part of his brain, 
which hadn't been razed to the ground and hadn't been 
brunt by the horde of light particles yet, was briefly surprised 
for a second about the fact that there was another 
announcement after the wake-up call. Then Frank's mind 
switched off again. Nevertheless, this was unusual. 
„l_isten, patient 111-F-47! Your holo cell has been given to 
another patient by the computer-controlled administration of 
„Big Eye". You will be brought to the mental hospital "World 
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Peace" in Bonn, where your therapy will be continued for 
the next four years and four months. Please be 
unconcerned, your healing process will not be interrupted. A 
holo cell of the same type is available for you in "World 
Peace"!" 

The young man hardly thought about the content of the 
announcement. They should freight him, whereto they ever 
wanted. He would hopefully soon be dead and free. 

But up to the next morning, he still lived. Or better said: His 

heart refused stopping, although his owner really wished it - 

"from the heart". He hadn't moved at all, during the whole 

day and the following night, because he took his desire to 

die very seriously. 

But the three execution officials, who opened his holo cell 

punctually at 8.00 o'clock and entered the room, didn't 

understand this. They were the first human beings since 

over eight months, who visited Frank here - to bring him 

from A to B, from one hell chamber to the next. 

„The guy still breathes, but he is totally down!", said one of 

the three guards. 

„Hey! Stand up, man! Don't waste our time!", remarked 

another and kicked Frank in the back. 

„Hrrrr!", hummed the prisoner. 

„Shit, the guy is really broken! Uwe, look at this!" The third 

enforcement officer was astonished. "Bring us some 

stimulants! We need some extra help in this case!" 

One of the officials departed and came back with a cup of 

water and two red pills after a quarter of an hour. 

„Hey! Hey, 111-F-47! Open your mouth!. Yes, good boy! 

And now, down with it!", he muttered. 

Frank swallowed the pills and was able to walk after a few 

minutes. He didn't understand, what happened to him and 
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hardly noticed, that he was on the way to leave the 

abhorrent holo cell behind him. 

„Go! Get a grip, man! Just walk!. Yes, this is good. One foot 

before the other one! Forward!", said the guard and 

supported Frank cynically. 

Patient 111-F-47 had to be carried out of the prison building, 

more or less, because he was too weak to walk. After a 

while, the policemen simply pushed the young man forward. 

„That the guy isn't fit yet, after two pills of steroin!", 

remarked the officer with surprise. „Hurry up! The driver of 

the transporter is waiting in hall B!" 

The three man brought the picture of misery, which once 
had been called Frank Kohlhaas, with the help of steroin, a 
highly concentrated stimulant, and some beats against the 
head to the transport van. 

Frank crept over the three stages of a metal stair and sank 
down on one of the seats. His hands were secured with 
handcuffs behind his back and he stared at the ground. 
„Watch out for this guy! He is finished! Maybe he gonna 
vomit in our van! Ha, ha!", said a guard to his colleagues. 
„We will watch out for him! Don't worry!", answered one of 
the policemen with a grin. 

Next to Frank were two other officers and a further prisoner 
in the back area of the transport van. The cops were armed 
with shotguns and tied Frank, who almost slipped on the 
ground, and also the other inmate, with an additional seat 
belt. Both men could only move their legs now. 
The transport van started moving at 9.00 o'clock, and finally 
left the prison complex. Even if Frank had had the 
opportunity, to have a last look at the hated place of horror, 
which had brought him to his knees, he probably wouldn't 
have done it. First of all, the back area of the transporter, 
secured by lattices, had no windows anyway, and secondly, 
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patient 111-F-47 didn't care, where he would find death. If it 

was in "Big Eye" or in "World Peace" or somewhere else, 

wasn't important anymore. His only concern was, if it would 

go fast. 

After they had driven one quarter of an hour and nobody 

had spoken a word, the prisoner, sitting diagonally opposite 

to Frank, hissed: „Hey! Pssst! I am Alf! Who are you?" 

Frank ignored the question of the man. It didn't interest him, 

who still sat there. He stared at the metallic ground of the 

van's back area with blank look. 

Suddenly one of the policemen said: „Baumer, you crank! 

Stop that damn whispering! Contact among prisoners is 

against the regulations!" 

J thought, we are patients?", answered the prisoner 

sardonically, giving Frank a nod. 

Now the policeman reacted. He struck Baumer in the face 

and grumbled: „Oh, I'm sorry, asshole! I didn't want to be 

impolite." 

The prisoner swallowed some blood and saliva and looked 

at Frank with psychotic eyes. However, the young man was 

still mute and didn't mention the small sign of defiantness, 

the other prisoner had shown. 

"Alf Baumer!", he thought briefly, then his mind sank again 

into a blurred fog. 

Alfred Baumer, patient 578-H-21, was a tall man. He had a 

dark brown beard, broad shoulders and a tattoo at the neck. 

The few hasty looks, Frank had given to him, showed the 

picture of an aggressive man, who was about thirty years 

old. Above all, Alf's bright blue eyes and the large scar in 

the right half of his face were noticeable. 

How long the trip had already lasted, Kohlhaas could hardly 

say anymore. Perhaps a further quarter of an hour. Alfred 

seemed to have the things more clearly in sight. He 

hatefully stared at the police officers with his blue eyes, 
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baring his teeth and looking at Frank from time to time. This 
man seemed to wait for something... 
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The Change 



In a small forest, close to the highway BAS-74, four men 

lurked in the rainy undergrowth and peered eastwards. They 

wore camouflage clothes and their faces were hidden under 

black balaclavas. Three of them fumbled nervously with 

their assault rifles, while another man had a field glass and 

gave instructions to his comrades. 

„How much longer, Sven?", asked one of the men. 

„l will already tell you. They must soon be here! And 

remeber: Jens only shoots at the tires, the rest only shoots 

at the drivers!", answered Sven. „And don't perforate the 

back area of the van by mistake, got it?", he added. 

„The whole thing is damn risky. I hope, we will come home 

alive!", said one of the men quietly. 

„lt is too late for such thoughts now. We will just do it! Check 

your weapons!", hissed the young man with the field glass. 

The minutes passed and the four men crawled further 

forward, in the direction of the road. Sven suddenly stopped, 

waving the other men nearer. 

„Look! Over there! It's the van! Go!", he called. 

All jumped under cover and grabbed their assault rifles. The 

transport van, the four men had waited for several hours, 

came closer with medium speed. 

Another long and tense minute passed, full of doubts and 

uncertainty in the hearts of the four men. Then it began. And 

while the three policemen, who sat in the driver's cab of the 

transport van, were still grouching about the fact that they 

had to drive from Bernau to Bonn, just because of the 

transfer of only two prisoners, they suddenly saw four 

shadows, coming closer to their vehicle from the forest. 
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„Now! Fire!", roared the scout with the field glass and all four 

men raised their weapons in the air, rushed forward and 

sent a deafening hail of bullets to the transporter. 

„Tac! Tac! Tac! Tad", it echoed through the small forest and 

the four men continued to shoot at the windshield and the 

tires of the vehicle. 

With a loud clank, the windows of the transport van bursted 

and it turned out in hurling. Then the damaged vehicle 

stopped. 

„Kill these rats!", screamed a masked men and fired at the 

driver's cab. One of the two officials in the forepart of the 

van got a headshot and an enormous bloodstain spreaded 

over the headrest of his seat. Another policeman was also 

hit in the arm and tried to find cover behind the engine 

mount, searching for his weapon in panic. The third tore up 

the passenger door and fired wildly at the masked attackers. 

A salvo of two assault rifles finally sent him to the ground. 

Meanwhile, the four men had come so close to the vehicle, 

that they could also fire from the side at the policeman, who 

huddled between the seats. One of the men raised his rifle 

and executed the official with an angry burst. 

..Destroy the detector!", screamed one of the masked men 

and the guy, who was called Sven by the others, jumped 

forward and shot with his pistol at a radio-like thing in the 

front part of the transporter. 

„Bolt cutters! Hurry! Hurry!", he yelled and the four men ran 

to the backdoor of the vehicle. 

The sound of gunfire, coming from outside, had not been 
unnoticed by the two police officers, who guarded Frank 
Kohlhaas and Alf Baumer. Even patient 111-F-47 seemed 
to have briefly lost his mental confusion and looked around 
with surprise. 
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„What the hell goes on there?", said one of the officers, 

loading his shotgun. Then he opened the door of the van's 

back area. The other policeman followed him. 

„Help me out!", roared Baumer at the top of his lungs and 

gave one of the officers a kick in the abdomen. 

In the same moment, the door was broken up and light fell 

into the darkness of the back area from the outside. One of 

the guards fired out of the van and hit a masked attacker, 

who tried to enter the vehicle. The head of the man 

exploded like an overripe melon and Frank stared at a cloud 

of blood and bone fragments, while he staggered to the 

ground. 

The remaining three attackers answered with fire bursts of 

their assault rifles and killed the policeman, who stumbled 

on the street like a bleeding sieve. 

Meanwhile, Frank began to cry like a tormented child. He 

shrieked in pain and wildly pulled, in an accumulation of 

unrestrained rage, on his additional seat belt, tearing it out 

of its holder. Then Frank hit the second guard's face with a 

high kick and the man tumbled down. 

Now the inmate squealed like a pig and started then to 

laugh loudly. Finally, the laughter became an insane 

screaming. Suddenly Frank's eyes were clear and gory, and 

before the three other masked men had come into the back 

area of the vehicle, he had sent the last policeman to the 

ground with a headbutt. His hands were still bound on his 

back, but he stomped on the guard's face and the man 

broke down again. 

Frank swooped down on him and bit in his cheek like a wild 

animal. A shot from a handgun followed, which had almost 

hit the crazy Kohlhaas - then also the last policeman was 

dead. Frank howled and still kicked several times in the 

head of the dying man. The other men finally pulled him out 

of the van. His white dress was blood-smeared and Frank 
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reminded the masked men, who confusedly stood in front of 

him, rather of a mad butcher than a prisoner. Now he 

seemed to fall in a state of blankness again and sat down, 

totally exhausted, on the metallic stairs of the transport 

vehicle. 

„Well, what's up now, man? Come on! Or do you want to 

wait for the next policemen?", asked Alf. 

Baumer trailed him and followed the three other men into 

the forest. Now it was important to hurry, because the 

operation had lasted far too long and, moreover, such a 

slaughter hadn't been planned. 

Furthermore, they had lost a man and it was just luck that 

no other car had come along the country road, otherwise 

the bloodshed would have been much worse. The three 

disguised men and Alfred, who was trying to propel Frank, 

fastly ran through the thicket. 

„Move!", roared one of the three masked men. „Dash it! 

What are you waiting for?" 

Alf Baumer gripped Kohlhaas at the collar and ordered him 

to run faster, but the confused young man still walked slowly 

behind him. 

„lf your buddy does not hurry a little more, I will shoot him, 

Alf! I mean it!", yelled one of the three men, who was 

running ahead. 

Alfred stood before Frank, vibrated him and growled: „This 

is your only chance, you idiot! If they get you now, you are a 

dead man! Come with me, trust me!" 

Frank Kohlhaas hadn't been able to trust anyone in the last 

months and the mental bleeding, the holo cell had 

demanded of him, had been enormous. But the word „trust" 

sounded like a gentle balsam in his ears, that had only 

absorbed poison for such a long time. The fresh cold forest 

air, he was inhaling now, slowly showed him that this 

opportunity to attain freedom, should not be thrown away. 



53 



Suddenly he ran, ran and ran, catched up with the others 
and disappeared with them in the thicket of the forest. The 
five men reached a large field after some minutes, where 
were an old looking and small airplane was waiting for them. 
They jumped into the flier and shut a rusty door behind 
themselves. All were totally exhausted and wheezed loudly, 
while the plane took off. 

„Who is that guy, Alf?", asked one of the three liberators 

with an unfriendly undertone and pulled the balaclava from 

his face. The young man was blond, with short hair and a 

boyish face. 

J have no notion! He has been transported together with 

me!", answered Alf. 

„Tell us your name, man!", demanded the blond man and 

regarded Frank with a searching look. 

„Frank Kohlhaas, citizen 1-564398B-278843....", hummed 

Frank and closed his eyes. 

„Your citizen number isn't interesting for us, buddy! We 

don't need to have this shit!", hissed the young man, who 

was called Sven by the others. „We are free men and no 

slaves with citizen numbers." 

„Well, I think this man has been in a holo cell. That's the 

reason, why he is so abstracted!" Alf tried to explain. 

„Such a cell... ", stammered Frank. 

„A holo cell? That thing, which is currently tested by the 

GSA in all prisons worldwide? Really?", asked one of the 

three rebels with surprise. 

„No wonder, that you seem to be on drugs. These things are 

the worst instruments of brainwashing of our time. How long 

have you been in this hellish cell?" 

J think, since August 2027. ..leave me alone...", hummed 

Frank quietly and hid his face behind his knees again, as he 

had done it so often in the last months. Then he turned to 
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the side and dozed in his usual half-sleep, although the 
outdated airplane made a big noise and vibrated during the 
whole flight. 

In the year 2028, it was not easy to organize an operation 
like this, because of the almost perfect air surveillance in 
"Central Europe". However, this flier was inconspicuous, 
because it had been registered as an outdated, but 
nevertheless permitted transportation in the Baltic. If the 
plane was scanned by the computer of a satellite or an air 
surveillance station, it was just shown as the transport 
aircraft of a man called Matas Litov, a Lithuanian farmer, in 
the data bases of the European monitoring servers. 
The chip card of the plane had been changed by a highly 
gifted computer hacker, who had made it perfectly 
inconspicuous. But even the arts of this man had their limits, 
and one day the constantly improved monitoring could 
probably also recognize his tricks. 

Anyhow, the authorities hadn't been prepared for such a 
brutal attack on a prisoner transporter. And it was also just 
luck, that the operation had finally been successful. 
Frank Kohlhaas, whose citizen number was no longer of 
importance, flew with the others over Poland towards the 
the former Baltic states, Estonia, Latvia and Lithuania. 
Meanwhile, the three abolished national states had been 
summarized with other former countries of Eastern Europe 
to a single administrative sector. 

In Eastern Europe, the complete monitoring of the 
population and the entire public life was so far not as perfect 
as in North America or in Western Europe. Many states of 
Eastern Europe had refused to blindly obey the instructions 
of the World Government for a long time. This new power 
had been established in the western regions at first and so it 
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just took longer, until a complex monitoring network of 
western standards could be installed there. 
But the World Government also planned the same extensive 
system of total control for Eastern Europe. And it did 
everything, to build it up, as soon as possible. 
In the year 2028, the British islands were the most sharply 
supervised area of the world. Here, the doom had built up 
its first strong bastion in the past, from where it had come 
over the rest of mankind. 

In England, the World Government already tested and 
introduced the next steps for global domination. For 
example, the complete prohibition of sexual contacts 
between men and women, the total destruction of any family 
structures, and even a breeding of the population after the 
defaults of economic necessity. 

Who wanted to fight against this tyranny, was really a 
dreamer and had to have a good relationship to his maker, 
because the propability to meet him soon, was very high. 
Like Alf and his fellows, who apparently thought, that they 
could change something. Anyhow, Frank Kohlhaas was with 
them now - and enjoyed it. He was just happy to breathe 
fresh air and had the feeling, that he had been born again. 
How often he had begged the Grim Reaper to come, to end 
the torture of the holo cell. But the Gevatter apparently did 
not want him yet. Now, everything had changed... 
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Outsourced 



..Outsourcing" was one of the infamous terms of 

globalization, which had broken loose with all its power at 

the beginning of the 21th century. Now Frank had also been 

outsourced somehow. He had left the administrative sector 

..Central Europe" and was "stored" elsewhere. 

The old airplane flew over the area of the former state of 

Poland, over the city of Kaliningrad, the old Konigsberg, 

which had meanwhile fallen into ruins, and finally was on its 

way to the Southern Baltic, in order to land in a rural area 

north of Vilkija, in a little village called Ivas. 

The five men were exhausted and hardly noticed the 

landscape below them beyond the windows. Frank was still 

disturbed and could only occasionally understand, what was 

happening to him. He suffered under strange muscle 

cramps and was, despite his constant fatigue, not in the 

condition to sleep for longer than half an hour. 

His eyes were always half open and he felt, as if someone 

had put a bag full of cement on his head. After the airplane 

had landed, Alf helped him to step out and led him to an 

rundown house. 

„Can I sleep somewhere, or just lie down?", asked him 

Frank. 

„Yes, don't worry! I have found a place to sleep for you!", 

answered Alf and pulled the young man into the building. 

„We have to discuss something, Frank. You can rest here - 

see you later!", said Alf and showed Kohlhaas an old bed in 

an untidy and halfdark room with a dark red, peeling 

wallpaper. Frank turned to the side and tried to sleep. He 

hardly made it, but nevertheless, the young man had the 

feeling that he already felt better. After he had been in a 
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condition of dozing for some hours, he finally nodded off. He 
did not dream about anything. It was just black in his head. 
As black as it had always been in the holo cell, in the eight 
artificial hours of the night. 

Next day... 

„We have escaped the next cops by the skin of our teeth, as 

I think. I feel sorry for Rolf Weinert, a good man, only 29 

years old", said Alf to the others. „Thank you, that you have 

delivered me from this hell. I know, I always seem to be 

hard and tough, but I was also close to the end in "Big Eye". 

That other guy is simply wasted, but it would probably be 

the same with us all, if they would cage us in a holo cell for 

eight months. This Frank is a poor creature!" 

„We haven't planned the liberation of a second man, Alf!", 

remarked a young man with red hair. 

„So what? What should have been done? Would it have 

been right, to let this Frank just die? He would not have 

survived one more week in "World Peace", got it?", returned 

Baumer. 

„Well, actually the fate of an unknown man is not interesting 

for us. The only important thing is our own thing, okay?", 

said another man sternly. 

J will care for him. What will he do? Call the fucking 

Lithuanian police?", grumbled Alf with an angry face. 

„This is a real problem, Baumer! If the guy becomes a 

safety risk, we must kill him. You know about our rules!", 

said a blond man. 

„l know that, little boy! You don't need to tell me our 

principles! I have already joined our fight in a time, when 

you were nothing but a panty wetting baby!", hissed Alf in 

the direction of the young fighter. 
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„Peace, people! You were successful and you are still alive! 
Meanwhile, only the big armored busses are used for 
prisoner transports since two years. This has been an 
exception! The fact that they have used an outdated 
transport van this time, was just because only two prisoners 
had to be transferred to Bonn. And a bus would have 
exceeded the budget for such an unimportant trip. These 
new tank-like monsters are not so easy to stop. You need a 
rocket launcher or something like that, to bring them to a 
halt!", said a tall man in the background. He was perhaps 
about fifty years old. 

The man had come later to the small group. His name was 
Thorsten Wilden, a former businessman, who had fled to 
Lithuania some years ago. Slender, gray haired, with an 
oblong face and a remarkable pointed chin. The man 
seemed to be very rational and impersonal, and gave the 
impression that he had already gone through a lot of 
hardship in his life. 

..However, the boy is right. Tomorrow I want to become 
acquainted with this Frank. I hope, he won't make us 
problems here, otherwise we have no other choice than 
silencing him", said the tall man, who apparently had a 
leading position is this group of men. 
„He won't make problems! Nevertheless, the boy is totally 
exhausted!", meant Alf and rolled his eyes. 
„Where is he now?", asked Wilden. 

„ln my house. Thus, I mean, in John's house. He is 
sleeping!", muttered Alf. "I will keep him in sight and I will 
also bain for him. Is this enough now?" 
"Okay, men!", shouted the leader of the group. "In the next 
days, the good old routine in our village will return for you 
all. We have to resow and to do a lot of other work. Alf can 
help this new man to recover and I want you, to leave him 
alone with this task. By the way, HOK told me, that the 



59 



release operation has been on TV in "Central Europe", 
yesterday evening. We should watch this report, HOK has 
recorded everything!" 

"Yes, have fun with it, I go home now and want to be alone 
for the rest of the day", groaned Alf and left the room. 

Dusk was falling and Frank lay between some unwashed 
pillows. A great burden slowly fell from his soul and his 
mind, which had swollen like a red, throbbing growth. Now 
the pain began to fade away. In the next room he heard a 
rustle, shortly thereafter loud smacking and the sound of 
cutlery on a plate. Some minutes later, his sponsor entered 
the room. „You must eat something! Here!" Alf presented 
him some slices of bread and two fried sausages. 
„Thanks!", said Frank and ate slowly and leisurely. „You 
don't have to worry. Nobody can find us here. We are in 
Lithuania. Far away from Germany and this „One-World" 
cage called "Central Europe". Eat, and then I let you sleep 
again", whispered Alf, trying to calm him down. 
It was a weird situation. If Frank would have seen Alfred 
Baumer in former times on the street, then he would 
probably have gone to the other side. This tall man really 
looked boldly and violent, what he surely was, if it had to be. 
He gave the impression of the typical criminal, who had 
received a life sentence. 

Brawny, with a dark, pointed beard, a tattoo at the neck and 
a keen look. Frank Kohlhaas looked, however, rather 
harmless and even still juvenile at first sight, although his 
body was also sturdy. He had a dear face with a button 
nose and his good-natured smile was characteristic. Mostly 
Frank was kind and peaceful. 

But in the production complex 42-B, he had lost control over 
his feelings and this time had been one time to often. His life 
had almost been destroyed by the consequences of this 
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incident. Compared with Alf, whose face always showed 
latent rage and frustration, Frank's countenance could 
change, in a case of extreme excitement, from good- 
natured to psychopathic. If Frank was really furious, his 
green eyes started to gaze into space and he threateningly 
perked his dark, broad eyebrows up. Then he looked like a 
fanatical preacher, somehow mentally absent, with an 
indestructible will and ready for everything. 
Only a few people had ever faced this sight so far, but 
Frank's angry outbreaks had increased in the last years - 
slowly and constantly. 

Now, however, the former citizen 1-564398B-278843 was 
just glad to be with Alfred Baumer. Although it was a man, 
he didn't know at all, but who seemed to be a trustable 
person. 

Despite Alfs aggressive appearance, a honest core 
seemed to be under his hard shell. A feeling of hope 
sprouted in the heart of the young man. He clung to Alfs 
broad shoulder and murmured quietly: „Thanks, man! 
Thanks that you have liberated me! You have saved my 
life!" 

Some minutes he mutely cried in Alfs arms. Then Baumer 
pushed him back gently. „lf s okay. You are welcome here!", 
said Alf, who was simply overwhelmed with so much 
sentimentality. 

"The others have freed me from this damn prison too. "Big 
Eye" would have been my doom as well. They put me two 
years in incommunicado detention, luckily, I had not the 
pleasure to get a so called "therapy" in a holo cell. 
I would have gone to hell there, no doubt. Apart from this, 
they don't let you just go, when your time in jail is over. One 
or two are also liquidated, if their behavior analysis is too 
negative. These damn holo cells have once been an 
experiment for perfect conditioning and brainwashing. The 



61 



former "Mind Control", which the NSA, when it still had this 
name, had developed together with many other methods", 
declared Alf. "These holo cells will be used against all 
prisoners with politically incorrect tendencies one day. You 
have been one of the first human guinea pigs. It has just 
been interesting from them to analyze, how long you would 
suffer this torture. Of course, they knew that you would not 
survive this procedure!" 

"Fuck these rats!", said Frank and tried to banish the 
thoughts about the terrible time in the holo cell. 
"The entire political and historical background can't be 
explained in two sentences, above all, if you have never 
thought about it before", ended Alf his small speech. 
Frank signaled by turning around and pulling the cover over 
his head, that he wanted to sleep now. It was 21.16 o'clock 
and the young man was still exhausted and weak. He dozed 
for a while and examined the shabby, dark red wallpaper, 
then he fell in a deep and restful sleep. 

On the next morning, Frank Kohlhaas felt unusually 
recovered. He had slept over 13 hours and for the first time 
since months, he had not awoken with a start in the middle 
of the night. He yawned and noticed that Alf had put some 
fresh dresses beside his bed. 

Kohlhaas still wore his white prison clothes, which smelled 
of sweat and were still covered with dark red traces of the 
policeman's blood. 

Frank plodded out of his room and noticed that it was very 
quiet in the house. Nobody sat in the kitchen, so that he 
could look around without ruffle or excitement. Everything 
looked very poor. Dirty dishes were piled up in a rusty sink 
and in the corner of the room, an ugly mold spot was on the 
wall. Indeed, Alf lived in a hovel - if it was his house at all. 
However, his housemate seemed not to be here. The young 
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man walked over some old wood stairs to the upper floor, 
where he found only a few empty and poorly furnished 
rooms. One of them was full of cardboards and wooden 
boxes, almost up to the ceiling. But Alf Baumer was 
nowhere to be found. 

„Where am I here at all?", thought Frank and scratched his 
head. 

Since the escape from "Big Eye", he hadn't been in the 
condition to think about these strange men, who had 
rescued him. Who were they? 

He opened the entrance door of the house and stepped 
outside, left it open a bit, so that he could come back again, 
because he had no key for the ramshackle door. When he 
looked down the street, in which Alf s house was, Kohlhaas 
saw a lot of further hovels on each side. Some of the 
houses seemed to be empty, others had weathered fronts 
and in the gardens, a sprouting, uncontrolled growth was 
spreading everywhere. 

Some of the windows had been nailed up with rotted 
boards, probably long ago. One house had even a 
collapsed roof. In addition, here and there, one of the 
houses had been renovated again and Frank heard the 
voices of children out of a side street. He could even 
understand their language, it was German. 
Nevertheless, the sun shone on all the roofs, whether 
desolate or repaired again. But many people didn't seem to 
live in this rundown village. Finally, Frank saw two men, who 
unloaded crates out of a delivery van. A tractor rattled 
somewhere in the distance and a mature woman leaned out 
of the window in the house opposite to him. 

Frank walked down the road and came to a square, which 
probably must had been the center of the small village in 
former times. Weed sprouted out of the cracks between the 
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cobblestones, which covered the whole place. Here, in the 
center of this ghost town, Frank could see three old houses 
with big shopwindows. Two of the large windows were 
broken and the buildings looked dilapidated. The 
shopwindow of the other house was completely plastered 
with yellow cellotape. In the center of the square was a 
memorial stone, completely overgrown with all sorts of 
grass and bushes. It was surrounded by a wooden fence. 
Kohlhaas could hardly recognize the memorial stone and, 
apart from this, the inscription on it was in Cyrillic, so that 
the man from "Central Europe" could not read anything. 
On the stone, a soldier with a helmet and a rifle was shown. 
Nevertheless, Frank had already seen this helmet from the 
old time in a history book. Furthermore, he was able to 
decipher the years, which had been engraved on the 
memorial stone: 1941 and 1989. 

The young man continued his walk and regarded a 
moldered church, which stood next to the village square. Its 
roof was damaged and had enormous holes, bricks covered 
with moss and lichens lay in front of the rotten, wooden front 
door, that was adorned with a hardly recognizable picture. 
On the tower was a rusted cross of iron. The winged thing 
on the door of the church, which was completely overgrown 
with lichens, was probably an angel, that had symbolically 
welcomed the people at the entrance of the church in the 
old times. 

But in a world, that had been left alone by God, perhaps 
even this angel had lost his "job" one day. Frank pushed the 
large wood door to the side and climbed over a pile of 
planks, in order to reach the inner part of the old church. 
Dried out leaves, dirt and dust were everywhere on the 
ground in front of him. The benches of the old building were 
dirty and everything made the impression of being lost. The 
altar was also damaged and had small tears and cracks, 
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probably because of the cold of a hard winter. The visitor 

finally turned his head towards the ceiling and examined the 

wooden frescos on the walls, which also showed traces of 

decomposition. Frank beheld some angels, that were 

fighting against strange looking demons or something like 

that - creatures from hell. Other frescos depicted mother 

Maria and Jesus Christ. 

"The superstar of Christianity...", said Frank to himself and 

smiled cynically. This church appeared old and somehow 

also sublime. The chapel had possibly been built in the late 

Middle Age, but Frank did not know it for sure. He knew 

nothing about history. 

But the young man didn't care about the age of this church. 

Only one thing was true - the building touched his inner 

self, although, he never had believed in anything. 

Maybe just because it was beautiful and old. In his previous 

world, he had never beholden an old building. Gray 

plattenbauten, dirty streets, underpasses and factories were 

nothing new to him, but he had never looked at old 

churches or castles. This house of God was just like a 

memorial of a forgotten time. A time far beyond this dark 

age. 

The church had probably been the heart of this village for 

many decades or even centuries. At this place, the people 

had prayed to a higher power, begging it to take care of 

them. But in the end, it all had come differently. In the year 

2028, mankind was alone, and Frank had never noticed a 

higher power, that wanted to protect its children. 

„Father, if you exist at all, why have you left us?", said Frank 

quietly to himself and looked at the fragile ceiling of the old 

building again. Then he went back to the square. 

He walked through the hopeless village for several hours. 
Again and again, up to the other end and back. Around the 
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locality were fields and forests, and only a muddy street 
seemed to connect it with the rest of the world. The young 
man sat down on a bank and looked at the sky, when three 
little children, probably those, who he had already heard 
before in the side street, ran across the road in front of him. 
They briefly examined him and smiled, but Frank didn't take 
heed of them. 

Somewhere a dog barked in a house, which looked 
inhabited. He stood up and passed some vacant, rundown 
houses. This village, the renegate citizen had already 
forgotten its name, was a bleak place, as Kohlhaas thought. 
Nevertheless, he prefered this village to the rotten, former 
FRG capital Berlin, his old home. He wouldn't miss the 
criminality, the cultural and racial tensions and all the decay, 
that was typical for the shabby metropolis, where he had 
grown up. Now he was here. In this strange hicktown... 
„lvas!" Now Frank remembered the name of the village. Alf 
had said it several times. Ivas, somewhere in Lithuania. But 
what was this for a strange village? Frank Kohlhaas was 
puzzled. 

Meanwhile, he was tired and his shoes were completely 
covered with mud. He finally decided to return to Alfs 
house, because the front door was still open, although it 
was improbable, that the other villagers would steal from 
them. It was not like in Berlin. Soon the day came to an end. 
Frank didn't know yet, where he was here. 

„ln three days we must leave this house, Frank! I must leave 

it too, because it is doesn't belong to me", explained 

Baumer after a meager lunch. 

„As I already guessed. Whose house is it?" 

„lt belongs to another villager, who is currently in Minsk to 

buy some things", answered Baumer. „Wilden has said, that 

we can live here for a few days. If the owner comes back 
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home, we can surely move to one of the other vacant 

houses in the village." 

„What is that for a odd village?", murmured Frank. 

„Wilden will explain it to you tomorrow. Actually, he already 

wanted to talk to you today, but you were not here. You took 

a little walk, isn't it?", said Alf, whose tiredness meanwhile 

shone in his eyes. 

„Tell me, where are you from, Baumer?", asked Frank 

suddenly. 

„Well, I was born in Dortmund and have lived in some other 

cities in the Ruhrgebiet, also in Frankfurt am Main, for four 

years", said Alf and took another tea. 

„Why have they brought you to „Big Eye"?, Frank became 

curious. 

„My God, you ask a lot. But well, you will have to remain 

here in Ivas, this is hopefully obvious to you, and therefore, I 

will tell you a few things about me." 

Alfred Baumer decided to make another camomile tea and 

went to the boiler. Then he fetched a cigarette and began 

with a small lecture about his life. 

Frank actually didn't want to know all the details, but Alf 

seemed to look forward to a little speech. Now he was 

awake again. 

J had troubles with the authorities since my 16th year of life. 

I was active in various political groups, which you don't 

know, as I think. Anyhow, they are all forbidden since many 

years. 

I have already been in jail for one year in 2013 - when the 

political system of the FRG still existed. They have punished 

me for so called "opinion crimes" - because I have designed 

a few Internet sites, which were uncomfortable for the state. 

At that time, I was just 19 years old. My parents have lost 

their jobs during the great world economic crisis in 2012/13, 

and have jettisoned me after my term of imprisonment. I 
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have never returned back home again. Afterwards, I have 

lived with some friends, in various housing groups, and of 

course also alone. After six years, in 2020, I have joined the 

Red Moon groups, always trying to live inconspicuously. 

Nevertheless, it has gone wrong." 

„The Red Moon groups?" Frank looked surprised. „They 

were terrorists, isn't it? These guys have burned a hospital 

in Berlin, right?" 

..That's nonsense! Lies!", grumbled Alf and gave Frank an 

annoyed glance. 

„l'm sorry. They have said it on television at that time", 

remarked Frank and tried to calm down his comrade. 

„On television. ..on television...! Nevertheless, fucking 

television is even the biggest lie of that world system, man! 

Didn't you understand this yet?", grunted Baumer and felt 

accused wrongly. 

„No offense meant!", apologized Kohlhaas. 

„No, it is a lie, Frank. The Red Moon groups publicy 

protested against the World Government and united 

thousands of young people in their fight. Opponents of 

globalization, free philosophers, patriots and others. After 

that damn hospital hoax, which the media exaggerated with 

all their might, we were criminalized. It had been the work of 

the GSA, the international secret service, there is no doubt 

for me. It has not been activists of our group! However, the 

following crusade of the international media, broke the neck 

of the Red Moon organization. Tell me, why should a group 

of freedom fighters burn innocent people in a hospital?", 

asked Alf with visible rage. 

„Do you see the tattoo on my neck? This is the „Red Moon", 

the blood-red moon of the fight for liberty - our old symbol!" 

„l don't know enough about all this and I don't care...", said 

Frank. „l only know, that I hate that goddam World 
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Government, that terrible system - from the bottom of my 

heart!" 

„Then Ivas is the right place for you, my friend!", said Alf and 

stared at his tea cup, clenching his fist. 

„And then?", asked Frank. 

„Then? Then I was still active. After the Red Moon groups 

were forbidden worldwide, we continued our struggle in the 

underground. Finally, I was arrested during an illegal, 

spontaneous demonstration, which I have organized with 

some of my comrades. I had to go to jail again. 

My time in „Big Eye" began and I can be glad, that they did 

not find other loading material during the house search at 

that time, otherwise I would have been liquidated." 

„What material?", questioned Kohlhaas. Alfred Baumer 

looked at him and shook his head. 

„You ask very much for a man, who still was flat on his face 

a few hours ago. Never mind! That would have made me 

more than just some problems, believe me. So I was 

sentenced to nine years of detention, only because of the 

spontaneous demonstration. I would have never endured 

that. In my time as an activist of the Red Moon groups, I 

became also aquainted with some of these weird guys from 

here. They have already told me years ago, that I should 

escape from the sector "Central Europe", to come with them 

to Lithuania. 

Nevertheless, I was not willing to give up the fight in my 

homeland, because it was my aim, to liberate it from this 

global insanity. Today I say to myself, that it was just stupid 

to wait for so long. It would have been wiser to leave 

"Central Europe" in time, because the great enemy is much 

too strong in the West." 

„Well, now you are here. And me too. The best thing that 

could happen to us, Baumer. This fucked up sector "Central 
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Europe" shall go to hell, it shall rot forever!", hissed Frank 
and wiped off some tea drops from his lip. 
"We must not let our compatriots go to the hell! It is our 
country! No, we are not on vacation here! We just relocate 
our fight. We will only surrender, when the maggots corrode 
us in our graves!", answered Alfred and put his foot down. 
Frank was astonished and observed his partner, who 
snatched the teapot with a loud curse. "We are not on 
vacation here!" 

Frank was surprised about this statement, his housemate 
had shouted out with so much passion. What did Alf mean 
by that? 

Again, Frank Kohlhaas slept well and firmly. He had 

amazingly regenerated himself, in this short time. 

Sometimes he even felt euphoric. 

„l am not even afraid of the devil!", he thought then and 

smiled proudly. 

But it was not that simple. The aftereffects of the holo cell 

were far more malicious, than he could imagine and they 

were still there, deep in the dark corners of his brain. They 

just lay in wait and planned to erupt, in order to strangle 

Frank's peace of mind, while he was sleeping. 

Like the mourning, after the death of a beloved person, 

usually comes in waves, it was the same with the mental 

horror, the holo cell had unleashed in Frank's mind. 

The dread had only entrenched itself and waited now, in its 

fortified position, for the signal to attack Frank again. No, the 

fright wasn't gone. But in these first days of his new 

freedom, Kohlhaas had a peaceful time - so far. 

The rain pattered on the corrugated iron roof of the small 
shed in front of Frank's window, and the untiring noise 
made him wake up. It was already after ten o'clock on this 
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wet morning and the young man rolled from one end of the 

bed to the other. Suddenly Alf entered the room and said: 

„Good morning, Frank! Please get up! Wilden is here and he 

would like to talk to you!" 

The village boss already sat in the kitchen and sipped his 

coffee. He welcomed Frank friendly and told him to follow 

him to his house after the breakfest. Somehow, the situation 

was unpleasant for Frank, but he tried to avoid problems 

and obeyed. 

„We must talk about some things, Kohlhaas!", remarked the 

leader of the village community, who wore a long gray coat 

and a hat with a narrow brim. 

The rain had softened the muddy roads of the village, and 

Frank waded behind the somehow authoritarian and 

impressive Mr. Wilden through the dirt. After a short foot 

march, they finally came to an amazingly well renovated 

house, which was even surrounded by a beautiful garden. 

„We go upstairs!", said Wilden. 

The former entrepreneur sat down behind an adorned desk 

of dark wood and remained silent for some minutes. Frank 

took a seat on a soft armchair of black imitation leather, 

which smelled cleaned. He looked around. The room 

seemed to be an office and was in a perfect condition. 

Everywhere he could see pictures on the wall with the light 

brown wallpaper: battle paintings, framed photos of some 

great men from the old times and a lot of other things. 

„Well, Frank Kohlhaas. Do you like our village?", asked the 

gray-haired man, smiled and tried to take the uncertainty 

from his young guest. 

„Nice!", was Frank's short answer. 

„Nice!", repeated Wilden soberly. J want to make it short, 

and I will not talk around the bush", said the village boss 

and looked out the window. 
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Then he continued: „This village is called Ivas. It is in the 

area of the former state of Lithuania, in the southwest part 

of this actually beautiful country. It is small and insignificant. 

A small village, that has been abandoned by its former 

inhabitants under the pressure of the worldwide economic 

collapse some years ago. A ghost town, as you may know 

them from North America. 

"Aha...", said Frank. 

„This village is so small and so unimportant, that even the 

sharpest eye must look twice to see it", explained Wilden. 

..Therefore, I am safe here!", joked Frank. 

..Well, security is relative. Particularly in our time, Mr. 

Kohlhaas. Above all, nowadays!", said the host quietly. 

„But here...", remarked Frank. 

„As I already said, Frank Kohlhaas", interrupted him Wilden. 

..Today it is a benediction to be safe. You are here in Ivas, 

an insignificant village, in an also not excessively important 

country in Eastern Europe. This village is so unimportant 

that even the big eye, the eye, which can see the whole 

world and always wants to see more, did not notice it yet. 

Do you know, what this village really is, Frank?" 

„No! Just tell it to me!", Frank reacted nervously. 

..Then I want to explain it to you exactly. Where you are 

here, and with whom you are here!", answered the man with 

a serious look. ..This is no usual village in the contemplative 

Lithuania and we are no holiday community. We are rebels, 

who fight against the World Government. Ivas is one of our 

bases. Some of our men live here, with their families or 

alone. 

A few of these ramshackle houses, I had acquired for 

relatively small sums from the former Lithuanian state in the 

period of its dissolution. Finally, my fellows and me settled 

in this abandoned village. Some more men will still come 
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and we will establish our position here. But there is one 

important rule: Everybody has to be quiet!" 

Frank wondered. ..Rebels against the World Government?", 

he thought and beheld Wilden with surprise. 

„l think, I know, what you mean!", he said then. 

„You came to Ivas and you will stay here. We can't let you 

go, because you already know too much and this is a safety 

risk. Even if you tell just one single word about us and this 

village, we must kill you! I say it to you not as your foe. This 

is the situation, in which you are, Frank Kohlhaas!", spoke 

Wilden and nodded. „And believe me, we will not hesitate, 

to wack you immediately, if you endanger our group!", he 

said with a cold voice. 

„l understand!", Frank was more than confused. 

"But I don't want to threaten or frighten you, my friend. You 

had suffered enough and I wish you a good recovering here. 

Furthermore, I don't want to force you to join us. Just trust 

Alf, he is a man with a pure heart and could even become a 

good friend to you. Moreover, he bailes for you and told me, 

that you are a nice person", said Wilden and smiled again. 

„l want to rest, as a start, and then I will take a look at your 

organization. And believe me, I'm really grateful, because 

you saved my life. Don't worry, I would never betray you. I 

give you my oath", said Kohlhaas to the older gentleman 

and sounded resolute. 

..Trust me, Frank. You are here now, and you will find your 

peace of mind among us. And on the other hand, there is no 

turning back for you anymore. If they would ever catch you, 

you would be liquidated immediately. 

You are registered as a terrorist and a murderer, in all 

worldwide databases of any administration and authority, 

and a so called "normal life" is an illusion now. Whereby, 

however, it becomes clear at a closer look that we are the 

only ones who live a "normal life", because we are free men 
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and no slaves of this global system, born of terror and 

oppression", explained Wilden with a more gently becoming 

voice. 

„l wanted to thank you again...", whispered Frank quietly. 

"No problem, my young friend! I am glad about the fact, that 

Alf and the others didn't let you die", answered Wilden with 

a paternal countenance. 

The talk with the founder of this base took a long time and 

Wilden became more and more kindlier. It seemed, that the 

older gentleman, who had appeared so cold at first sight, 

would have a fancy for Frank. 

Since 2013, when the great crisis had shaken the entire 

globe and had driven millions of people into poverty, 

destroying innumerable existences and finally even leading 

to famines, this village had been left by its former 

inhabitants. 

The collapse of the economy in Lithuania had caused a 

mass exodus of young people, who had been driven by the 

illusion, to be able to find jobs in the countries of Western 

Europe. 

Villages like Ivas, which had lived on retail trade and 

agriculture to a large extent, had just collapsed, and their 

inhabitants had moved into the larger cities of the country or 

to the West. 

A ghost town had finally remained and meanwhile the rural 

areas of Eastern Europe were full of abandoned villages. 

Thorsten Wilden, the former entrepreneur from Westphalia, 

had decided in 2018, when the shadows of a global 

dictatorship had come over the former FRG, to leave his 

homeland and to acquire houses in Ivas with his last money. 

Wilden had already been registered as a political dissident 

in the databases of the secret service, even at the time of 

the FRG. He had too often been noticeable. When the 
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entrepreneur had stood for a political incorrect party against 

the FRG system in 2012, the media had tried to 

economically ruin him with a big campaign. The German 

had already thought about emigration in these days. But he 

had still persevered for a while, although the media had 

called up to boycott his company and his family had been 

threatened by incited fanatics. And the situation had 

continued to become worse. During the great world 

economic crisis, the entrepreneur had lost the biggest part 

of his fortune and had become a target for the political 

police of the FRG. 

Thereupon, Western and Central Europe had been shaken 

by a breakdown of the social system and racial and religious 

conflicts. Europe had finally been close to civil war. 

In the year 2018, Germany had been taken over by the 

World Government, while Wilden had escaped to Lithuania 

with his family. 

He had offered the rest of his savings and had bought some 

of the empty houses and also a few properties in Ivas, for 

relatively small sums from the collapsing Lithuanian state. 

The dying national state, which had been driven into 

complete bankruptcy by the crisis, had been glad about 

each cent that a foreign investor had given. 

In the years 2018 to 2020, the World Government had been 

established. The new rulers had promised the masses to 

master the great crisis, and had moreover seized the 

opportunity, to abolish the old states of Europe. 

Then a massive wave of liquidations of political incorrect 

persons had followed. Who had been located as a 

suspicious person, had been arrested or killed by the 

ruthless oppressors. 

Shortly afterwards, the Lodge Brothers had founded the 

international secret service, the GSA, to eliminate political 

opponents. Campaigns of mass arrests, mass liquidations, 
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brainwashing, terror and intimidation had been the order of 
the day in this years. Finally, the face of Europe had been 
crushed to a bloody pulp. Only in the USA, the GSA had still 
raged more effectively and had executed even larger parts 
of the population as in Europe. 

In this time of terror, Wilden had already escaped to Eastern 
Europe and had overcome the first onslaught with his family 
unharmedly. However, many of his political fellows of that 
time had disappeared in prisons or mass graves. 
Nevertheless, the terror had reached the countries of 
Eastern Europe too, but the preparatory work for a perfect 
surveillance state had only been made half-heartedly and 
languidly here. Moreover, the registration of the whole 
population wasn't as extensive as in the West yet. So the 
strike of the World Government against the nations of the 
world, had lost a lot of its power in Lithuania. 
Apart from this, Russia and the other states of Eastern 
Europe had become members of the world system in the 
year 2020, two years after the official takeover of the new 
rulrs. Here, some air for breathing had still remained. But 
the Lodge Brothers were willing to make up leeway, in the 
countries outside of North America and Western Europe. 

After these difficult facts and explanations, Frank had never 
thought about before, he was impressed by Wilden's talent 
to elucidate things. Altogether, he was fascinated by him. 
Communities of men like Ivas, had some more time to live in 
peace, but the officials even pressurized the sector "Eastern 
Europe" more and more, to create a modern system of total 
control. So also in Ivas, strictest secrecy was increasingly 
necessary to survive, and Wilden's village had ever more 
problems to keep up the image of an unimportant village, 
inhabited by some farmers. HOK or Holger K., who didn't 
betray his surname to anyone, except for Thorsten Wilden, 



76 



was one of the most important men in Ivas. The former 
computer scientist was a master in tampering scanchips 
and to rewrite registration datas of vehicles and airplanes in 
a way, that they were inconspicuous. After four hours, Frank 
Kohlhaas finally left the house of Thorsten Wilden. This new 
world really impressed him and for a man like Frank, a 
return to his old life was impossible at this point. 

When the young man came into HOK's study two days 

later, he was welcomed by a thick, burly man. The 

information scientist sat in front of a big, wireless computer, 

surrounded by a lot of crates and cardboards, which were 

repleted with all kinds of things. He looked like the typical 

computer genius and reminded Frank of a comic figure. 

HOK smiled and examined Kohlhaas from top to bottom. 

Meanwhile, he scratched his head and gabbled something. 

„You need a new Scanchip? You will get a new Scanchip! 

He, he!", said the weird computer scientist and typed on his 

keyboard. 

„Oh! I am HOK! Specialist for electronic questions and other 

problems in this beautiful village!" 

„Hello!", said Kohlhaas. 

„Oh, how good that nobody knows, how uncle HOK is really 

called. A little joke, I always like to tell", returned HOK and 

hastily waved his lower arms. „And soon, also nobody will 

know your name anymore!" 

J will always be Frank Kohlhaas!", answered the young man 

and grinned. 

„Sure! And I will be always HOK, even if I am sometimes 

Mike Weber or Enrico Althaus", said Holger K. with a 

philosophical undertone. 

„However, you will get a new Scanchip now, because 

otherwise you are just fucked up in this world." 
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HOK let the keys rattle and worked for the next minutes as 

under hypnosis in front of his computer screen. He visited 

various servers and data bases and explained, that it could 

last a while. Anyway, he had to generate a large number of 

new access codes and this was a lot of work. His virtual 

attacks on the secret servers of administrative districts and 

registration banks had remained unnoticed so far, and could 

not be retraced. The coding and safety precautions, which 

HOK used, were impressing and reflected the quite entitled 

paranoia in his head. 

„This computer officially stands, from its source code, in 

Patah Keadan in Malaysia. Sometimes I also attack from 

Siberia, northern China or Angola. This is always very 

funny!", gaggled the cyberfreak and smiled proudly. 

J believe you, man. But I know nothing about computers!", 

groaned Frank . 

„Code here and code there..." 

"No, does not fit..." 

"Shit! Why not?" 

"Ah.. .Okay!" 

"Well, there we have been landed..." 

"He, he, he..." 

"Well!" 

And: Go!" 

"Starting from the data..." 

"Great!" 

"Copy!" 

"Paste!" 

"Mist! Elender Mist!" 

HOK murmured and continued to swim through a sea of 

datas and facts in the international cyberspace. He vacantly 

stared at the screen and Frank was just silent. Then 

Kohlhaas finally sat down on a damaged office chair, which 

probably had already suffered under HOK's weight. 
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The operation lasted almost three hours. In the meantime, 
Frank had gone out of the house, to take a little walk 
through the village. When he returned, the passionate cyber 
fanatic expected him. HOK grinned from ear to ear. Then he 
theatrically made a curtsey in front of his new client: 
..Welcome citizen 08-71 1369Y-1 91 947, in our wonderful 
„One-World"! I may call you, nevertheless, here among us 
and completely unofficially, Maximilian Eberharter, okay?" 
..Sounds amusing, but good...", returned Frank. 
..Your Scanchip account has also been topped up again. 
Congratulations!" HOK seemed to be very happy. He had 
done his work like a pro. 

Referring to the general defaults for citizen registrations, 
Frank Kohlhaas was now announced as the proud owner of 
the citizen number 08-71 1369Y-1 91 947, living in Graz and 
working as an underground construction engineer. His wage 
was not bad too. Over 1300 Globes per month, he had 
never earned that much. 

Who this Maximilian Eberharter really was, Frank did not 
know and he did not ask. Perhaps the citizen number 08- 
711369Y-191947 had been discarded, because the owner 
had died. Perhaps, it was also just invented, rewritten or 
something else. HOK surely knew, what he did. 
Indeed, the computer scientist with the weird behavior and 
the emotional fluctuations, was just irreplaceable in Ivas. He 
procured official registrations for the inhabitants and topped 
up their Scanchip accounts, gave them "jobs" and secured 
their income - at least, as a computer file. This man was 
ingenious. No question! 

Additionally, the village community also subsisted on an 
own agriculture and various illegal exchanges and 
commercial transactions. It functioned better, than the new 
born citizen could ever imagine. 
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Nevertheless, Ivas was a dangerous place. And only, if all 
inhabitants kept their mouths shut and never boasted, an 
inconspicuous life was possible. Regarded from the outside, 
this village just appeared inconspicuously and its citizens 
were even good taxpayers, who were not noticeable to the 
tax authority of the sub-sector "Belarus-Baltic". 
From this point of view, they all were in a favorable 
situation. It would probably just become unpleasant, if an 
official would ever examine this place more exactly. But 
since the financial situation in the sub-sector was 
catastrophic and the region was in a permanent state of 
worst poverty, it was improbable, that authorities, which 
hadn't enough employees, because of staff savings, would 
ever send someone to an unimportant village like Ivas. The 
lethargic officials were just content, if the taxes were paid 
regularly. 

This mentality of indifference, which was far common in 
Eastern Europe, increasingly annoyed the powerful 
gentlemen of the World Goverment. Nevertheless, in former 
Lithuania still existed an administration, but this was not 
self-evident in other regions of the world. 
In Africa, the World Government had never tried to 
introduce a complete monitoring of the population at all, 
what was much too difficult. But from the position of the 
Lodge Brothers, this was not necessary on this continent. 
The African countries were politically insignificant and it was 
only sufficient, to recruit parts of the population as cheap 
peons for the big concerns. Furthermore, the World 
Goverment held the whole continent in an iron grip of 
dependence by indebtedness. Occupation troops enforced 
the rough adherence of the instructions from above. This 
was enough. Otherwise, the World Government only 
occasionally intervened, in order to decimate the population. 
Hunger blockades and even epidemics, made in 
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laboratories, ensured, that the population could not grow too 
much. Other countries, for example in Eastern Asia, were 
also controlled from the outside. The new rulers simply used 
the weapons of financial dependence, the military threat or 
economic sanctions. 

In these regions, including India and China, the Scanchip 
had been introduced as replacement for credit and identity 
card a few years ago, but the number of people in these 
countries was just too big for a close monitoring. 
Together with the downfall of formerly high technicalised 
Europe, the infrastructure in these regions slowly moldered. 
Nevertheless, the World Government also wanted to accept 
this challenge. Much still had to be done. At first, the 1.9 
billion Chinese and 1.5 billion Indians had to be decimated, 
that further political steps could follow. 
The appropriate plans for this cruel process, were already in 
the drawers of the think-tanks of the New World Order. They 
worked on it. 

In the last decades, the nations of Europe, once highly 
developed and sophisticated, above all Germany, England, 
France and Russia, had successfully been destroyed by a 
creeping procedure of decomposition by the predecessors 
of the now ruling forces. Finally, they had brought the 
Europeans to their knees. Knowing about their 
inventiveness and their ability to create high civilizations, 
they had purposefully selected the Old World as their 
primary target. And soon they had taken control of the Great 
Powers of the old age. 

And it had been the same with the North American 
continent. These regions had to be taken at first, even if it 
wasn't always easy to conquer them. But the hidden power 
behind the curtains of world policy, had acted intelligently, 
cleverly, shrewdly. There was no doubt, if one analyzed the 
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past. In the old age, the Europeans had been proud and 
strong, and had patronized values like freedom or 
independence. Therefore, they had to be slowly poisoned, 
as you never attack a powerful lion directly, but put it to 
sleep or sicken it first. 

It would last a long time, to describe all the procedures, 
which had made the world to the sad place that it was 
today. But it was nevertheless a cruel fact, that these once 
great old countries were in just one hand today - without 
exception. The European nations crumbled, decomposed 
and were close to total extinction. 

Foreign people were brought to these lands, and soon all 
the big centers of European civilization were a puzzle of 
different races, cultures and religions. The international 
yoke of modern slavery and the imperative to consume, 
preached by all the media of the global system, was the 
only thing, which connected them. And this had always 
been the plan. 

So the danger was avoided, that united fronts could be 
formed one day against the world dictatorship, because the 
interests and purposes in life of the numerous nation 
particles and cultural fragments were too different. It had 
worked well, the hidden forces had infiltrated the Old World 
like a virus. 

The plan had been successful and the Lodge Brothers had 
laid the foundation, for what the Elders of the New World 
Order had already prophesied long ago: The "Multicolor- 
Man". A so called "united" human, without clearly defined 
origins, torn inside his soul and groundless. 
"Will will create the Eurasian-Negroid future-race!", was the 
slogan of this new policy. So the powerful gentlemen 
worked on a creature without an own culture, without a 
higher intelligence and without an identity - the natural born 
slave. 
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World Peace in Ivas? 



„Not this Ronald Miller shit again!", groaned Alf on the next 
morning, as he sat in front of his laptop and watched the 
news from all over the world. On an Internet site, which was 
officially marked with a blocking note and should actually 
not be accessible for "good normal citizens", he saw the 
commemoration ceremony of a soldier of the international 
GCF troops in New York, kidnapped and shot by Iranian 
partisans. 

The video had already been shown by the official television 
stations, but the forbidden Internet site complemented it with 
some background informations and let its content appear 
differently, from what the media of the system wished. 
The World President squeezed out some crocodile tears in 
front of the cameras, which rolled along his beaked nose. 
Then he thanked the not anymore "unknown soldier" for his 
fight against terrorism, for human rights and world peace. 
The television report showed Ronald Millers crying widow, 
his newborn baby and his daughter in the kindergarten. The 
report about his sweet little children lasted a whole hour. 
The daughter told, that she liked to paint pictures with her 
wax mark pins, loved her hamster and finally cried for her 
dead father - in close up. 

The World President visited her in the kindergarten, tried to 
look affected and explained to the kindergartner, how 
important it was, to go on with the war against Islamic 
fanatics and renegade tendencies in all regions of the world. 
„Those fucking media rats should mention, that the World 
Goverment has nuked Teheran nine years ago!", screamed 
Alf furiously and banged on the table. "So they could also 
make some good video reports about crying children there!" 
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He turned around to Frank. „At that time, over one million 

people, women and children, were burned to ashes. The 

GCF just wiped them out, in order to make an example!" 

„l know... ", answered Kohlhaas. 

„Oh, shit! I just hate the fucking media! I would execute 

them all, if I had the chance!", he spat out. 

„lfs the usual propaganda", said Frank and went into the 

kitchen. „Calm down, Alf! Don't risk a heart attack..." 

Baumer still grumbled for a while and finally followed Frank. 

He stood before his fellow and raised the forefinger. 

„Today John comes back from Minsk", he said. „We must 

talk to Wilden, so that he tells us, where we can live here in 

the near future." 

..Living together with you? Then I will give you the 

prohibition to watch TV!", answered Frank with a smile. 

..Don't make me angry, little boy!", hissed Baumer, grinned 

villainously and made some boxing movements toward his 

interlocutor. 

The discussion with the leader of the group was short and 

factual. Wilden told them that they could move into another 

vacant house at the further end of Ivas. It was an incredible 

hovel, but at least, it had an old wood fired oven and the two 

men could even get some electricity for the barrack. 

When Frank and Alf returned to their provisional home, they 

met a probably 45 years old man in a cord sweater, 

unloading some crates from a shabby, white combi-van. 

With him was a beautiful young woman with long fair hair, 

which she had tied up to a queue. John and the woman 

welcomed them. 

„Oh, who are you? Allow me, I'm John Thorphy!", he 

introduced himself. 

..Julia Wilden!", added the blonde and smiled. 
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„Alfred Baumer, we don't know each other yet", answered 

Alf. 

„Eh... Frank Kohlhaas!", said the young man. 

John Thorphy had a strong English accent, which, however, 

clarified the question of his origin only superficially. 

„We lived in your house. Thank you again. We have been 

freed, straight from prison", explained Alfred. 

„No problem!", replied John and continued to unload his car. 

„rm sure that my father has organized everything correctly", 

said Julia and examined Frank with an inquiring look. 

„And how was it...?" Frank tried to begin a conversation. 

„How was what?", asked the young woman and stroked with 

her fingers through the blonde hair. Then she beheld 

Kohlhaas again. 

"Where you have been... I mean. ..your trip...?" 

"Nice!", returned Julia. 

„The man is... eh... John. ..an Englishman?", asked Frank. 

„No, and he does not like Englishmen!", he heard from Julia. 

John is an Irishman. Don't talk with him about England or 

even Englishmen..." 

"It was just a question", said Frank and looked unconfidently 

at the young beauty. 

"Okay, all questions have been answered. Now you can 

help us to unload the van", said Fraulein Wilden and kept a 

straight face. 

„No problem!", answered Baumer and waved Frank nearer. 

In the following weeks, Frank and Alf had a lot of work to do. 
Necessary renovations in their new home waited for them, 
and furthermore, Wilden gave them some more tasks, in the 
name of the community. Kohlhaas became acquainted with 
some of the other villagers and thought that most of them 
could stand him - more or less. However, a few still faced 
him with distrust and avoided to talk to the young man. 
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Nevertheless, the fact that he had been in a holo cell, 

caused a mixture of compassion and respect in many of the 

villagers. 

Julia Wilden mostly just ignored him and didn't seem to 

seek his proximity. He rarely saw her, even when he 

unusually often walked past Mr. Wilden's house, although it 

was located in a side road. 

„She looks good, but she is „Misses Important", the 

daughter of the great boss...", thought Frank sometimes. 

"She thinks that she is better than the rest here and she 

obviously doesn't trust me very much." 

Frank was right. Julia Wilden and also the young Sven 

belonged to those villagers, who avoided the contact with 

him. 

But Kohlhaas tried to understand the behavior of these 

people. They didn't knew him and he had only come to this 

strange place, because of luck and coincidence. What 

should he expect now? 

Prison or even liquidation would wait for them all, if he 

would prove himself as a blabber or a safety risk. So the 

fear of the unknown man wasn't unjustified. But Alfred 

Baumer and Thorsten Wilden seemed to like him. The 

village boss took every opportunity, to explain to him any 

political and historical facts. He started with world history, 

from the ancient cultures of the Indogermanics, over 

Alexander the Great, up to the present. Sometimes, 

however, even everything at the same time. 

„They could have used Wilden for the reeducation hours in 

the holo cell, apart from the fact, that he preaches the 

converse theses. Nevertheless, he talks even more than 

that computer!", said Frank to Alf once. 

Baumer admired the former entrepreneur, because of his 

universal knowledge about politics and history, but this time, 

he had to laugh about Frank's statement. So the days, 



86 



weeks and months passed in monotonousness. Often some 
of the villagers disappeared for a while. Occasionally, even 
one of the three small transport aircrafts left its hideout, in 
order to fly somewhere and to come back again a few days 
later. 

The airplanes were always hidden under camouflage nets 
or in large, old barns. Although it was not illegal to own 
them, since they had been duly registered, caution was the 
first rule in Ivas. 

In the meantime, Frank and Alf were working hard, in order 
to make their house more habitable. Wallpapers were 
procured over many detours, because there were no more 
shops in the periphery of many kilometers, which got such 
articles. At least, the most important rooms could be 
renovated. 

Similar difficulties also appeared with the building materials, 
which had often to be taken from the other vacant houses, 
for example intact bricks to repair the leaky roof. It was a 
long and toilsome work, but the two men became friends 
along the way. 

There was still only a very old wood fired oven in the biggest 
room of the house and both men became a bit nervous, 
when the thought about the coming winter of the year 2028. 
At the end of the month, Frank's sleep disturbances 
suddenly came back. He had scary nightmares, in which the 
cruel light of the holo cell tortured him again, and also Mr. 
Madness returned. 

Sometimes in these dreams, this strange man talked, and 
Frank was surprised that his voice was high and shrill. 
Baumer often woke him up, when he flailed or talked while 
he was sleeping. It was weird. Right now, where peace had 
entered his life, compared to the time in „Big Eye" even the 
idyl, the bad memories came back. Kohlhaas had thought, 
that the pain in his mind was over - but he was wrong... 
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One day in August, HOK stood in front of the entrance door 

on an early morning and asked Alf for Frank. Kohlhaas sat 

in the provisionally furnished kitchen and came to the door 

after a few minutes. 

„Good morning, Frank! Please come with me, immediately!", 

said HOK with a sad face. 

..What's up?", asked Frank with an uncomfortable feeling 

deep inside. 

..Hurry up! Just come with me!", answered the computer 

specialist and spreaded a disastrous atmosphere. 

Shortly afterwards, the two men went to HOK's house and 

Frank hardly noticed the warm and bright autumn sun, 

which stroked the little village on this day. HOK ran to his 

untidy office and sat down in front of his computer. 

..Please take a seat, Frank!", hummed HOK. „And try to stay 

calm, with all, I will say to you now!" 

„Tell me, what has happened?", claimed Frank with a 

mixture of impatience and deep concern, because HOK's 

countenance let expect nothing good. 

„l have examined your old Scanchip. I meant no harm by it, 

but it is an order of Wilden, concerning each new person 

that comes into our village. It is a safety precaution. The 

Scanchip is examined for suspicious sub-datas and cross 

references. I penetrated an internal data server and studied 

some not public informations, which are automatically 

collected about every citizen in the sector ..Central Europe" 

by authorities or secret services. These sub-datas contain 

many informations about a citizen's life. Of course, the 

ordinary people don't know anything about their existence. 

Okay, I have the skill to look for all this stuff. Let's see..." 

„Aha...", answered Frank with a complete lack of 

understanding. 

„An usual Scanchip has about 500 internal sub-datas and 

cross references, which can't be read by the owner, 
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because they are only for the authorities", explained HOK 

hastily. 

Frank's brain was tormented again with some technical 

terms of the computer language, although HOK tried to 

explain everything understandably for the layman. 

The sub-datas of each Scanchip contain a fulness of 
informations, for example: 

- Behaviour analysis at the workplace 

- State of health, for the further economic utilization 

- Income 

- Consument behaviour statistics 

- Social compatibility 

- Subversive statements at the telephone, on the internet... 

- Family members and relatives 

- Reactions on political propaganda and advertising 

- Religious faith 

- Friends and acquaintances 

- Frequentcy of contacts to friends and acquaintances 

- Sexual behavior 

There are still hundreds of further informations and details, 

but I think you know, what we are talking about", said HOK. 

„And now? What's wrong?", asked Frank quizzically. 

Just wait!", answered HOK. „l have to look for some special 

things. For example, if there is an entry like: JOS" (informer 

of the state) or „ROP" (receiver of official privileges) - what 

would mean, that you are an informer - or you have been it 

once." 

„What do you want from me? Tim no informer, man!", 

screamed Frank. 

„You don't have anything to do with such things! Your old 

Scanchip is clean, don't worry!", calmed him HOK. 
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„This is not the problem...", he continued. „We must be very 

careful and everybody in Ivas has to endure this process!" 

„Then you want to establish your own little surveillance state 

here, isn't it?", gnarled Frank angrily. 

„No, we do not want that!", replied HOK and seemed to feel 

ashamed. 

„l looked at the cross references, concerning your family 

members and your relatives. I'm sorry, this didn't belong to 

my tasks and I must excuse myself for that", murmured 

HOK sheepishly and stared at his keyboard. 

„And then you pretend to fight against the World 

Government! Maybe these guys were also just bored, and 

so they decided one day, to spy out all the other people!", 

grumbled Kohlhaas. 

"I'm sorry! Really!" HOK tried to calm down his angry guest. 

..Unfortunately, I have noticed something terrible on your 

Scanchip: Rainer Kohlhaas is your father, right? And 

Martina Gunther, born Kohlhaas, your sister, isn't it? 

Nico Gunther your nephew. . .? " 

..What's up with them?", asked Frank excitedly. 

„The Scanchips of Rainer Kohlhaas and Martina Gunther 

are shut down. Their citizen numbers will be assigned to 

other people in the near future...", spoke HOK quietly. 

"What?", Frank winced. 

„On the Scanchip of your father, there is an arrest note on 

09.04.2028. At the beginning of June 2028, it has finally 

been shut down. As additive there is a footnote: "ODOA" 

(official deactivation by official arrangement) and further 

„CSO" (citizen switched off). He has been liquidated!", 

explained HOK. 

..What?", cried Frank in pain. 

„lt's the same in the case of your sister. She was first 

arrested, and then liquidated. Your nephew..." HOK was 

interrupted. 
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„What? What's up with Nico?", gasped Frank with fright in 

his eyes. "Tell me what..." 

„He is registered here as an "orphan in national care". So he 

is still alive!" The computer scientist didn't dare to look in 

Frank's direction. 

But it didn't work. The young man was speechless with 

terror and sank back on the chair. He struggled for air and 

tried to shake off the claws of horror that griped his throat 

and took his breath away. But it was impossible. 

Within a few seconds, he fell into a black hole of despair 

and ran crying out of the house of the computer scientist. All 

the distress and the fear had returned now. They had 

spared him in the last months, to come back in this second 

in their whole, dark size. 

In the next days, Frank hardly left his sleeping room. Alf 
tried to explain to him, that the arresting of relatives or 
family members was used by the system, to lure 
disappeared offenders out of their hideouts, to make them 
ring up at home, while the telehone call was bugged, or to 
make them even visit their old homes. But Frank just told 
him to back off. 

Now the scary nights returned and the mental terror, the 
holo cell had kindled in his mind, crawled around him in the 
darkness, arm in arm in old unity with the new horrors. 
Again, the young man thought about following his parents 
and his sister to the netherworld, he mused about 
terminating his hopeless existence, but Alf stopped him from 
doing such things and cared for Frank as good as he could. 

When September brought the autumn to Ivas, Frank was 
afflicted by a strange dream one night. He could no longer 
completely remember each detail, when he woke up again 
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on the next morning with a bad headache, but the most 
pictures remained in his memory. 

He was a spectator in an hall, which looked very similar to a 
court room. In front of him were the judge desk and the 
dock, and only this place was lit by a lamp. The rest of the 
room remained in a hazy twilight, also the seat rows of the 
spectators, on which Frank sat alone. In front of the dock 
were two persons and Frank could not exactly recognize, 
who it was, because he saw only their backs. Behind the 
judge desk was no human being, it was rather a shadow or 
a ghost. 

"The negotiation starts!", called the shade. „Be quiet please! 
Today, we talk about the following criminal case: The 
politics against Mr. Rainer Kohlhaas and Mrs. Martina 
Gunther, born Kohlhaas." 

The two accused turned around and gave Frank a fearful 
look. It were his father and his sister. Now they turned 
around to the judge again, because he began with his 
remarks. The spectator nervously stared at the ghost and 
tried to decipher the name on the plate, which was on the 
desk in front of him. Only after an arduous staring, Frank 
was able to recognize that there was no name. The only 
words on the plate were "The Politics". Now the judge read 
out the charges and began with the interrogation. 
J will start with you, Mr. Rainer Kohlhaas", he said with a 
glowering, deep voice. „Can you remember, that you have 
ever cared about the important facts around me?" 
„Well, I have already been concerned with you, if it had 
something to do with my life", stammered Rainer Kohlhaas. 
„Can you describe that more exactly?", asked the judge. 
„Thus, I watched TV and read the newspapers", Rainer 
Kohlhaas tried to explain. 
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„And you, Mrs. Martina Gunther? Did you have ever 

seriously worried about me?", grumbled the shady judge 

with a threatening voice. 

..Perhaps not enough. Only sometimes. I was too busy, 

most of the time. My job was full of stress and so I had other 

things on my mind than thinking about you...", replied 

Frank's sister sheepishly. 

„And it was the same in your case, Mr. Kohlhaas?", 

resented the judge angrily. 

,,1'm sorry, but if Tm honest, I have just worked all my life, 

and have primarily cared about myself. It was a constant 

struggle to survive and to make money. And finally, there 

has been no more time to think about any politics", 

explained Rainer Kohlhaas ruefully. 

„And you really think, that was enough? That you could just 

ignore me in all these years?", hissed the ghost. 

"Please forgive us, Mr. Judge! Today, we know that we 

have made a big mistake! But we still have watched the 

news on television...", Rainer Kohlhaas tried to justify 

himself. 

"Yes, I did the same!", agreed Martina. 

"And you think, it was sufficient, if others talked about me 

and you just parroted their slogans? Why didn't you think 

about me for yourself?", asked the shadow reproachfully 

and stared at them. 

"Forgive us, Mr. Judge, but we viewed many other things in 

our life as more important, than caring about politics!", 

lamented the two accused, full of sorrow. 

Suddenly Frank appeared at another place in his dream. A 
disgusting stench became noticeable to him at first. It 
crawled over the ground right into his nostrils. He was on a 
great field that extended till the horizon, and only some 
mountains were recognizable, somewhere in the far 
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distance. Now he saw, what covered this field. It were 
corpses. Hundreds, thousands, millions. They terribly stank 
and rotted. The grey, dead skin of the bodies was shrunken, 
and larvae, maggots and worms crept out of the mouths and 
eye sockets of the dead. 

This graveyard was gigantic, it was full of men, women, 
children - some had died lately, others were already putrid 
and had become skeletons. 

Frank had to be careful, trying not to slip and fall by walking 
on this carpet of bones and rotting flesh, because the sea of 
the dead seemed to be endless and it filled the plain till the 
horizon. The young man simply went straight ahead for 
some hours and he was scared of this terrible environment. 
But the plain still extended and was still covered with 
countless corpses. Then he suddenly recognized, that the 
mountains in front of him were gigantic piles of skulls. 
Millions of skulls, towering up, to create an atrocious picture. 
Frank walked through the land of the dead and when he 
already thought, that he would never find a way out of this 
terrible world, he suddenly heard a voice. 
„Frank Kohlhaas!", it resounded from somewhere far 
beyond. The dreamer went to the place, from which he had 
heard the voice and could soon recognize a dark spot that 
continued to grow, the nearer he came. Then he saw that it 
was the shadowy man, the eerie judge, who called him. 
J am the politics, Frank Kohlhaas! Nice going, my boy! Now 
you have found me! Here they are!", said the ghost and 
pointed at the ground. 

There lay Rainer Kohlhaas, his father, and Martina Gunther, 
his sister. Both had been killed with a headshot and their 
bodies were rotting, while maggots crawled over their faces. 
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"Mark my words, Frank Kohlhaas! If you don't care 
about politics, politics will care about you one day!", 

shouted the judge. 

Frank startled up and could not sleep anymore for the rest 
of the night... 

The rest of the year 2028 passed without any changes in 

the life of the young man. The winter in Lithuania was really 

unpleasant and very cold, and there was no sign of that 

global warming, the international media had proclaimed in 

2011, in order to justify coercive measures and further 

restrictions of civil rights. 

Frank's fear, his sleep disturbances and his depressions 

still came in waves and particularly in these dark winter 

months he had to suffer. 

Wilden and the other villagers had given him a lot of tasks, 

he had to do for the community. And this was good, 

because it diverted him. During autumn, the fields around 

Ivas were harvested by the inhabitants and the yields were 

made winterproof, like in old times. 

All this was also a new ground for Frank, since he had only 

eaten the cheap food of the big agrarian companies so far. 

Moreover, Alf and he renovated the old house, but they 

progressed slowly. Apart from this, the young renegade was 

not yet ready to join the group of rebels - if it were rebels at 

all. 

Except for talking, Frank hadn't noticed any considerable 

rebellion, although Wilden told him everything about politics, 

without having a break. 

His daughter didn't seem to think a great deal of him and 

Frank was sure that she still distrusted him too. But at least, 

he had aroused her compassion. ..Nevertheless, ti is 

something!", thought Kohlhaas. 
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When it was stormy outside and the ice rain pattered 
against the still leaky windows, when it was dark and cold, 
Frank felt lost. Even if Alf was in the next room, looking for 
some new informations on the Internet. Sometimes 
Kohlhaas heard him rant and sometimes Baumer jubilated. 
„ls this my life for the next decades?", he occasionally asked 
himself. „ls this my fate? Hanging around in this dump in 
Lithuania, with this gang of so called freedom fighters?" 
If he saw the face of his father and his sister in front of his 
inner eye, if he thought about the holo cell and about the 
fact, that his little nephew was raised somewhere in an 
institute for brainwashing, while his sister, who had never 
done something wrong in her life, was rotting in a mass 
grave, he was fuming with rage. 

„Alf, what is the meaning of the symbol of the "Red Moon" 
groups? Please explain it to me again?", he asked his fellow 
one evening. 

„l already answered that question!", remarked Alf, who 
wanted to go to bed. 

„l want to know it - exactly!", said Frank with a black look, 
which even caused some respect in Alf. 
„Well, it is an old cult symbol. The "bloody moon" or „blood- 
moon". The old Celts, just as many other people of the 
ancient times, knew this mystical indication. In the winter, it 
was more important than everything else. At that time, the 
cattle was slaughtered in great numbers before the 
beginning of the snowfall on a certain full moon night. 
Therefore, our ancestors called this moon the "blood moon". 
Moreover, it was also a ritual for the old gods, in order to 
invoke their protection and assistance in the cold months. 
The elders cast a magic circle with blood, drank red wine, 
prayed and danced. Some even believed, that during this 
ritual not only the souls of the decedents were present, but 
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also the spirits of the animals, which had donated their lifes 

to give food to the humans", explained Alf. 

„Then it was some kind of ritual for the dead?", asked Frank 

then. 

„This is one meaning. The other meaning is the coming war, 

the revenge, the bloodshed, the rage of battle. One also 

knows the bloody moon as a warning to the enemy. It just 

depends on the interpretation of the symbol. The founders 

of the „Red Moon" groups thought, that this sign would just 

look cool or interesting", said Baumer. 

„l like the second meaning! Yes!", hissed Frank. 

Alfred looked at him with surprise, scraping with his fingers 

over the wooden table. 

„l_et us bring the blood moon upon our enemies! I will talk to 

Wilden. If I join your so called rebellion, I fucking want to 

make rebellion!", grumbled Frank. 

„We are rebels...", returned Alf and stared at his aggressive 

fellow. 

"I hope it! I want to take lives!", screamed Kohlhaas and 

banged his fist on the table. „Revenge! Blood moon!" 

Frank turned around and went to his room. He slammed the 

door behind himself and up to the next morning, Baumer 

didn't see him again. 
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Rebellion and Fresh Snow 



It did not last long, until Ivas was covered with a thick 
mantle of snow and it was bitterly cold. Frank and Alf could 
only stay in the largest room of their house, where the old 
wood fired oven was located. 

This season was more than unpleasant and often both men 
needed some blankets to warm theirselves. But at least, the 
roof didn't have no more holes and it didn't snow into the 
upper floor of the old building. This was better than nothing. 
Today, Frank Kohlhaas made the decision to talk to 
Thorsten Wilden. He wanted to become a real rebel and 
promised himself to join the fight - but he still didn't know 
how. 

It was a grey winter morning and the few sources of light in 
the inhabited houses of the village, had no real chance to 
repel the twilight. 

A resolute Frank trudged through the fresh snow of the last 
night, toward the house of Thorsten Wilden. The young man 
finally had enough of the monotonousness in this so called 
rebel base. 

„You want me? You can have me!", he whispered to 
himself. 

After a while, Frank reached the house of the village boss 
and knocked on the door. Agatha Wilden opened and Julia 
could be seen behind her in the corridor. Kohlhaas gave 
them a quiet „Hello!". Then Wilden appeared on the stairs, 
which led to the upper floor. 

„Frank! Welcome! What can I do for you?", asked the gray- 
haired gentleman with sursprise. The village boss seemed 
to be overslept and was still unshaved. 
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„We need to talk, Mr. Wilden!", answered Frank with a 

vacant expression, which neither Julia nor Agatha Wilden 

had ever seen before. Kohlhaas scowled and crossed his 

arms. 

„Well, we go to my office!", said the rebel leader. 

„Okay! Let's go!", muttered Frank and went up the stairs. 

Then both men sat opposite to each other and Frank started 

to talk, before Wilden could begin. 

„This is not a holiday camp, you have said to me. Well! 

Well!", spoke Frank with an angry face. „This is a rebel 

base, you have told me, Mr. Wilden!" 

„lt is!", returned the older gentleman, looking at his young 

guest, who behaved queerly today. 

„AII right! Then we shall start a rebellion! First, I would like to 

learn to shoot! Assault rifle, machine gun, handguns. Is that 

okay, Mr. Wilden?", said Frank, somehow demanding. 

J think you can! ", answered the village boss. 

„Great, Mr. Wilden! I am ready now. I know that some of the 

guys here talk about me after the slogan: We just feed that 

Frank, but he is useless and does not join our great fight. 

Well, here I am! Ready for combat! If there is a big fight 

here at all, because I haven't noticed a fucking rebellion 

yet!", teased the young man. 

„First and foremost, we develop self-sufficient structures. 

The armed operation, concerning your liberation, has been 

an exception. Otherwise, we plan no further things of that 

character for the next time", explained Wilden. 

„However!", said Kohlhaas. „lf any special operations start, 

then let me know it. I will join them. My life isn't important 

and I will show you, that I have more guts, than most of 

these farmers, who treat me with scorn. Thus, you let me 

know, if there is some action, okay? Have a nice day and 

greetings to Fraulein Julia, Mr. Wilden!" 
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Frank knocked on the table, smiled informally and left the 
room. He ran down the stairs, murmured a "Tschuft!" to 
Julia and closed the front door behind him. Thorsten Wilden, 
his wife and his daugtherwere perturbed. This part of Frank 
had been unknown to them yet. And Frank was surprised 
about that side of his personality too. 

"If I shall revolt, I have to learn to shoot, Alf! Where are your 

weapons?", Frank edged his unnerved friend. 

"You make my nerves explode, Kohlhaas! What do you 

want from me?", screamed Alf. His roommate didn't stop his 

urging and slowly became aggressive. 

J go to Wilden!", grumbled the young man. 

„Okay, I have a gun. If you like, we can do some firing 

practices in the forest", groaned Alf. 

„AII right! What are you waiting for?", answered Frank with a 

grin. 

Baumer went into the cellar and finally returned with a Glock 

in his hand. Then the two men left the house. 

„rm dying to know if you hit something!", teased Alf his 

friend on the way to the nearby forest behind the village, but 

Frank just gazed at the ground. After they had waded 

through the high snow for a while, Alf stopped. 

„Do you see that knothole in the birch over there?", he 

asked Frank. 

„Of course, give me the gun!", answered Kohlhaas. 

Without further thinking, the young man aimed for the tree, 

which was about ten meters away from him. 

„Bang! Bang! Bang!" 

Alfred ran to the birch, after Frank had shot the magazine 

empty. He was astonished. Most of the bullets had hit the 

little knothole and large pieces of crust had been torn out. 

„Not bad, boy!", he remarked and waved the inexperienced 

shooter nearer. 
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„How many times have you already shot in your life?" 

„Never before!", answered Kohlhaas and smiled. 

„Your lately grown self-confidence seems to make even a 

good shooter of you", murmured Alf. 

Shortly afterwards, Kohlhaas shot three further magazines 

empty. Then they had to stop, in order to waste not too 

much ammunition. Baumer was quite impressed, that his 

fellow had hit the target relative exactly. 

„Wilden can organize an assault rifle and a machine gun for 

you. Then you can practice with them", promised Alf. A little 

later, they went back to their house again. Dusk was falling. 

So strange and insignificant it was, at first sight - Alf s 

compliment had filled the young Frank with pride. He smiled 

confidently and looked already forward to the next firing 

practices with the bigger war weapons, the real "Wummen". 

Apparently, he had a talent for shooting. And that he had a 

talent for something, he hadn't heard all too often in his life 

before. 

Frank spent the first two weeks of the cold and wet January, 

the ugliest month the year, with numerous firing practices 

and the reading of political and historical books, that Wilden 

had given to him. Moreover with occasional works for the 

community. 

Meanwhile, he felt a little more accepted by the other 

villagers, after he had signaled that he was ready to join the 

fight. 

Even Julia Wilden had smiled at him for the first time, when 

he had asked her father for more ammunition for his 

weapons at the door. He blustered into the thought of 

becoming a rebel. Therefore, Kohlhaas shot during his firing 

practices, in his mind, rather at hazy prison guards, 

policemen or politicians, as at bottles or trees. Often he 

grinned like a happy child, when the cold steel of a rifle slid 
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into his hand. His shooting results became better and better 
and when he went to bed, after an arduous day, he often 
mused about the blood moon and did not notice, how 
malicious his smile had become. 

Alfred observed him with scepticism. Frank appeared 
calmly, and sometimes he just absently stared out the 
window and bit on his lower lip, till it began to bleed. 
Usually he did not even seem to notice it. The young man 
was eager to learn the art of killing in all its facets. Often he 
talked of nothing else but fighting during the dinner. He 
philosophized about the possibilities of resistance, the 
revolution and the counter-propaganda. Some ideas 
appeared to Alf even ingeniously, others were just childish 
and crazy. Something proceeded under Frank's skullcap, 
was slowly bred like an evil child. 

In these days, in which Frank only talked about assault 
rifles, grenade launchers and methods of killing people, 
Baumer thought, that Kohlhaas was screwy. Moreover, 
Frank asked John Thorphy to buy a whole arsenal of 
weapons for him. 

„Maybe, your beloved war will find you sooner as you think, 
my friend", told him Alf once. "We will have a bigger meeting 
at the end of the month, then I can take you with me!" 
„A Meeting? What meeting? To shovel some snow?", 
scoffed Frank. 

„Fuck off! I can't hear your speeches about the revolution 
anymore, Frank. Keep cool and find the way back to reality. 
We will not start to run around like a horde of boozy apes to 
shoot everybody. Do your firing practices or throw your knife 
at trees or do something else!", grumbled Baumer angrily. 
Now, Frank became angry too and went to his undercooled 
room. Most of all, he had liked to kick Alf in the face - or 
someone else. Meanwhile, Kohlhaas was burning inside like 
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a torch. A stubborn hate had crept into his brain and he had 
problems to suppress this feeling. So the young man just 
brooded and escaped into a dreamworld full of rebellion and 
revenge. 

The former citizen 1-564398B-278843 dawdled away till the 

end of the month and nervously waited for the meeting, Alf 

had talked about. From now on, Baumer didn't tell Frank 

any further details, concerning the gathering, and just 

ignored him. 

It was the last day of January 2029, and the restless young 

man had got up early today. The meeting of the villagers 

was set for 18.00 o'clock, and Frank walked through the 

cold house for hours, like a nervous tiger. He friendly smiled 

at Baumer, again and again, full of expectation. 

In the late afternoon, Frank and Alf finally left the house and 

went to a brightly lit-up barn, where a few radiant heaters 

had provisionally been stationed. Wilden was waiting for 

them here, in the middle of a larger group of people. 

Frank and Alf briefly welcomed the others and went to a 

dark corner. Both crossed their arms before their chests and 

looked at Wilden, who started his speech: ..Welcome, my 

dear comrades!" 

Kohlhaas nodded to Julia, who stood behind her father. 

Then he smiled and the young woman smiled back. 

..Tm glad that all of you have come to Ivas. I welcome our 

guests from France and all the others, who visit our village 

today." 

Kohlhaas' expectation rose to the immeasurable. He gave 

Julia a volatile look again. She winked at him and Frank 

winced, because he had never seen such a friendly gesture 

from her before. Her father continued: ..Tm sure you all 

know, what is our topic today. Tve bought this village some 

years ago, anyhow, some of the houses, in order to create a 
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retreat for all, who have pure hearts and want to fight 

against the global system of enslavement. Since then, we 

have achieved a lot and this former ghost town has been 

made to a halfway habitable place again. We have our 

peace here - so far. 

However, I have the impression, that many of us meanwhile 

enjoy this calm life so much that they have forgotten, what 

the true sense of this base is. The sense is to have also a 

place for a free life, for those, who still know, what freedom 

really is, but Ivas is more than that. It is a place of 

resistance against the World Government. 

The last months have been calm, we have behaved calmly. 

We have renovated our village and have secured our 

subsistence, what is essential before you start a great fight. 

This phase is finished now, and the question remaines, how 

we can bring back freedom to our brothers and sisters in our 

old homelands. The fight must begin now!" 

A short applause from the about 100 persons in the large 

barn followed. Frank was staring into space with blank 

expression. 

„Most of you, who are here today, live in Ivas. Others are 

from the outside. Andrej is here, from the "Russian Patriotic 

Section", Robert and William from the organization „Free 

Britain", moreover our friends from Belgium, better from 

Flanders. Further, Baptiste and Hugo from France. And also 

comrades from Scandinavia have visited us. 

Apart from this, I don't want to forget Soheil and Nirvan, the 

rebels from Iran, because they probably have the longest 

way behind themselves. 

Unfortunately, our comrades from the Spanish „Citadel 

Group" had not been allowed to leave their country, and I 

hope they are fine. Well, I think that I haven't forgotton any 

other guests from outside!", said the village boss. 
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„Now I want to give a lecture on our actual topic: Today we 
talk about March the 1 st , 2029, when the World Government 
will celebrate the "Festival of the new World". This 
worldwide event, which takes place in Kiev this year, here in 
the sector ..Eastern Europe", is also celebrated in Paris, in 
"Central Europe". For that reason, the new governor of 
..Central Europe", Leon-Jack Wechsler, will come to the 
former capital of France, in order to open the ceremonies 
and military parades. 

The international media will report about this event, whereby 
the ceremonies in New York and Paris will be the politically 
most important ones, and will get the greatest attention." 
..That much is clear!", whispered Alf quietly. 
..Since the official takeover in the year 2018, the 
celebrations of the "Festival of the new World" have always 
been an enormous spectacle, that even excelled the soccer 
world championships and the Olympics!", said Wilden. 
..Even if the media have hushed it up in the last months, 
France is a country, which stands close to big chaos. The 
introduction of the "additional water consumption tax" in the 
last year has annoyed millions of people. 
Furthermore, the poverty of the masses is still becoming 
worse, as everywhere in "Central Europe". Meanwhile, the 
conflicts between the Moslem Algerians and the other 
immigrants, who have the majority in all big French cities, 
and the native population, has achieved an explosive 
extent. If the GCF occupation troops wouldn't press the lid 
on the cooking pot with outermost force, France would fall to 
pieces tomorrow", explained the rebel leader, while the two 
Frenchmen nodded approvingly. 

..Already in the last year, there have been social and racial 
riots in Paris and Marseille with almost 1000 deads. The 
police and the GCF have finally shot down the people 
without mercy. We all know the pictures", said Wilden. 
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„Anyhow, it has still become worse this year, as I have 
already expected it. More monitoring, more unemployed 
people, more homeless people, more crime and more war in 
the streets, as everywhere ..Central Europe", where the so 
called philanthropists give us their political benedictions!" 
„He talks about politics again...", groaned Frank. 
..What will we do now? What will we do on 01. March 2029, 
when probably between one and two million spectators 
come to Paris?", asked Wilden the others. 
„lf the media and so many people are there, why don't we 
make any spectacular actions? With transparencies for 
example...", suggested a villager. 

„We plan a lot of such things, and we don't need any foreign 
assistance for these simple campaigns. We have enough 
men in France for actions like that!", explained one of the 
Frenchmen and shook his head. 

..Perhaps, we should join the crowd and...", said a young 
man. 

..Wait!", interrupted him Frank suddenly. „We kill that Leon- 
Jack Wechsler! Than we would set an example!" 
Wilden and the others turned their heads toward the dark 
corner, from where the bold proposal had come. Frank 
stared back and kept a straight face. 
..Forget about that, boy! Around Wechsler is a security zone 
of two kilometers, full of GCF soldiers, agents and cops!", 
said a man and looked disdainfully at Frank. 
„No more nonsens! Just shut up!", hissed Alf nervously. 
..Well, but throwing leaflets at the soldiers during the parade, 
or stick out the tongue at the governor, is just pathetic!", 
returned Frank. „l will kill this son of a bitch! Who comes 
with me?" 

Now Wilden intervened, because many visitors became 
angry: „We should be realistic. There is no place here for 
macho behaviour, boy!" 
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„l'm not joking! Absolutely not!", screamed Frank. „l know 

that it is dangerous, but I don't fear death. Thus, who wants 

to follow me? Let us kill this motherfucker!" 

„Enough, Kohlhaas!", yelled Wilden. 

„Who are you, young man, that you have such a big mouth? 

You are hardly a few days here and you already play the big 

gorilla!", insulted him a young woman from the other corner 

of the room. 

..That's right! You are that crazy guy from the holo cell. And 

there, your brain has been damaged!", shouted someone in 

Frank's direction. 

„We don't need your show, boy!", it came from the side. 

„Now, shut up! This is just embarrassing!", railed Alf and 

nudged Frank. 

„l am Frank Kohlhaas! I say it now, in front of all of you, 

although I don't know the most of you very well. I will go to 

Paris to kill this fucking Wechsler, if you give me the 

weapons and the equipment. Maybe I die! So what? I just 

give a shit on that! 

I swear, by my honour and my name, the good name of my 

father and my sister, who were murdered by people like this 

bastard Wechsler. If I change my opinion tomorrow, then I 

beg you, to shoot me, because then I have no right to life 

anymore!", screamed Kohlhaas. 

Baumer sighed and held his head. Others looked 

disbelievingly at Frank. Nevertheless, some of the villagers 

seemed to be fascinated by the young fanatic. Julia Wilden 

belonged to the latter group, as Kohlhaas hoped. 

„The guy is crazy!", Frank heard someone say. 

Wilden tried to interrupt Frank's lecture: ..Well, I would like 

to tell you a little more about the political situation. Frank, 

just shut up now!" 

But the young man had not finished yet: „l have to say 

something to you glorious rebels! And you shall listen to my 
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words: I WILL KILL LEON-JACK WECHSLER! Or the cops 
will kill me! I mean it. If necessary, I will go all alone. It 
would only be nice, if one of you brave warriors could give 
me a map of Paris. If I should have changed my opinion 
tomorrow, then you have to kill me! I ask you again: Who 
comes with me?" 

A loud mutter went through the barn. Alf looked 
embarrassingly at the ground and tried to explain his 
neighbor that Frank could also be "normal". 
It took some minutes for Wilden to restore silence. 
Meanwhile, the young man had gone back to his corner 
again and seemed to have calmed down. 
„Mannomann!", hummed Baumer. ..Everyone here reputes 
you as a total crank now. Killing Leon-Jack Wechsler? Such 
an imbecility!" 

Alf s friend didn't answer and just looked at him with cold 
eyes, then he grinned grimly. For the rest of the meeting, 
which lasted not much longer anymore, Frank behaved 
calmly, giving a black look to everyone, who seemed to 
doubt about his fanatical resoluteness. 
The two Frenchmen, Baptiste and Hugo, who obviously 
belonged to a patriotic group from Northern France, briefly 
explained, what they had planned for the day of the festival. 
They were sure that the masses in the capital of former 
France would be dissatisfied and rebellious enough, to go 
on the barricades. Some Islamic groups from Paris had also 
agreed to a temporary pact with the organization of the two 
Frenchmen, although both sides actually were sworn 
enemies. But on this particular day, they would fight against 
a common opponent, the World Government, and so they 
had put their differences aside this time. However, they just 
postponed their fight for the supremacy in former France. It 
was not improbable that the new governor of ..Central 
Europe" was awaited by the hate and the displeasure of big 
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parts of the population, but whether they would dare it, to 

carry their discontent on the streets, was another question. 

Leon-Jack Wechsler and the whole World Government were 

internally hated by many people, but the powerful had an 

enormous might, which the masses feared with good 

reason. 

The police force and the monitoring functioned. The GCF 

troops, which mostly consisted of mercenaries from 

overseas, who had no closer relationship to France or 

Europe and therefore shot at the native population without 

hesitation, if they received the order to do this, were 

numerous. Furthermore, they had deadly weapons, 

particularly to strike down large crowds. 

Soldiers of French origin mostly served in countries far 

away and not in their homeland. So they also had no 

connection to the people they had to control. Like that were 

the rules of the New World Order. 

GCF soldiers of German origin preferentially served in this 

time as occupying forces in the Near East or in Africa, while 

old Germany was occupied by GCF soldiers from Africa, 

Asia and other regions. And so it was everywhere. 

When the meeting came to an end and the visitors left the 

large barn, Frank was examined by many of them. Alfred 

Baumer was still confused. His fellow seemed to stand 

close to insanity. Julia Wilden finally came to him and 

tapped the young Kohlhaas on the shoulder. 

„Hey, Frank!", she said quietly. The rebel turned around and 

stared at her. 

„What the hell was that? You know that your idea is just 

madness! What is wrong with you, Frank?", she asked 

quizzically. 

„rm all right, Fraulein!", answered Frank harshly. 

„However, you will not really try this?", she returned. 

„Of course I will try it! Do you think, Tm a twaddler?" 
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„None of us would come only hundred meters in the vicinity 

of Wechsler", remarked the woman. 

„This will be my problem - and not yours! You can organize 

a city map of Paris for me, this would be a great help, 

Julia!", answered Kohlhaas and regarded Wilden's daughter 

with a vacant expression. 

„l know, you think that many of the other villagers don't take 

you to be a real rebel - and it is also partly correct - but 

such a suicide operation is just senseless", said Julia, trying 

to change his mind. 

„lf you say so. It is my life and my concern. I don't force you 

to come with me. Hand out your leaftlets or spray some 

philosophical slogans on the walls. I will do, what I think is 

right!", said Frank. „The others may think, what they want. I 

don't care about these idiots. They want to be rebels? I can 

only laugh! Well, the release operation of Alf and me was 

not bad, but we have to do more things like that. Those 

fucking guys, who destroy our lives, just think that they are 

invulnerable! But they can also bleed and die like all other 

people too. It's time to hold them accountable for all this 

shit! It's time to make them pay for all their crimes, Julia! 

And I will show those fucking pigs, that they can also be 

switched off. I will go to your father tomorrow and then I will 

ask him, to give me the necessary equipment for my 

operation!". 

„But...", whispered Julia. 

„l have to go now!", said Frank and left the young woman 

alone. 

The following days were full of disputes with Alf and Wilden, 
who meant that the Frank had made a fool of himself. 
Nevertheless, he didn't listen to them and became 
obsessed by the thought, to kill the governor of ..Central 
Europe", in order to point the way for others. And some of 
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his proposals were not stupid at all, although they appeared 
crazy and daring. 

„You want to enter Paris as a visitor with your falsified 

Scanchip. Okay, that could be possible", said Wilden. 

„Border controls had already been abolished, since the 

times of the European Union, and today, in a time of free 

trade, they would be even inconceivable, from the economic 

point of view. The close monitoring of the masses is much 

more effective." 

Yes, I know!", answered Frank impatiently. „How can I get 

through this security zone to shoot Wechsler? Should I take 

a sniper rifle to kill this guy?", asked Kohlhaas. 

„This will be difficult, because in the periphery of at least 

one kilometer, security forces will be everywhere, also on 

the high buildings and of course inside the zone", replied the 

village boss. 

„When will the police establish this secured area?", asked 

Frank. 

„Maybe two or three days before the event. But I don't 

believe that you could hide there somewhere, boy!", 

returned Wilden. 

J will find a way. If they kill me or not, is not important for 

me anymore. I only have to get in that zone - this would be 

enough", murmured Kohlhaas. 

"Well, you could support us with other operations in a much 

better way, Frank. Have you ever thought about that? 

Operations, that will not end in suicide", Wilden tried to 

explain. 

„Perhaps! But I have already said it in front of all the men at 

the meeting, and now there is no more truning back. But 

how?", said Kohlhaas thoughtfully. 

„As you may think fit... ", groaned the village boss. 
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„lf there is no way to reach this scumbag at the surface, 

then I must look for an alternative...?", pondered Kohlhaas. 

„But I have just no knowledge about this damn city." 

„What do you mean?", Wilden was baffled. 

"If I wanted to make such a job in Berlin, my hometown, I 

would come through any tunnels, old underground pits or 

something like that", said Frank. 

„You would find a lot of tunnels in Paris. This city is more 

undermined than each anthill, there are probably 

innumerable underground entrances, particularly in the 

inner part of the city", admitted Wilden. 

„Who can give me more informations about this? These two 

Frenchmen are nevertheless still here for a few days, 

right?", mumbled Frank. 

„Well, I hardly believe that they know every tunnel under 

Paris. In addition, they are from the north of the country. But 

there are construction plans of tunnels and sewers in the 

data bases of the administration or on the Internet. You 

should ask HOK! 

Each official document must also be published in English. 

This is a regulation. Thus, you don't even need to be able to 

understand French. Just ask HOK! Nevertheless, it's a 

completely crazy idea! Either you will get lost in these holes 

or they will shoot you. But you will never reach Wechsler!", 

prophesied Wilden. 

But he just underestimated Frank's imaginativeness and 

obstinacy. Only a few hours later, after he had reconsidered 

and noted, which weapons and articles of equipment had to 

be used for the assassination, Kohlhaas ran to HOK and 

forced him to look for some plans of the underground of 

Paris. 

While Frank passionately told HOK his plans, the computer 

expert just groaned, because the young hotspur had 

disturbed him during an important work. But then he did 
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Kohlhaas the favour and entered the world of data bases 
and electronic construction plans. HOK fortunately was a 
researcher nature and after approximately half an hour, he 
was also fascinated by his new task. 
It lasted a while, until he had found so informations. Paris 
was really more hollowed out than all the other cities in 
Europe. Meanwhile, about 16 million people lived in the 
metropolis and the city drowned in its own dirt and stench. 
Since 1850, when most of the tunnels and the 
comprehensive metro system had been built, the old capital 
of France stood on a network of mile-long corridors. 
Already in 2010, the underground system could not be 
extended anymore, because the workers had already found 
old tunnels and holes everywhere . 

After the world economic crisis in 2012/13 and during the 
following years, many metro lines had been closed in 
consequence of substantial budget cuts. After 2018, it had 
become worse, what still annoyed the people of Paris down 
to the present day. 

Today many old underground tunnels were unused and led 
into nowhere. The tunnel system was so enormous, that 
even official construction plans could not completely show 
the numerous tunnels below the city. Nevertheless, HOK 
found some interesting data bases and struggled through 
mountains of new informations. The hours passed and the 
thick man was soon completely absent-minded again. 
„Until tomorrow, I will search for some nice tunnels and 
corridors for you, which will lead you that close to 
Wechslefs speech desk, that you can tickle his feet. 
If the plans are still relevant at all, I can't say, Frank. And I 
can't give you a warranty. Much has changed in the last 
years. Many old, abandoned tunnels and so on...", he said 
casually. 
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Kohlhaas waited for results and already imagined details of 

his assassination attempt in his mind. 

„Have fun with all these plans, my friend. I will go now. 

Thank you!", answered Frank and left HOK's house with a 

happy smile. 

After approximately one week, HOK and Frank had 

prepared a detailed plan, which should lead the rebel 

through a tunnel system of almost three kilometers. 

The avenue of Paris, which had been called „Avenue de 

Champs Elysees" in former times, had been renamed in 

„Avenue of Humanity" in 2018, and the triumpal arch, one of 

the old landmarks of the city, had been torn down in 2019. 

Just as the Eifel tower, which had been dismantled one year 

later. In place of the "Arc de Triomphe", the new rulers had 

built a modern art building called "Temple of Tolerance", a 

giant dark pyramide. 

Moreover, the "Avenue of Humanity" had intensively been 

converted, whereby many of the old historical houses had 

been replaced by concrete buildings of an "unity-look". 

After initial protests, the citizens of Paris had become 

accustomed to them. They simply had other problems than 

worrying about the preservation of old landmarks or houses. 

And there were still further plans to separate the city more 

thoroughly from its old face, because modern slaves did not 

need an own identity or senses of home. 

The parade of the GCF occupation troops should take place 

on 01.03.2029, at the „Avenue of Humanity", just as other 

events to entertain the crowd. A part of the long, old street 

would be a fenced off, accessible for nobody. About thirty 

meters in front of the thing, called „Temple of Tolerance", 

the speaker's plattform, where Leon-Jack Wechsler would 

open the ceremonies, should be erected. 

The masses, that would fill the streets around the security 

zone, should see the politician only on big video screens, 
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which would be set up to hundreds along the "Avenue of 

Humanity" and in the whole city. 

What was allowed, to be admired from the proximity, were 

the GCF soldiers and the policemen, who would 

demonstrate strength, marching down the boulevard. 

The governor of the administrative sector ..Central Europe" 

would bring the "great message of humanity" of the New 

World Order, and the parade of the security forces and the 

military would show the people, that it was healthier to 

believe that message - in case of doubt. 

It was a tremendous insanity to go to the dirty metropolis to 

kill this polititian. Nevertheless, Frank Kohlhaas bred it in his 

mind. He had nothing to lose. It could nothing happen worse 

than dying. 
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Procrastination is the Thief of Time! 



..Procrastination is the thief of time!" 
..Procrastination is the thief of time!" 
..Procrastination is the thief of time! " 

Frank still fed his illusion and repeated this slogan like a 
prayer. In the following days he was just concerned about 
the fact that he would become scared. But retreat was not 
allowed anymore, he had to remain hard and Kohlhaas did 
also not allow his resoluteness, to get any cracks. 
„l_eon-Jack Wechsler must die... die... die!", he recited 
himself again and again. 

Meanwhile, Alf got out of his way most of the time. 
Nevertheless, he was fascinated by the idea of creeping 
through tunnels get into the security zone. And sometimes 
he even thought about following his crazy buddy to Paris. 
To kill the governor and to cause riots in one of the most 
important cities of the continent, was a great chance and 
could have sweeping political consequences. 
Furthermore, the possibility of participating in a "big thing" 
was offered to him. In this point, he had to agree with Frank. 
However, he also had nothing to lose and what kind of rebel 
would he be, if he bitched out now? 

The days passed and Alfred could hardly sleep. Should he 
really join the operation? But how? Creeping through 
tunnels, then emerging and shooting at Wechsler? 
That would be their certain death, even if it functioned. They 
just wouldn't survive this. Escaping from the security zone 
would simply be impossible, Alf was sure. He had to talk to 
Frank, because the plan was still not perfect. 
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The first week of the new month had almost passed and hail 

came from the dark sky outside. Frank and Alfred sat in the 

kitchen and had a hard day behind them. Kohlhaas had 

mused for days and was still not completely content. He had 

asked HOK for more construction plans of sewers and other 

tunnels below Paris, but he had come to no solution. 

Alfred ended the silence. „You have said, we can come to 

you, if we want to join the operation, right? Okay, I have 

thought about it and came to the decision, not to let you do 

this crazy job alone, Frank." 

„Aha, this sounds good to me. You really want to help me?", 

returned Frank with a smile. 

Alfred looked back and said: „More or less, but I need some 

more informations about all this. The idea with the sewers 

and tunnels seems to be not bad at all and HOK has 

already given some plans to you. Did you meanwhile study 

them sufficiently?" 

„Yes, I did!" 

"Anyway, that's not enough!", answered Alf. 

„Thus, your plan is to come somehow into the proximity of 

that "Temple of Tolerance", through these sewers or 

tunnels, right? And then you want to shoot at Wechsler?", 

asked Baumerwith surprise. 

„About that!", said Frank. 

"But you should know, that the entrances to the sewers in 

the direct proximity of the event, will all be weld shut by the 

police. I think, two or three days before the spectacle", 

returned Alf. 

Frank recognized that his friend had found a weak point of 

his plan: „You are probably right. I already have seen this on 

television, in some reports. This could be! Shit!" 

„You have to modify your plan. In addition, I don't have the 

desire to join a suicide operation. And it would be nothing 

else, if we suddenly come out of a hole and shoot at the 
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governor, who is surrounded by countless cops," said 

Baumer thoughtfully. 

„Maybe you Ye right...", answered Frank and moaned. „Then 

make a proposal, Baumer!" 

„Hmmm...perhaps..." 

Alfred took a slip, on which he had written something. He 

hesitated for some seconds and sifted the small note for the 

most important details of his plan. 

Finally he said: „We go into a channel, a tunnel or 

something like that, in the distance of two or three 

kilometers - in an insignificant side street, by night. 

I have to study HOK's documents. However, we need 

something else than an usual handgun, which we couldn't 

use at all in the worst case, if the security forces really had 

locked all the gully covers around the "Temple of Tolerance" 

before the event." 

"Get ready with you speech!", said Kohlhaas. 

J talk about an explosive charge, that we place under 

Wechslefs ass and blow him up in front of the eyes of the 

world public. I thought of NDC-23. The stuff is easy to carry 

and highly concentrated. Twenty kilograms are sufficient, to 

destroy a part of the canal system, the square in front of this 

so called "Temple of Tolerance" and of course this fucking 

governor! 

We could transport it in backpacks into the tunnel system 

and bring it to explode below the speaker's platform. Of 

course, we will use a time fuse so that we can escape 

before the big burst!", explained Alfred and seemed to be 

enthusiastic. 

„Damn! A great idea!", said Frank and banged on the table. 

John or one the others can organize the explosive for us. 

Above all, the Russians sell a lot of NDC-23 on the black 

market, mostly remnants of the dissolved army of the former 

GUS", added Baumer. Frank just smiled and said nothing. 
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..Moreover, we must assume that some tunnel entrances 

remain blocked for us, either because workers of the public 

utilities are still working there, or because of the security 

forces, that had locked them", explained Alf. 

Frank scratched his head and cogitated. Alfred's plan 

pleased him. 

„We need some blowtorchs to open locks or grids, if 

necessary", remarked Baumer. „We have a few in the 

village here. It is no problem to take them." 

..Brilliant!", said Frank enthusiastically. 

Alf continued: „And there is one more thing. If they scan the 

tunnel system with infrared in the morning before the event, 

we should have some cooling covers to cloak ourselves. 

John can obtain them. Nevertheless, the whole operation is 

really dangerous. We must consider everything!" 

..Well, we should go to Wilden, and tell him about our plan. 

Perhaps he has some more good ideas", praised Frank his 

friend. 

Soon after, the village boss evaluated the plan, which had 

been introduced to him by both men this time. Julia Wilden, 

who stood next to her father, also seemed to be impressed. 

Frank smiled at her and enjoyed her admiration. 

Still much more had to be done, and next, the men went to 

John Thorphy. The Irishman felt disturbed and openly 

expressed his displeasure, when the two rebels tried to 

send him out to buy the equipment for them. But finally, 

Wilden gave him the order to organize the explosive and the 

other things. 

Where John Thorphy had found the NDC-23, he did not tell. 

But it lastet only three days until he returned with over 

twenty kilograms of the highly explosive material and gave it 

to the two men with a big smile. 

..Procastrination is the thief of time!", thought Frank, as he 

regarded the plasticine-like mass, packed up in blue bags. 
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His deadly idea slowly took shape, and in his mind he 
already saw the hated politician torn to pieces on the 
asphalt in front of the "Temple of Tolerance". 
His dark, delusional resoluteness couldn't even be 
destroyed by sleep disturbances, panic attacks or 
nightmares anymore. He was eager to bring death to this 
man and also to each other person, who would dare to 
stand in his way. Frank just ignored the fright, that was 
lurking in the night, and looked forward to the great day of 
retribution. 

Nothing should ever avert his revenge on this cruel world, 
as Frank covenanted. Sometimes he went down in the dark 
cellar, where Alf stored the explosive. All the rooms here 
were cluttered with rotten boards and old crates. There was 
not even a light switch. And while his friend slept, the young 
rebel crept secretly down the stone stairs and bent over the 
blue bags, which were sealed with adhesive tape, stroking 
them with a dearful smile like a mother her newborn child. 

Until middle of February, Frank and Alf spent their time with 
the intensive study of construction plans. HOK visited them 
several times, in order to give them still more current and 
detailed recordings. 

They planned, on recommendation of the computer 
scientist, to enter the underground labyrinth at the "Avenue 
of Saint-Ouen", nearly two kilometers away from the 
security zone. 

Here were endless dark tunnels and some of them lead 
directly to the square in front of the "Temple of Tolerance". 
Nevertheless, the trip to the underworld of Paris was 
insanity. Apart from the fact, that they could not build on the 
documents of the authorities of the city, there was also the 
possibility to get lost in the dark corridors. Some tunnels had 
been closed many years ago, or were just collapsed. 
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Moreover, even the older employees of the city 
administration did not know all the paths through the earth 
anymore. Further, Frank and Alf didn't want to make the 
acquaintance of the notorious catacombs of Paris. Those 
dark places were a necropolis, as there was no second in 
Europe. 

Here rested the bones of over five million people, who were 
brought into the darkness below the city, because of lack of 
space on the cemeteries in the early modern times,. 
Therefore, the former French capital stood on a gigantic 
grave field. Alf often talked about these chambers of the 
dead below the city, which were redundant with bones up to 
the ceiling. Frank, who always said that he was not afraid to 
die, became a bit scared, when he thought about these 
spooky places. 

„May the dead of Paris forgive us, that we enter their realm. 
Their brothers in the netherworld, who look complaining 
down at this earth, because their life was so early 
terminated by the new rulers, will thank us, if we revenge 
them!", philosophized Kohlhaas. 

However, there was a lot to organize now, far away from all 
ghost stories about catacombs and dark holes in the 
underground of Paris. Meanwhile, time pressed. 
Frank and Alfred should be brought to Compiegne, in the 
northeast of Paris, by an airplane, in order to penetrate the 
city from there, behaving like harmless tourists. All the 
planes in Ivas were registered and had completely 
inconspicuous owners. Therefore, this approach seemed to 
be clever. 

Then, the two assassins wanted to drive from Compiegne to 
Paris with a hire car. Their Scanchips were falsified and 
soon they would see, if HOK's abilities had been good 
enough. At least, the journey to Paris should start one week 
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before the 01.03.2029, so that enough time remained, to 

explore some tunnels in the nights before the event. 

The shabby hotel, in which Frank and Alfred should wait for 

the great day, had already been chosen by HOK. He had 

booked a room for them on the Internet, and had also 

contacted the hire car company in Compiegne. 

All had to be planned to the smallest detail, because there 

was no time to waste and uncertainties could become a 

deadly disaster. 

The takeoff of the small transport aircraft, which officially 

belonged to Mr. Artur Burzius, a Russian insurance buyer, 

should start from Ivas on 19.02.2029 at 9.00 o'clock. Then, 

the two resistance fighters would enter the lion's den. Still 

two days remained. Time was ticking away and Frank had 

to admit, despite all frights of the holo cell and the strokes of 

fate he had overcome, that he was scared. Scared to death. 

Afraid to die soon. 

He tried to hide his nervousness, but his whipping with the 

foot, when he sat at the kitchen table, and his talking while 

he was dozing, betrayed him. 

However, his friend felt the same. Alfred mostly ran through 

the village in these days, speaking at each possible 

opportunity with Wilden, who tried to encourage him. 

Sometimes, he sat in the brightly illuminated kitchen during 

the whole night, with a cup of tea and a cigarette, just 

looking out the window. Baumer did not sleep very much 

and waited eargerly for the start of the operation. 

Julia is at the door, Frank!", called Alf from the side room, 
while his roommate tried to concentrate on a political 
brochure. Dusk was already falling outside. The journey to 
the west was set for 9.00 o'clock tomorrow. During this day, 
many villagers had come to the two men, to wish them all 
the best for the operation. Several women had brought 



122 



cakes and food. Even HOK had visited them again - with 

some more construction plans in his hands. 

Steffen de Vries, the Belgian, who lived with his family in 

Ivas since four years and had to fly the two rebels to 

Compiegne, had also been there for several hours. 

Meanwhile, de Vries was also more than nervous. 

Tm coming!", answered Frank and left his bedroom. 

Baumer had already led Julia in and went with her into the 

kitchen. She was pleased to see Frank and shook his hand. 

„l just wanted to wish you good luck!", she said and seemed 

to be concerned and gloomy. 

„Thanks! We will need it!", answered Alfred and took a deep 

breath. 

„Thanks, Julia! It's just nice to see you!", returned Frank. 

..However, still a last beautiful sight, before we will enter the 

spooky underground." 

Now, the pretty woman smiled shyly and didn't find the right 

word for a short moment. 

J wanted to...", she stammered. „lf it will be too 

dangerous. ..however.. .and you have no chance to reach 

Wechsler, you can always stop the operation!" 

Julia stared with her sad eyes at the table surface. Frank 

turned to the window and said: „We will see! When we are 

in Paris, there will be no more turning back!" 

„l meant... ", she added. 

„Don't worry! We will be successful, and if not, the 

catacombs are near and we will meet a lot of dead buddies", 

joked Alf with a cynical undertone. 

Julia Wilden obviously found this not very funny and shook 

her head. „Don't say such stupid things!", she spoke quietly 

and seemed to be close to tears. Kohlhaas enjoyed it, to 

see her in such a condition, if he was honest. Now the 

beautiful Fraulein, who was always a bit precocious, 

showed some feelings. 
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But Frank still played the hard rebel: „We will return for sure, 

Julia! We will kill this asshole without mercy!" 

Then she said goodbye with tears in her eyes and shook 

Baumefs hand. Frank was even hugged by her. He was 

pleased that she treated him in such a way, and briefly, he 

was nearly inspired. But he checked himself and tried to 

think about something else, ignoring the pretty, young 

woman. 

„She likes you, Franky!", teased him Alf, after Julia had left 

the house. 

"No idea!", answered his friend with a shake of the head. 

"She is really nice!", added Baumer with a broad grin. 

Frank turned away from him, went to the window and stared 

at the squalid garden behind the house. It was dark and 

rainy outside. 

The two rebels were still awake for several hours. Now they 
were untwisted and nervous. This last night in Ivas, before 
the highly dangerous job in Paris, was terrible for Frank. He 
had weird dreams again, which afflicted him in the short 
phase of his sleep during the morning hours. He could 
remember just a few things on the next morning, when the 
Fleming, his pilot, awaked him with loud banging and calling 
at the front door: 

Frank walked through a strange dreamworld once more. It 
completely resembled the holo cell, in which he had 
suffered for eight long months. White, sharp neon light cut 
into his eyes and he trudged through the bright fog of light 
without a real goal. 

After a while, he recognized that it was his holo cell, but it 
appeared much bigger as he could remember. The walls 
could not be seen anymore and only the toilet and the hated 
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plank bed with its light-gray pleather stood in the middle of 

the white light. 

„Frank!", he heard the deep voice of an adult of man from a 

distance. „Fraaank!" 

He followed the call and soon faced a terrible sight. In front 

of him was an enormous spider net, full of thick, black 

spiders. Some hatefully stared at him with their glinty eyes, 

and their slimy mandibles twitched. Some of the creatures 

hissed, when he appeared in front of their net, others were 

busy with eating their prey. 

The enormous spider net, which seemed to broaden into the 

white illuminated sky, was full of screaming humans, who 

were clinging to thick and slimy threads. 

The young man came closer and saw now, who was in the 

claws of the ugly spider monsters. It were babies. It was 

Nico. They all were little Nicos. Nevertheless, their voices 

did not sound like the voices of babies, they were deeper. 

Voices of men, who were already adult. 

„Frank! Look at us!", yelled one of the babies, in whose flesh 

one of the spiders had bored its mandibles. „Look at us! 

Look at us!" 

The beasts munched and refreshed themselves with the 

warm blood of the little humans, while the babies called: „As 

you can see, Frank, the holo cell has grown! Can you see 

it? Can you see, how outstanding perfected it is? This cell 

does not know walls or borders anymore, because it covers 

the whole world. It has been improved greatly, hasn't it?" 

And the spiders continued to eat their victims. Soon they 

had turned away from Frank again, crept over the gigantic 

net and sucked and ate and devoured. 

Just look at us, Frank!", chorused the babies. Then it was 

again black in the head of the dreamer and he forgot, how 

the dream continued... 
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Frank and Alf packed their bags and Steffen de Vries 

helped them. Already in this phase of the operation, 

mistakes had to be avoided and at first, the list of equipment 

was checked off. 

Flashlights, explosive, pistols, close combat weapons for 

the case of emergency, meal rations, gumboots, army 

boots, construction plans of sewers and so on. The list was 

long and it lasted over one hour until the three rebels had 

finished their work. Before they went to the transport 

aircraft, Mr. Wilden suddenly came to them. 

„l wish you all the best, my heros!", he called. „Have you 

already heard the news today?" 

Wilden smiled and was gasping for breath, while Frank, Alf 

and the Belgian turned around: „No, we had other 

problems!" 

Japan!", said the gray-haired man. Japan has left the 

World Union! They want their old state back!" 

"Aha... ", answered Frank without any interest. 

J wanted to tell you that, before you fly away! There were 

big demonstrations in Tokyo and in many other cities of the 

country, one week ago. Governor Kaito Ikeda, the servant of 

the World Government, and his advisor Ron Baldwin, have 

resigned and have been expelled from the island. The new 

president of Japan is Haruto Matsumoto, the leader of the 

reform movement. Japan has moreover stopped all 

payments and tributes to the World Government. 

Furthermore, all the foreign diplomats and supervisors have 

been expelled from the country too. No country has dared a 

thing like that since 2018!", explained Wilden with 

unconcealed enthusiasm. 

Japan is at the end of the world and we are here", returned 

Steffen de Vries. 

„However, this is nevertheless a sign! The system is 

crumbling, my friends. Perhaps, other states will follow 
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Japan!", said the village boss, somehow disappointed that 

the three men had not fully understood the meaning of 

Matsumoto's rebellion. 

Then he added: „lf you read between the lines, beyond the 

lies and the agitation of the international media, you could 

believe, that even China and Korea are close to a revolt!" 

The three rebels, who were waiting for the flight to a deadly 

mission, just nodded and said goodbye to Wilden. 

Finally the village boss shouted: „You see, nevertheless, 

there is still hope! Our fight is not in vain! Good luck!" 

At half past ten in the morning, the small airplane rose into 

the air. Kohlhaas and Baumer looked wistfully back at the 

place of their provisional peace, the village Ivas. Then they 

disappeared on the horizon. 

Below themselves, they saw the landscape becoming 

smaller and soon the plane flew so high, that they could see 

the clouds. The hidden and open war, which raged below 

them on the ground, seemed to be forgotten for a moment. 

But it would not be vanished, when they would come down 

to earth again. 

They were silent for a while, also the Flemish rebel Steffen 

de Vries, Alf and Frank only knew volatilely. The Belgian 

lived with his two daughters, his son, his wife and his dog in 

the proximity of the village center, in a barely renovated 

house. 

It was just beautiful, here in the sky, much more pleasant 

than on the rotten earth below them. The nervousness in 

their minds briefly died down and Frank remembered the 

words of Mr. Wilden. 

„Japan!", he thought. „This land is far away and has nothing 

to do with us. Nevertheless...?" 

Perhaps it was a sign of hope, also for the rest of mankind, 

that one day the slave chains could be broken again. But it 

was so grim. The enemy had become more than superior in 
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this age. The mass media danced his dance of fraud and lie 

without exception, and they flew each day new attacks on 

the brains of the people, like on cities, which were already 

destroyed and still had to be devasteted. 

The power of finance, the whole monetary system, was in 

the claws of the enemy since a long time. And with this 

weapon, he had crushed the world piece by piece. 

The military had been bought by him and he sent out his 

dull mercenaries, who seemed to have no more own will, 

against everyone, who tried to resist him. 

What would be in the future? The hangman's noose around 

the neck of mankind tigthened with every passing year more 

and more. Something had to be done, there was no doubt. 

„Japan!", said Baumer with a lack of understanding. 

„Wilden, the great analyst of world politics. I don't know, 

what I shall think about that." 

„ln any case, better than nothing!", it came out of the cockpit 

with Flemish accent. 

..We'll see what happens now!", answered Frank. 

„l will tell you what will happen next!", growled Alf. "Now, the 

Lodge Brothers will demoralize these stubborn Japanese. 

Slowly but surely. As they always do, if states dare to act 

independently. 

It will begin with a worldwide press agitation, which will 

slander the Japanese to the bone. Then the economic 

boycott will come and in the end another war - or the 

Japanese will submit to the World Goverment again. That is 

an old and proven tactic." 

„But it could really be, that other countries will support 

Japan", returned Kohlhaas with a tang of confidence. 

„No, this is an illusion in my eyes!", answered Alf. ..This new 

president, this Matsumoto, should be a born samurai, in 

order to endure, what expects him and his people now. He 
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should have nerves like steel cables and should always 
sleep with one eye open." 

..Let's hope that he has the spirit of his brave ancestors", 
said Frank. 

Anyhow, Japan's act of restoring its independence, was an 
incomprehensible boldness from the point of view of the 
World Government. The country had gone through hard 
times since the great crisis in 2013. Its export trade and the 
industry had collapsed and the national indebtedness had 
been so gigantic, that the highly technicalised country had 
almost broken down like a house of cards. The Japanese, 
who had successfully copied the European technology for a 
long time, had lost their commercial relevance in a few 
weeks. 

Japan's economy, the cornerstone of its new national pride 
after the Second World War, had declined. After 2018, it 
had still become worse and the island had turned into a 
bubbling cauldron full of discontent. While a great part of the 
nationalistic and traditional Japanese population had 
postulated the return to the "old way", the care for their 
culture and the preference of Japanese interests, the 
puppet government of Kaito Ikeda, who had been assigned 
by the World Government, had done the opposite. So the 
tensions had risen with time. 

Steffen de Vries switched on the digitized radio and a song 
of the Cyberpop Hipcore star Evan Steele resounded out of 
the cockpit, which soon got on Frank's and Alf's nerves. 
Then the news followed. 

First came a message about the World President, who had 
opened an „One-World-Kindergarten" in Washington, telling 
the listeners, that inattentiveness or rebellious behavior, 
particularly among little boys, had to be fought with new 
drugs. Early childhood disturbances had to be wiped out by 
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the use of more pharmaceutical products and it was a holy 
assignment for all great humanists, to liberate the children 
of the world from these "diseases". 

The chief of the kindergarten was asked about this and 
seemed to be enthusiastic about the new medicines. Then a 
representative of a big pharmaceutical company gave an 
interview and announced that they intensively worked on a 
new drug programs for infants. 

The next topic was Japan and the newscaster said: „This 
morning, the World Government discussed further 
measures at their crisis meeting in New York, to handle with 
the fascist Japanese state. 

The World President and other prominent representatives of 
politics and economics, came to the decision, that the global 
community has to consider drastic measures, because of 
the increasing threat to all peaceable people. Matsumoto's 
Japan, where political dissidents are persecuted and 
murdered, has nuclear weapons and seems to be willing, to 
use them against the free world, as secret GSA reports 
prove. 

The governor of the administrative sector ..Eastern Asia", 
Mr. Kim Bo-Hung, and his advisor Mr. David Frost, 
announced a hard course against Japan during the 
conference. 

„We can not permit, that fascist polititians like Haruto 
Matsumoto become new cancerous ulcers in our peaceful 
and free world!", stressed the World President literally. 
GCF commander Edward McOwen said that a possible 
security zone has to be established around Japan and 
arranged the sending of warships of the GCF Pacific fleet to 
Eastern Asia. He exhorted all administrative districts and 
sub-sectors of the world community to watchfulness, in 
order to make fanatics and dictators like Matsumoto 
innocuous, before they become too powerful. The plan of 
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Japan, to become independent from world economy, and 
also the intend to abolish the interest system, the World 
President castigated as a ..perverse act of a mad gone 
dictatorship". 

..What did I say?", muttered Baumer and smiled sufferingly. 
„Now it starts!" 

„We can only wish the Japanese good luck for the future. I 
hope, they have a thick skin. Now we have our own fight!", 
replied Frank. 

The airplane flew over Poland and came nearer to the 
sector ..Central Europe", while time passed. Meanwhile, the 
three men were seized by a growing nervosity. 
They talked quietly with each other, as if they would fear to 
be intercepted by an enormous ear in the sky. And actually 
the curious ears and eyes around them became more 
numerous. The countless radar and alarm systems, 
supervising the airspace, let Frank think of the spider net in 
his nightmare. ..Central Europe" was near. 
But nothing happened. Nobody noticed the inadvertent 
guests, who penetrated the completely supervised area. If 
someone had really scanned the flier, he had only found an 
insignificant name in the registration card index of the 
machine. The big eye looked past them, although they were 
directly in front of its pupil. The hours passed and Frank, 
Alfred and Steffen breathed again, when they crossed the 
old border of France and no radiogram of the air traffic 
control was sent. Compiegne was close now and the 
airplane started its final descent. 

Finally, they reached the ground without incidents, but a 
feeling of biggest uncertainty tormented them, when they 
stepped out of the airplane. It was like in former times, when 
the Europeans could still afford vacation travels to the 
southern countries. If they had left the cold north and had 
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finally come out of the plane in the south, they had often 
been confronted with an unusual wall of stifling heat. Today 
it was different, because the wall, which waited for Frank 
and Alf here in the center of France, was not made of heat, 
it consisted of distrust. 

In his meticulous fashion, HOK had selected a small village, 
where there rebels should land. Far away from the attention 
of the natives. 

The Belgian had opted a large field near the village to land. 
Frank and Alf said goodbye and took their backpacks. Then 
de Vries took off again as fast as he could. 
For safety reasons he flew directly back to Ivas, because he 
didn't want to stay just one minute longer in such an 
extremely monitored zone. If he would have parked his 
plane somewhere in this rural area for seven days, the 
danger to be controlled by a police patrol would still have 
been small, but his nerves were raw. 
He had been relieved, when he had left the sector "Central 
Europe" with his Family in 2019 - never to be seen again. 
Perhaps, de Vries was a little too paranoid, and he also had 
a perfectly falsified Scanchip, but only the thought of being 
caught by the police filled him with panic. The Fleming had 
already been arrested in 2011, because of smuggling arms, 
and his name was still listed in all official databanks. Steffen 
and his family had suffered a lot in "Central Europe" and 
when he finally came back to Ivas, he was more than happy 
about this. 

Meanwhile, Frank and Alf stood on a field close to a small 
village near Compiegne - with full backpacks. Their hearts 
were pounding like mad. Now they were on their own, 
standing in the middle of enemy country. Therefore, it was 
important to behave inconspicuous. 
„We look like ramblers from the forest", muttered Alf. 
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..Let's go to the village and then we will drive to Compiegne 

by bus. We still have to make it to Paris today!", explained 

Frank and felt uneasy. 

They walked along a dusty road, which led from the landing 

zone directly to the small village, always looking around. 

The load was heavy, everyone had to carry about 25 

kilograms, and they just hoped that no policeman would find 

them strange. 

However, the two rebels had some ordinary clothes. Frank 

wore some blue jeans and a dark green polo. Furthermore, 

a light gray baseball cap, which was pulled deeply into his 

face, covering his head. 

Baumer also wore blue jeans, a brown turtleneck pullover 

and a reddish baseball cap with the symbol of the the 

"Cleveland dead Indians". Under the trouser legs of the two 

men, black army boots could be seen, because firm 

footwear was essential on this mission. 

Their warm jackets had been stowed in the backpacks. 

They also had sunglasses in their bags, but the weather 

was sulky today, and so sunglasses would have looked not 

very inconspicuous. 

On the way to the village, they didn't see many people. Just 

an old man, who passed and briefly examined them. Apart 

from this, there was not a soul to be seen. However, the 

village didn't pulsate of life. Everything looked poorly and 

only a few inhabitants were on the street. Just a little boy on 

the opposite roadside, who shouted something in French, 

gave them a bit attention. But Frank and Alf didn't mind him. 

They went to a bus stop and drove with line 38 to 

Compiegne. 

..Just cut and run!", they thought to themselves. The bus 

driver had warily looked at them, when he had debited the 

amount for the trip from their Scanchips, Frank was sure. 

Alfred, however, protested that this hadn't been noticeable 



133 



to him. Both were silent and tried to ignore the other 
passengers. They just sat in the last row of seats of the bus 
and were glad about everyone, who did not turn around to 
them. The bus driver talked with an older woman during the 
trip, and she probably told him her whole life story with wild 
gestures. „Oui!" and „Non!" it resounded through the shabby 
bus. Then the vehicle arrived at Compiegne. 

„Give me the DC-stick!", said Frank, after they had stepped 
off the bus. 

Anyhow they had already taken this small hurdle without 
any problems. Alfred ransacked his black backpack and 
pulled out a small data medium. On the DC-stick were the 
construction plans of the canalization of Paris and other 
files, also a map of Compiegne. 

„We are here, in the center. The rental car company is not 
far away. We can walk!", said Frank and nervously looked at 
Alf. 

Now they were surrounded by a lot of people. It was not like 
in the small village they came from. The two assassins were 
close to a shopping mile and masses of passersby were all 
over the place. But they didn't regard them, if at all only as 
tourists, and gave them no closer looks. Both men heard a 
tangle of languages beyond their ears, mainly French. 
Some children, probably Arabs, ran over the street and 
were screamed. At first sight, Compiegne was an ugly, gray 
and dirty city. At second sight, it was still more disgusting! 
The shopping mile was full of beggars and homeless 
people, who hung around in the corners, wrapped in covers 
and drunk. An old man roared loudly with a babbling voice 
and threw his bottle of cheap liquor on the asphalt. 
Somewhere, someone tried to play on a guitar and sang flat 
to get some Globes. It was just odious here. But where was 
it still pleasant in this age? Anyhow, Kohlhaas and Baumer 
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hit the road immediately to reach the rental car company in 
time. It was already after 17.00 o'clock and they had to 
hurry up. 

Frank noticed that the people around him walked with a 
stoop, as if they would have an interest to look like midgets. 
Their faces reflected poverty, many looked ill and pale. The 
two Germans were regarded by nobody and silently walked 
down the street. Shortly afterwards, they passed some 
abandoned shops. Probably there had been a flourishing 
retail trade in former times, but this was long ago. 
Meanwhile, the shopwindows of the dirty houses in the 
center of Compiegne looked dead and dusty. The downfall 
of a once beautiful city was obvious. 

What had remained, were the cheap supermarkets of 
„Globe Food" and „3X6 Market", which supplied Europe and 
North America with their bad food. 

Here, the homeless people clustered. They gestured, 
shouted, brought new liquor out of the supermarket and also 
vomited, when they were drunk enough. From the other end 
of the long shopping street, which had already lost its gloss, 
suddenly came a loud scream. A young man had stabbed 
one of the derelicts, people ran around and started to yell. 
Frank and Alfred walked faster, if a police car emerged. 
A little later, they had reached the rental car company, 
which lay in a halfdark backyard. A sturdy man with a beard 
waited for them behind a desk and lolled on his chair. The 
two rebels entered his office. Now it became thrilling, 
because Frank had to use his falsified Scanchip for the first 
time. 

„We want a car. We want to go to Paris!", said Alfred. 

The Frenchman, who probably had a lot of contact with 

tourists, looked up and fetched some papers. 
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„Oui! You want to go to Paris? Okay!", he answered and 

smiled. 

„Eh... Yes!", added Frank. „Which car do you want? A 

normally car, a combi, a van?", enumerated the renter. 

„Normal car!", answered Alf. 

„Which type?", asked the man. 

„Tell that asshole that it is all the same to me. I want to 

leave this place as fast as I can!", hissed Kohlhaas quietly. 

Alf nodded. 

„lt doesn't matter. Any normal car!", said Baumer. 

„Okay! Where are you from?", nerved the Frenchman. 

„Austria...from Austria!", stammered Frank. His heart 

pounded and his hands felt sweaty. 

„Ah! Aus Osterreich!", joked the man and tried to talk 

German. 

„Ja!", answered Alfred. 

The renter stood up from his chair and waved the two rebels 

nearer. 

„Come on!", he called. „Here! This car you can have." 

The friendly man showed Frank and Alf a black and no 

longer new "Lion". 

„ls der gut?", he asked, grinned and was pleased that he 

had made it, to speak German. 

„Yes! We take this car!", answered Frank, whose back 

began to hurt, because of his heavy load. 

„Okay, we go to the office. Than pay with Scanchip!", said 

the renter and walked off. 

"Now we will see...", whispered Alf. 

„How long do you want to lease the car?", asked the man 

from the next room and typed something. 

„Till the second of march!", said Alf. 

"Okay!", it came back. 

The Frenchman took the two Scanchips and pulled them 

over a reader. 



136 



„A car is 40 Globes a day, my friends!", he explained. 

„Okay!", breathed Frank and looked at Alf with fear in his 

eyes. 

The reader hummed quietly and for the two men the world 

seemed to stop turning for some seconds. The tension let 

their hearts pump faster and the adrenalin shot through their 

veins. 

Then the Frenchman looked up and smiled friendly: „Thank 

you, Mr. Eberharter and Mr. Willner. Take your car. Have 

much fun in Paris! Haben Sie vielen Spaft in Paris, mein 

Herren! Ha, ha!" 

The two rebels took a deep breath, walked fastly to their 

car, threw the heavy bags into the trunk and disappeared. 

The trip to Paris was more pleasant than in former times. 
There were no more traffic jams of considerable size, 
because the number of cars had increasingly been reduced 
in the last years. 

The breakdown of the automobile industry had begun in the 
year 2009 and in 2029, cars were luxury articles for the 
ordinary people. Who could hardly ensure, that there was 
enough food on his plate, had no more Globes to fund a car. 
Government officials and other higher earners, who still 
could afford a car, were an exception. Moreover, the prices 
for gasoline had drastically risen, particularly since 2018. 
Meanwhile, a car devoured big sums of money. 
Alternative energies, which could have replaced the 
gasoline, were still suppressed by the oil industry and the oil 
lords had still all the power, to exterminate any rivals in this 
sector. In 2019, a worldwide wave of liquidations by the 
GSA had hit many scientists and entrepreneurs, who 
wanted to offer free energies. So the traffic jams slowly 
vanished, and that was a real advantage on this day, 
because the two rebels could nearly "enjoy" their trip to 
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Paris. However, the motorways and streets were in a 
catastrophic condition. The administrative district ..Central 
Europe" used its income for more important things than to 
repair streets, for example, an improved monitoring or an 
extended armament. 

It lasted for a while, until the two men had found the hotel, 
which HOK had chosen for them. The streets of Paris 
appeared endlessly and darkly, and if one didn't know this 
labyrinth of lanes, it was easy to go astray. 
The hotel was called ..Sunflower" and was in the east of 
Paris. At 20,30 o'clock, the exhausted men finally arrived 
and parked their car behind the buidling. In the hotel, a 
pretty Frenchwoman with light brown hair and a girlish face 
was waiting for them. 

She was very friendly, but somehow busy and reticent. 
However, this was no problem, because unnecessary talk 
with other people had to be strictly avoided. Frank and Alf 
just told her, that they were tourists from Austria. 
The Scanchips functioned perfectly again. This was the way 
it should be. Then, the two men brought their heavy and 
explosive luggage to room 16 on the 2nd floor. Frank and 
Alf didn't see many other guests on this evening. Only an 
older woman, who greeted them in French. That was all. 
They closed the door behind themselves and fell on their 
beds, which were covered with a brown duvet. Soon this 
day had come to an end and the two rebels were just glad 
about this. 

Now they were in Paris, but the real trip to hell was still 
waiting for them. Nevertheless, Frank and Alf banished this 
fact from their minds at this evening. 
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Aux Champs-Elysees 



Aux Champs-Elysees 

Aux Champs-Elysees 

Au soleil, sous la pluie 

A midi ou a minuit 

II y a tout ce que vous voulez 

Aux Champs-Elysees... 

(French version, 1969) 



Oh Champs-Elysees 

Oh Champs-Elysees 

Sonne scheint, Regen rinnt 

Ganz egal, wir beide sind 

So froh, wenn wir uns wiederseh'n 

Oh Champs-Elysees... 

(German cover version, 1969) 



Oh Champs-Elysees 
Oh Champs-Elysees 
Sonne scheint, Regen rinnt 
Wechsler, du wirst mich nicht sehfn 
und bald vor deinem Schopfer stehf n ! 
Oh Champs-Elysees... 

(Modified version by Frank Kohlhaas, 2029) 
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Although they were in the middle of a strongly monitored 
city in ..Central Europe", and the enemy could lie in wait at 
each corner, Frank and Alf slept quite well. At first, Frank 
remembered this old French song, which was occasionally 
played on the radio. He changed the text of the German 
version in a way that it was suitable to the situation. 
Kohlhaas chuckled quietly, till the sleep had overpowered 
him. 

The beginning of the next day could not be avoided and 
there were only eight days till the "Festival of the new 
World", which should come over the old "Avenue de 
Champs-Elysees". 

There was still enough time to get an idea of the situation, 
and to explore the dark sewer tunnels, which they had 
selected as their way to the security zone. This procedure 
was also very necessary, because there was no room in 
their plan for unexpected incidents, collapsed tunnels or 
blocked ways. 

Frank and Alf spent the first day in Paris in their hotel room 
and avoided to leave the building. Only once, Alf bought 
something to eat in a nearby supermarket and told his friend 
about the dirty streets he had walked down. Apart from that, 
they spent their time with watching TV. The news, which 
were mostly agitation against Japan, brought them several 
outbreaks of rage. For the next day, more exactly for the 
next night, both men had planned something really bold. At 
two o'clock in the morning, the two rebels sneaked out of 
their hotel room and passed the abandoned reception. 
In the darkness of the next street corner, Frank hastily took 
his DC-Stick and opened the city map of Paris, which HOK 
had completed with additional informations. Like two 
shades, they crept around the houses and moved silently 
from one dark place to the next. It was raining and Alf 
suggested to postpone the operation to the following day, 
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but Frank did not want to waste anymore time and remained 
stubborn. „The Rue Lagille, it is not far away from here!", 
whispered Kohlhaas and showed his friend the map. 
„We are just crazy, man!", answered Baumer. 
„Of course!" Frank grinned. „And now, let's hurry up!" 
They went to a dark corner again and studied some 
construction plans. Meanwhile, the heavy rain had stopped 
and just dabbled quietly one the roofs of the houses around 
them. The streets were empty, only a few probably Algerian 
teenagers, who occasionally roared through the night or 
kicked against garbage cans and bus stop signs, could be 
seen in the distance. However, the two rebels were not 
noticeable to them. It was after three o'clock, when they 
finally reached their goal. 

..Let's look for an entrance here", whispered Frank. 
„Shit, what am I doing here?", sighed his friend and fetched 
a small crowbar, which he kept hidden under his jacket. 
..Come on now!", hissed Kohlhaas. 

A car drove past them and an old woman, standing at a 
brightly illuminated window, gazed at the dark and wet 
street. Frank and Alf had noticed her and decided to creep 
inconspicuously away. 

..Look! She can see us! We have to go!", growled Frank and 
Alf followed him. 

..Let's go to the next street, there are only some houses on 
one side. And there is an abandoned factory building, 
according to the plan", whispered the young man with the 
DC-Stick in his hand. 

Shortly afterwards, they reached a nearly perfect dark back 
alley. Now they felt unobserved. Anyhow, they could not see 
anybody, although they looked around several times and 
examined the environment with sharp eyes. A minute later 
they stood in front of a gully cover of iron. It was clearly 
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visible shown on one of HOK's maps of the city of Paris. 

They paused for a short moment. 

„This must be gully cover 344-GL-77003, if the map is 

correct", said Frank with a little enthusiastic face. „Down 

there? Now? Damn! " 

„No turning back, Kohlhaas!", answered Alf and already 

screwed up his nose. 

They lifted the manhole cover without problems and pushed 

it to the side. In front of them, an unfathomable black hole 

opened itself now. Only the outlines of some rusty rungs, 

leading into the darkness, could be recognized. 

„Fuck!", said Frank. 

Baumers nodded approvingly, then he held his flashlight 

downward. Dirt, rotten leaves and rust expected the two 

assassins down below. Moreover, a pungent stench. 

"Oh my God!", said Kohlhaas and took his rubber gloves 
and the breathing mask. "Do you have the blowtorch, Alf?" 
"Yes, sure! What are you waiting for?", muttered Baumer. 
Frank carefully climbed down the rusty ladder, while Alf was 
shining for him. After a few minutes, he had reached the 
ground. 

„Baaah!", it resounded out of the dark hole. 
His partner could imagine, what Frank meant. Then 
Kohlhaas shone for Alf, who crawled down into the 
unknown, little inviting environment of the underground of 
Paris. Baumer pulled the gully cover over the manhole, so 
that only a small gap remained. Down here, it was as 
disgusting as expected, and the channel did not make the 
impression, as if someone had ever cleaned it in the last 
twenty years. Wet heaps of dirt were piled up beside the 
rivlet, down to the feet of the two men. Some rats scurried 
away. Alf shone at them with his flashlight and the animals 
quickly disappeared somewhere in a stinking hole. 
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„l_ook at this, gentlemen of the World Government are also 

here!", joked Frank and pointed at the rats. 

Alf chuckled. „Here will be a lot of them. If you see a 

completely fat and bloated rat, then you can address it with 

„Mr. World President"!" 

Frank grinned and returned: „To compare these poor 

animals with the Lodge Brothers, is an insult for every rat!" 

The gossip took a bit of the uncertainty of the two rebels, 

who stood now in the middle of an ugly sewer tunnel. Frank 

looked at his map again and then they walked about 

hundred meters straightforward. 

They had to watch out for their heads, because the tunnel 

was not as tall as a man and surely already very old. Soon 

after, both men came to a bigger canal and heard a car 

above themselves. They were under a street. The little river 

of wastewater was a bit broader here, just like the roundish 

tunnel. Now they had to come to a decision. 

„lf the map is correct, we must go to the left", said Frank 

after a short look at the DC-Stick. 

„lt will hopefully be correct, otherwise we are fucked up", 

grumbled Baumer. 

„There is always a gully cover somewhere, that can bring us 

back to the surface", said Frank and walked forward, waving 

with his flashlight. Meanwhile, Alfred sprayed a red cross on 

the wall, in order to use it later as an orientation. 

The broader sewer tunnel still extended for about two 

hundred meters, then they came to a grid, clogged with dirt 

and leaves, which was completely rusted. There was no 

getting through. At least, not without a blowtorch, which 

Alfred fortunately had. It just took a quarter of an hour, then 

he had destroyed the rusty lattice. 

„What a work!", gasped Alf, when the dammed up water 

poured away between his legs with loud splashing. 
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The tunnel with the old grid still extended for two hundred 
further meters, then it ended in a larger room, where the rills 
of wastewater flowed together. Gray-green walls gazed at 
the two intruders and Frank was sure, that these old 
buildings already existed since many decades, maybe since 
centuries. 

Rusty wastewater pipes came from the ceiling of the room 
and on the wall was a sign with something in French on it. It 
was completely rusted too. 

At least, they could stand tall here. The way forked again in 
several directions. Frank looked at some files and was sure 
that they had to go into the opposite tunnel, Alfred trusted 
him and sprayed another red cross on the wall. 
„One of these sewer corridors had not been on our map, but 
this must be the right one! Above it, is the "Rue de 
Rothschild", as I think", explained Kohlhaas. 
Shortly afterwards, they walked through a narrow passage 
with some big holes in the walls. Spiders and rats welcomed 
them in this dark tunnel and it was smelling rancidly, despite 
the breathing masks. 

Frank and Alf had to crouch again and watched their heads. 
Meanwhile, they had walked this tunnel for about fifty 
meters, when they discovered a small source of light above 
themselves. Probably it was the light of one of the street 
lamps, which came through a little hole of a gully cover. 
They continued to creep through the stinking passage, then 
they stopped. A black water lode with a very narrow 
sidewalk on the side was in front of them, it was 
approximately one meter deep. In the distance of ten 
meters, rusty and damaged iron pipes led upward. Alfred 
marked the way and followed his friend along the stream. 
The water was not really deep, but it smelled foul and 
appeared somehow threatening. Frank thought that a 
terrible kraken would grab them with its tentacles to pull 
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them down into a bottomless black sea. It was just spooky 

down here and the stench crept out of every corner right 

into their noses. 

„lf I have counted my steps correctly, we have walked about 

600 or 700 meters yet", said Baumer. 

His friend looked at the digital map and nodded. At the end 

of the tunnel, they reached a relatively big room, which 

looked like a reservoir. Stairs led upward and a large pool 

with brackish water was in front of them. 

Frank illuminated the basin, then he said to Alfred: ..HOK's 

informations have mostly been correct so far. This reservoir 

or whatever it is, has been marked with a red spot on the 

map. You should spray a sign on the wall here!" 

After they had crossed the next tunnel, they had penetrated 

the underground labyrinth for more than one kilometer. 

Then they reached an area, which reminded them of a small 

hall. It must have been a part of the world-famous 

canalization of Paris, which had been built in the year 1850 

and during the following period. With a tang of admiration, 

the two men stopped for a moment and looked around. 

Then they continued their journey. 

„This must be pumps over there, right?" Alfred pointed at 

several enormous pipes with big handwheels on the side, 

that led into a deep water reservoir. However, they also 

were totally rusted, although they seemed to be still in use. 

J think so!", answered Frank. „This hall is probably in the 

east of the "Avenue of Humanity". I think the street is less 

than two kilometers far from here. This place is noticeable 

enough, we don't need to mark it." 

Alfred put the spray can with the red color back into his 

backpack and followed his friend. They went up some 

concrete stairs with a handrail on the side. Then they 

entered big room, that nearly looked like an underground 

hall and was carried by stone columns. Soon after, Frank 
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and Alf went to the right and walked through a narrow, long 

passage. 

..HOK's informations have been right yet", said Kohlhaas. 

„The construction plans of the canalization of the inner city 

seem to be still exact." 

„Well, the World Government has just taken over this 

ancient and singular sewerage. They would never build 

something for the people!", remarked Alf. 

„This sewer network has been built by hardworking men and 

not by dirty parasites!", hissed Frank and waved his friend 

nearer. 

„Look! There is a locked door. It obstructs the way, which 

we have to take", said Frank and pointed at a dark corner of 

the hall. Alfred fetched his blowtorch, but didn't destroy the 

door more than necessary, in order to arouse no suspicion. 

The tunnel beyond the locked door seemed to be endless, 

and after a while the two men discovered a hole in the wall. 

But there was no sewer corridor anywhere. 

„What is that? It looks, as if somebody had broken some 

stones out of the wall there, to dig a way", said Frank and 

illuminated the strange hole with his flashlight. „Over there! 

Look, there is another tunnel! Can you see it?" 

Behind the hole seemed to be a large shaft. In the last 

years, many homeless people had revamped the 

underworld of Paris at their own discretion and had 

extended the endless tunnel system. They had found a sad 

home here, in a time, when there was no more room for 

them at the surface. Kohlhaas looked at his DC-stick and 

read some files. It lasted nearly half an hour. In the 

meantime, Alfred sauntered boredly and nervously through 

the darkness. 

„This could be an abandoned metro shaft!", explained 

Frank. 
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„ln the inner city of Paris, the sewer corridors, tunnels and 
passages are sometimes hardly ten meters away from each 
other. I will take a closer look!" 

Alfred already saw the back of his friend, who jumped into 
the little cavity and soon shone with the flashlight in his 
direction. Kohlhaas called him out of the dark tunnel and 
seemed to be excited. 

„Come on!", he whispered. J can see tracks. You see, I was 
right!" 

Baumer also crept through the hole and the two men 
followed the tracks. Perhaps they could find an abbreviation, 
if this metro shaft was really the marked path on HOICs 
map. 

It lasted a while, because the abandoned tunnel extended 
over several hundred meters. Suddenly they heard a gasp 
somewhere in the darkness. They twinced and turned 
around, looking in all directions. The vein in Frank's temple 
began to pound and also Alfred nervously brandished his 
flashlight. 

The gasp could be heard again and the two rebels searched 
for the source of noise. Finally they saw a man, who lay in a 
dark corner. Probably a derelict, old and ugly, with a reddish 
beard, a shabby trench coat and some brandy bottles in 
front of him. The underground inhabitant blinked dazedly, 
when Baumer hit him with the blaze of his flashlight. 
„Ca va?", slurred the old man. 
"What?", stammered Frank nervously. 
"Ca va?", repeated the drunk. "Ca va?" 
"All right, grandpa! We will go now!", said Alf and turned 
around. 
"Ca va?" 

„Shut the fuck up, man!", hissed Frank toward the tramp and 
pulled his gun. 
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"Frank, what do you...?", asked Baumer. „Put that gun 

away!" 

„lf he tells someone that we have been down here or 

remembers our faces...", growled Frank excitedly and 

brandished his weapon. 

„This guy is just drunk. Leave him alone! Or do you want to 

kill him?", grumbled Alf at his friend. 

"Ca va?", burped the tramp again. 

"Shut up, you dirty old jerk! Don't make such a noise! 

Otherwise I will give you some „Ca va"!", screamed Frank 

and kicked the man in the side. 

The tramp whined quietly and whispered something in 

French. Kohlhaas pressed the pistol against his nose. "Just 

shut up, man! Or you won't survive this!" 

At this moment, Alfred pulled the furious young man 

energetically back and shoved him away. 

„What is wrong with you, Frank? Are you mad? That old guy 

will say nothing. Hundreds of homeless people hang around 

here and nobody is interested in the babble of an old tramp! 

Let's go back through the tunnels! It's time to disappear!" 

Frank slowly calmed down and put his gun away. He had 

nearly shot or stabbed this old man. Alfred gave him 

another stroke in the side and looked at him with lack of 

comprehension. 

„lt's enough for now!", he said. ..Otherwise, I will become 

angry! We disappear from here! Come on!" 

Frank just followed his friend and was silent. At once, the 

whole thing was embarrassing to him and Alfred 

reprimanded him again, with sharp words, to control his 

rage next time. „He was nevertheless nothing but a drunk 

grandpa, man!", he grumbled. 

„Okay, I may have overreacted...", answered Frank and 

looked away. 
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When they went back and crept again through the dark 
sewer system, Frank had to admit himself, that he had been 
close to kill this bum. That he was a safety risk, could 
perhaps be an argument, but only a superficial, because it 
was more than improbable that anybody would be 
interested in the twaddle of a drunk tramp from the 
underground of Paris. 

Nevertheless, he had almost killed this man, simply cut his 
throat, to let him rot in the darkness of the old metro shaft. 
Yes, it had almost happened, if Alfred had not stopped him. 
Frank thought about himself... 

Frank and Alf did not continue to explore the abandoned 
tunnel, in which the drunk man had lain. They crept again 
back through the hole and Kohlhaas took his DC-stick out of 
the backpack. Meanwhile, the two men were tired and Paris 
seemed to wake up above them. The honking of cars and 
the rumble slowly became louder. 

„lt probably goes on here. After the next two passages there 
is another room with reservoirs - or whatever!", explained 
Frank and went into the next tunnel. 

Alfred sprayed a red cross on the wall beside the hole, 
which led into the metro shaft and followed his easily 
excitable rebel friend. 

They still walked through stinking, but this time bigger sewer 
corridors, that had small and smelly rivers inside. Baumer 
looked at Frank's back and was still annoyed. Meanwhile, 
they had advanced still deeper into the underground. Finally 
they found a second underground hall, which was also hold 
by stone columns. The wastewater was collected here in 
large basins and was moreover rerouted in several 
directions. The basins were covered with large grids of iron 
and there was a footpath with some stairs, that was secured 
with a banister rail. Here one could probably come to a 
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control room. Several water pumps and pipes were all 

around them. On the walls, they recognized lamps and thick 

cables. Also some crates had been piled up there. This 

large and long room seemed to be used very often, because 

it was directly below the inner city. But around this time it 

was empty. The two men crept further forward. 

The old brick walls and the stone archs had something 

formidable. Now they recognized some iron stairs, which led 

up the wall and ended in a dark hole. At the end of the hall, 

there was a rusted steel door with a lamp above it. 

„Look at this enormous room! It had already been built in the 

good old times. Really impressing!", whispered Alfred. 

"Yes, a very big hall below the earth. Like the old „Moria" in 

that film. Just smaller...", said Frank. 

„Moria?", asked Baumer and was puzzled. „What do you 

mean with that?" 

„Well, there is an old fantasy film. My father had once 

brought me a video tape, when I was still a little boy. It was 

called „The Lord of the Rings". In that movie, the heroes had 

to pass an underground labyrinth too - and it was called 

„Moria". An giant underground city, built by the dwarves in 

the ancient times of Middle-earth...", described Kohlhaas. „l 

really loved that film!" 

„You are a dwarf too, ha, ha!", answered Alf and smiled. 

„Where are we here?" 

A look at the map seemed to be necessary now. Probably 

the steel door at the end of the vault led into a bigger area, 

from where the men could reach the "Avenue of Humanity". 

J hope that there will be no workers of the public utilities", 

whispered Alfred. It was already after five o'clock in the 

morning. „We must hurry up!" 

"Maybe the workers are more often here, than in the areas 

behind us", answered Frank quietly. 
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The steel door was secured with a digital code lock. Apart 
from that, the door looked old and was strongly rusted. The 
dark green paint on its surface had already peeled. Alfred 
started working immediately. He used his blowtorch, but the 
door was very solid. 

Baumer had to destroy a big part of the lock and needed 
nearly half an hour to open it. Meanwhile, Frank looked 
nervously around and hoped that nobody would disturb 
them. 

Finally, the steel door opened with a quiet crunch and the 
two assassins came into another room, which was equipped 
with some shelves and an electronic control desk. The old 
desk reminded them of the seventies of the last century, 
because of its design. It was a true relict of technology. 
Soon after, they left the area over some stone stairs and 
sneaked over a way with deep water reservoirs at the sides. 
Finally they disappeared again in one of the sewer tunnels, 
because Frank believed, that he had found this passage on 
HOK's map. Alf marked the way and they continued with 
their search. 

„The "Avenue of Humanity" is no longer far!", called 
Kohlhaas and disappeared into another dark hole. 
They walked about hundred meters straightforward and 
turned then to the left into a further sewer corridor. Again, it 
was one of the bigger tunnels, because a small river rushed 
beside them here. Now they saw numerous cables, rusty 
lamps, old pipes and also a faded sign with some warnings. 
A little later, both men stood in front of the next grid, which 
blocked their way. Alfred's blowtorch cut through the rusty 
metal and he threw a glowing piece of the grid into the 
water. After further hundred meters, a rat swarm, which had 
probably held a meeting here, fled from the blaze of their 
flashlights in all directions. Then the old brick ceilings 
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became higher and they reached a hall with an enormous 
water pump and a large basin in its center. 
While the two rebels felt safe in the narrow and dark sewer 
corridors, which led through the underground of Paris, they 
had the impression of being observed in the larger rooms 
and halls. 

Here they could have encountered another derelict or a 
worker of the public utilities. But it was still very early in the 
morning and nobody, except for the two rebels, seemed to 
be here. From a distance, they suddenly heard the 
thundering of an arriving metro. That was a good sign. 
„Charles de Gaulle!", whispered Frank and leaned against a 
large, gray column. „lt must be the underground station 
Charles de Gaulle. It is close to the "Temple of Tolerance". 
We have almost reached our goal!" 

The two men looked at the map again, then they climbed 
down an iron ladder and disappeared into a larger tunnel, 
which led them towards the source of noise. The way 
through this passage was long, monotonous and stinky. It 
seemed to lead many hundred meters into nothing. Frank 
reassured Alf that it was no longer far. 
Only one last sewer corridor had to be passed now. Then 
they would be directly below the square, that had once been 
decorated by the Arc de Triomphe. Again, they heard the 
noise of a metro, speeding through the earth. The two 
rebels had crept through the guts of Paris with success. 
Frank and Alf were proud. 

Beside them, a rusty ladder led upward to a dirty gully 
cover, where armies of black spiders were waiting for them, 
as a closer look proved. A little later it was done. The 
"Temple of Tolerance" was directly above their heads. Cars 
were humming and honking on the heavily travelled street, 
and they heard some people shout. Paris awoke. 
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Now it was time to disappear. Frank jumped up the ladder 

like a cat, climbed upward and lifted the gully cover to look 

over the square. Frank smiled grimly. They had finally made 

their way through the canalization - it was possible! 

From the corner of his eye Kohlhaas could recognize an 

outside wall of the ugly concrete monument, that looked like 

a huge pyramid. 

"We have arrived! Great!", said Frank joyfully and climbed 

down the ladder again. 

"Over there! Look! About thirty meters away from me!" 

Alfred pointed at the darkness of the sewer corridor next to 

him. "We will place the bomb there and send Wechsler to 

hell! The explosion will be strong enough to tear up a big 

part of the square in front of the monument!" 

"Yes! We will fucking do that!", muttered Frank with a 

poisonous smile. 

"And now we have to move our asses out of this 

canalization!", he added and both men headed back. With 

growing internal confidence and contentment, the two rebels 

slunk off. 

Occasionally, Frank had to study some construction plans 

again, but mostly his sense of direction was right. The red 

crosses, Alfred had sprayed on the walls, were a good 

additional help. Perfectly tired, stinky and filthy, they finally 

crept out of the sewer tunnel next to the abandoned factory 

hall in the early morning hours. Soon they would spend 

many hours in the canalization again. 

On their way back to the hotel, at dawn, no one noticed 

them. Indeed their clothes were dirty, but this was not 

unusual in Paris. There were a lot of filthy guys in the 

streets of this metropolis. A warm hotel room was waiting for 

them and it was silent on the unlit floor. They just closed the 

door behind them and looked forward to a hot shower. 

Frank and Alf had no longer had this luxury since years, and 
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both enjoyed the water, washing all the dirt and the stench 
away from their bodies. Then they quickly fell asleep. Soon 
the great day would come. The day of bloody revenge. And 
Frank looked forward to his payback... 
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The Lull before the Storm 



Frank and Alfred left the small hotel ..Sunflower" in the 

following days always alternating, in order to buy some food 

in the nearby supermarkets. They never ate in the small 

dining room of the hotel together with the other guests and 

avoided every contact to them. Only in their hotel room, they 

took their meals, which were usually produced by the 

"Globe Food" grocery chain. 

The television was on, all day long, and overwhelmed them 

with dull entertainment and repetitions of old movies, 

interrupted by the hourly news. In this context, it was 

interesting to see, how the World Government dealt with the 

renegade state of Japan. At an interval of a few hours, the 

newest reports came over the air. 

Japanese were interviewed, who allegedly had left the 

country, ..before Matsumotos firing squads could execute 

them", because they had fought for ..world peace" and 

"freedom". Ron Baldwin, the not very trustworthy looking 

advisor of puppet governor Ikeda, who had also been blown 

off the country, appeared in nearly each newscast. 

He whined and stressed his ..great sorrows about the new 

Japan", that he had learned to love soo much, since he had 

come to the island in 2020, as a manager of the Greenbaum 

Brothers Bank 

He tried to look dismayed and affected to convince even the 

ignorant viewers. Nevertheless, it was his job to lie in front 

of the telecameras and he seemed to be eager to play his 

role. 

Eight great warships had been sent to the eastern seas of 

Japan by the GCF high command, in order to observe the 

situation. Furthermore, the World President had demanded 
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an ultimatum to the island people. They had to return to the 

World Union until the end of the month. 

"Otherwise, unpleasant consequences for the Matsumoto 

regime could follow!", he threatened on television. 

The media concealed that the new president of Japan had 

come to power by the will of his people. He had been voted 

by over eighty percent of the Japanese population. 

Meanwhile, the Japanese had abolished any further 

elections, and Matsumoto called democracy a "giant play of 

mass manipulation". 

Moreover, the new president controlled himself and let all 

representatives and ambassadors of the World Government 

leave the country. And Matsumoto did not lay a finger on 

them. 

However, during the rebellion it had come to spontaneous 

lynchings by the furious people. Some Japanese had just 

taken revenge on those persons, who had exploited them 

for many years and had destroyed their country. The most 

"global parasites", as many Japanese called them, had 

been killed in Tokyo and Osaka. 

But the "fascist Matsumoto" was responsible for all this, in 

the eyes of the international media. Therefore, they 

unleashed a furious hate campaign against the rebellious 

Asians. Soon after, it changed to an irate and hysterical 

choir of slander and lies. A military intervention, however, 

was "currently not planned", according to the words of the 

World President. The newscasters tried to calm the viewers, 

but the whole thing smelled like war. 

„We will see!", thought Frank. 

„Now in your KCN-Shop! Call 070023456 and get him! 
Sergeant Powers, your supersoldier! He fights them all, 
yeah!", resounded a pithy voice out of the television. A hand 
was waving with an action figure - Sergeant Powers. 
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..Terrorists, fascists, evil people! Sergeant Powers finishes 

them all! Get your Sergeant now and annihilate the evil 

forces! Only 19.95 Globes, here in your KCN-Shop or in 

every toyshop, yeah!", it came out of the tube. 

Then the voice kindly told the kids, that they could borrow 

some money at the "KCN Bank for Children", if their parents 

would not have the Globes for Sergeant Powers. But only 

for children, who were already six years old. 

„Oh, shit!", sighed Alf. ..Turn it off!" 

„ln a few minutes, I want to watch "The Little Whisperer" on 

KCN. I always wanted to have a look at this brainwash 

show for children." 

..Please not...", answered Baumer disgustedly. 

Shortly afterwards, KCN (Kid Control Network), the biggest 

telestation for children worldwide, started its famous show, 

called "The Little Whisperer". 

Some years ago, KCN had started the series. Meanwhile, it 

had mutated to a blockbuster, which was also watched by 

the adult population and had extremely high viewing figures. 

Nevertheless, the actual target audience of the telecast was 

the younger generation. Since some time, the absurd show 

could be watched in innumerable languages and on all 

continents. 

Frank and thereafter also Alf, who could not successfully 

hide himself from the acoustic irradiation of the television, 

stared eagerly, and at the same time distastefully, at the 

screen: Now it was time for „The Little Whisperer"! 

A slimy presenter with flashing white teeth and an also 

flashing white suit, opened the show and the audience of 

little children cheered loudly. 

„Hey, kids! Tm Funny Paul! Who of are you?", he called 

ecstatically. 

"We are the kids!", roared the children and raved with great 

enthusiasm. 
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Every show of "The Little Whisperer" started in that manner. 
This was the German version, which could also be received 
here in Paris, together with approximately 700 other TV 
shows from all over the world. The camera swivelled around 
and showed alternating children of different nationalities. 
The „One-World" - on television it was cute at first sight. 
Then, all candidates of today's show were presented: The 
little Tina from Bitterfeld, Tommy from Hamburg, Robin from 
Bremen, Gulay from Bochum, Kim Song from somewhere 
else... 

Anyhow, the children screamed full of joy and Alf moaned: 
„Turn it off! Please!" 

But Frank remained hard. At least, he just wanted to watch 
one show of the series, the two policemen had talked about, 
when they had transported him to "Big Eye" at that time. 
After a while, the presenter called for the little Tina, a sweet 
blondie with braids and a cunning smile. 
"You know, Tina, officer Bark and I must always pay 
attention that people say no bad things about our World 
President. Therefore, we also need the many children here 
to help us. You have told us last week, that your papa has 
said something very bad about our uncle World President. 
And you want to win your pony today, right?", said the 
presenter and grinned . 

"Yes, please, Funny Paul!", begged the little Tina and cast 
up her nice blue eyes. 

„lf you have caught your daddy, making a very bad 
statement, then officer Bark and I are more than proud of 
you, because you have really helped us", whispered Funny 
Paul and turned to the audience. „Now, Tina will tell all 
these very bad words to our friend! And who is our friend?" 
„The big Eeeeaaarrr!", screamed the children and stamped 
their applause. 



158 



A big ear of plastic was brought on the stage and the small 

Tina uncertainly looked at it. 

„Okay, Tina! The big ear is your friend, you can tell 

everything!", said the presenter to the little girl. 

J... I will do...", said Tina and smiled bashfully. J will tell 

everything!". 

Then she whispered to the big plastic ear: „Daddy has said, 

the uncle World President is...ehmm...a swine and the 

World President... ehmmm... should be shot!" 

She still told this and that, and apparently she had even 

written a lot of things on a small slip. The moderator 

encouraged her, to tell everything at all. It would remain 

their secret, and except for the audience and millions of 

other viewers, nobody else would ever hear it. Everything 

the little Tina said, was shown at the bottom of the screen. 

„Oh!", shouted Funny Paul. „Your daddy really said all this?" 

„Hmmm..., answered the child. 

„Then your dad is not healthy. He is ill. I believe, we have to 

help him, but we will ask him first. Now, we will ask Tina's 

daddy!", called Funny Paul and waved his hands. 

„Jaaaaaaa!", cheered the audience. Suddenly the cameras 

switched live to a room, in which Mr. Notmeier, Tina's 

father, sat behind a table. 

He apparently was not very happy and smiled fearfully at 

the telecameras. Then Funny Paul interviewed him to the 

remarks, his daughter wanted to have heard and her father 

tried to make some excuses. But he behaved more than 

bumbling and finally started to stammer. 

Shortly afterwards, some other candidates had a turn: 

Tommy, Kim Song and a few more. They told the big plastic 

ear all the "bad words" and politically incorrect remarks they 

had heard from their parents, neighbors or relatives. Then 

came the final. 
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„Who has been the best „Bad-Word-Detective" of today's 

show?", shouted Funny Paul through the hall. 

The children were allowed to vote and made Tina to the 

best „Bad-Word-Detective" of this day. 

„Tina! Tina! Tina! Tina!", it resounded out of the tube. The 

little girl finally won a pony and fell down on her knees, 

bursting with joy. Her was casually told by Funny Paul, that 

her dad had to go to a "hotel" for a long time. The doctors 

would do everything to help him, assured the presenter. 

But the joy about her new pony was much too big, and Tina 

probably heard this sentence only with half an ear. Then a 

man in a dog costume and a police uniform came down 

some stairs, went on the stage and welcomed his cheering 

audience. 

It was officer Bark, who was hunting „bad words" all day 

long, in order to make the world a better place, as Funny 

Paul mentioned. He brandished his police club, his 

oversized hands of foam and his big handcuffs. The children 

yelled. 

At the end of the show, he sang the "One-World-Song" with 

them. Funny Paul smiled at the telecameras and in the 

background, the little Tina was leaping for joy about her new 

pony like a bouncy ball. It all ended with some commercials 

for kids. Frank and Alf were disturbed. 

In the night from 26. on 27. February, Frank and Alfred 
alternately kept guard at the window of their hotel room and 
checked the equipment. At three o'clock in the morning, 
they were finally ready to go. The rebels strapped their 
backpacks on, left the hotel room and sneaked over the 
dark corridor to the lower floor like two shadows. They 
parked the hire car some blocks away in a small side lane 
behind an old tenement. Both men would never return to the 
hotel after the bombing, and planned to drive from Paris to 
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Compiegne as fast as possible. Their steps on the asphalt 
were quiet, while the "Sunflower" slowly became a dark and 
small spot behind them. This night was unusually cold, but 
fortunately it was not raining. Now they moved with still 
more caution than in the night, when they had explored the 
canalization. This time, even little mistakes could endanger 
everything. 

If a police patrol had asked them about the content of their 
backpacks, the two rebels would have had more than just a 
problem. Apart from that, they had guns and knifes in their 
pockets. And even the stupidest cop would not believe 
them, that the were nothing but harmless tourists on a 
sightseeing tour. 

Again they crept from one dark corner to the next, crossing 
a lot of empty streets. Their faces were partly hidden behind 
broad baseball caps, under which four wary eyes examined 
the vicinity, everywhere suspecting enemies or curious 
observers. They were like two predators, always ready to 
catch their booty. 

Some cars drove past them. At the end to the "Rue de 
York", when they lurked in the shadow of an empty shop, 
they suddenly saw a police car, bending around the corner. 
Frank and Alf were shocked, nevertheless, they tried to 
saunter inconspicuously about and acted, as if they did not 
heed the police car. 

The sound of an humming engine became louder and the 
tension rose to the extreme. If just a single policeman would 
have asked them for their particulars or wanted to look into 
their backpacks, then Frank and Alf would have had no 
other chance than killing him. And in case of emergency, 
also every other witness in sight. 

No one had guns and NDC-23 by the kilo, who just wanted 
to visit Paris. The police car approached and seemed to 
drive more slowly now, but it didn't stop and no cop stepped 
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out. Probably, the driver only wanted to take a brief look at 

these two strange guys. But this city was full of people like 

this. It was luck for the two bombers, but probably also luck 

for the policeman, because they had not hesitated to use 

their weapons, if necessary. 

„Lucky you!", whispered Frank quietly. 

„Come on!", said Alf. „We are just good citizens." 

„With some NDC-23 in our backpacks...", Kohlhaas giggled 

and seemed to be relieved. Except for some tramps, the 

streets of Paris were empty in this part of the city. After a 

further short walk through the dark lanes, they had finally 

reached the gully cover in front of the abandoned factory, 

which Alfred had duly closed again, after they had returned 

from the canalization. They entered the underworld again. 

But this time it was no more disgusting but otherwise 

harmless scouting expedition. This time, it was deadly 

serious. 

At the very thought of staying in this stinky vault until 
noontime of 01.03.2029, and even to sleep down here, the 
two men shuddered. 

What would be, if they suddenly stood in front of some new 
grids, which had been repaired in the last days? Or even in 
front of some policemen? No, there was no more room for 
surprises. They had to keep their eyes open to react on 
changes. Now it was the same way again, and rats and 
spiders appeared as a greeting committee in the dark 
tunnels once more. When they had reached the first larger 
room, they examined their equipment, in order to be 
prepared for all possible incidents. 

Frank absently looked at his knife with the serrated blade, 
which John Throphy had organized for him on one of his 
trips to Belarus. Then he put it back into the pocket. The red 
crosses which Alf had sprayed on some walls, were still 
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there and the two men were glad about this. Also the 
destroyed grids had fortunately not been repaired, after their 
first walk through the canalization. Frank and Alf decided 
not to stay in the direct proximity of the event overnight. If 
policemen would scan the passages before the 
celebrations, then within this range. They finally chose the 
closed metro tunnel, that they could reach through the dug 
hole in the wall. The air was much better here and from 
somewhere seemed to come a refreshing breeze. 
Nevertheless, it was cold, scary and dark there. 
„What will be if people walk around here again?", 
whispered Frank. 

„One of us must stay awake and keep guard, while the other 
one sleeps", answered Alf. „l will begin if you want!" 
They searched the pit for some fire wood and found all 
kinds of flammable waste after a few minutes. Probably it 
were the inheritances of some tramps. Shortly afterwards, 
they kindled a small campfire, a tiny place of warmth and 
light in that endless, yawning pit. Kohlhaas accepted Alf s 
offer, tucked himself up and slept on the uncomfortable 
ground beside the rails, after he had put a few dry boards 
and an old plastic foil there. However, this night was terrible, 
all alone in the darkness of this old tunnel. Frank started to 
freeze. 

Two hours later, his friend woke him up and asked him to 
take over the next night watch. Tired and nervous, Frank 
straightened up and sat down at the glowing fire. It lasted 
only some minutes, then Alf was sleeping and began to 
snore. 

That was the only sound in this eerie vault and Kohlhaas 
was happy to hear it after a while. The darkness stared at 
him from a distance and sometimes he believed to hear a 
silent coughing or weeping somewhere, but in this night, the 
metro tunnel was empty. 
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It was at 6.00 o'clock in the morning. Frank and Alfred had 
a pitiful breakfast and started with their reconnaissance. 
They slunk quietly and slowly forward and still did not see 
anybody at this early time. No grids or barricades had been 
repaired by any workers or had been placed by the police. 
At least, not on the first day in that hole. On 27.02.2029, the 
two men played card games or spent their time with various 
conversations at the campfire in the closed metro tunnel. 
Later they explored some new passages and finally 
returned to their hiding place. They preferred the old metro 
tunnel to the canalization. Not only because of the better air 
and the campfire. Apart from the bigger halls with the water 
reservoirs, the narrow canals were no places, where they 
wanted to stay longer than necessary. The hours seemed to 
be endless, down below in the underground of Paris. Again, 
a long and uncomfortable night was waiting for them and 
Frank decided to be on guard at first, while Alfred tried to 
sleep. 

Kohlhaas was also very tired and nibbled boredly on some 
chips from the supermarket. Meanwhile, the darkness 
around him made the young man more nervous than ever 
before, and so he decided to look for some more wood for 
the campfire. Soon he had discovered another pile of 
broads near the tracks. After a while he cowered at the 
campfire again - but suddenly he startled up. 
Something had shown its head in a dark corner beyond the 
pile of firewood. It had been a ghostly, pale child, pressing 
its finger to the lips, as if it wanted to remind Frank to be 
silent. 

„Pssst!", he thought to have heard. Then the darkness 
returned again. 

He felt the adrenaline burning in his veins. Kohlhaas hastily 
fetched his flashlight to examine the place of the spooky 
appearance, but there were only stones and garbage. 
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Nothing was to be seen of a child. He thought about waking 
up his friend to tell him about the ghost, but he did not do it. 
There was nothing. Nothing at all. 

After two hours, Frank was damn glad about the fact, that 
he could hand over the night watch to Alfred now. Then he 
immediately fell asleep. When it was his turn again, in the 
early morning, he initially illuminated the strange place with 
his flashlight. But there were no ghosts at all, only garbage. 
Franks nerves were raw and he started to search more 
thoroughly. But it must have been an illusion. Shortly 
afterwards, the young man left the spooky place and hoped 
that the panic would die down again. 
The fire flickered and fought against its extinction for a 
while. Finally Kohlhaas had to return to the eerie corner to 
bring some more firewood. He was still scared and looked 
around, waiting for the coming of the ghostly child. But it did 
not come and left Frank alone in the cold darkness. 

On the next day, at half past eight, Alfred heard voices. 

„Calm!", he hissed and touched Frank lightly. „Hey! Don't 

you hear that?" 

Kohlhaas startled and sharpened his ears. Baumer was 

right. Now he heard the voices too. Someone was shouting 

in the distance, and the calls resounded in the tunnels. They 

had to be vigilant now. 

J take a look!", said Alfred quietly. 

„Damn! Be careful!", answered Frank and slapped on 

Baumefs shoulder. 

Alf jumped up and crawled through the hole in the wall into 

the sewer corridor. He ran to a bifurcation and went into the 

next passage. In his corner of his eye, he could see one of 

the red crosses, he had sprayed on the wall before. The 

voices became louder. They probably came from the larger 

hall with the control room. After some minutes, Alf had 
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advanced far enough into the tangle of sewers corridors and 
had reached the room with the water basins. Again, he 
heard someone call in French. He turned off his flashlight 
and disappeared in the darkness. Then he sneaked towards 
to the source of noise. Someone had put on the lights in the 
hall and the old, high vault was weakly illuminated now. 
Baumer dared not to go further and huddled in a corner of 
the corridor, which led to the hall. The voices still became a 
little louder and came out of the small room beside the hall, 
which could be reached over the stairs. 
Finally a man came out of the chamber and called his 
colleague. These men were workers of the public utilities of 
Paris, and made their daily inspection round here. Alf hoped 
that they would not come too often. 

After he had observed them for a while, and one the 
workers had examined a water basin, the two men walked 
away and disappeared into a sewer corridor. 
Alf heard them talk loudly. Then their voices faded away in 
the distance. The rebel turned around and sneaked again 
towards the closed metro tunnel. 

„l just hope, they haven't noticed that we have opened 
those grids and that steel door", he said quietly to himself. 
But the workers had made a calm impression. This was 
obviously just an usual inspection round, that they made 
repeatedly, and with not much eagerness. And even if they 
would repair something, Frank and Alfred could still destroy 
it in the next night again. Kohlhaas was waiting at the small 
campfire and was relieved, when he saw Alfred creeping 
through the hole in the wall. 

„Damn! Where have you been? Thank God, it was your 
flashlight. All right! I have already pulled my gun!", said 
Kohlhaas. 
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„lt were just some workers", explained Alf and sat down 

beside his friend. ..Let's see, who will come down here 

tomorrow!" 

„Do you know, that they have found a full-grown alligator in 

the canalization of Paris some years ago?", interrupted him 

Frank and smiled grimly, looking at his comrade. 

„l still prefer alligators to cops, Franky!", answered Alf. 

This time, the night, that could only be differentiated from 

the day by a look at the clock, was almost relaxing for the 

two rebels. It was a bit like in the good old schooldays, 

before a classwork, after a long time of learning. They knew 

that the big showdown was inevitable now. 

Tomorrow was the day of their final paper. Maybe a little 

more bloody and dangerous as a class test. Frank and 

Alfred kept guard once more and no ghosts or shades 

appeared. 

At 6.30 o'clock, Alfred's DC-stick beeped and woke the two 

men. The campfire was still glowing, otherwise the cold 

darkness had crept into each corner of the metro shaft 

again. 

They slowly got up and ate a few toasts for breakfast. The 

slices of bread tasted like nothing, this cheap and lousy 

grub from ..Globe Food". But it could still be used as a 

possible last meal. 

„We must go to our target area now. If some cops come 

down here today, then in the morning hours. We must keep 

everything in sight", explained Baumer and examined the 

equipment on completeness. 

He checked the time fuse of the bomb several times. Then 

he hid the explosive under a pile of debris to avoid that any 

derelicts find it. Meanwhile, Frank Kohlhaas looked at his 

DC-stick. He wanted to make no mistakes, although they 

had already gone the way twice. Like canal rats, which had 

meanwhile become accustomed to their wet and dark home, 
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they silently crept through the sewer corridors and were 
particularly careful in the bigger halls, which hardly offered 
any cover. 

They groped in the dark of the tunnels, mostly with just one 
flashlight in use, in order to cause no all too big light cones. 
Shortly afterwards, they came to the larger vault with the 
water pumps, that reminded Frank of „Moria" from the old 
film. Now they saw that the steel door was still open. 
Kohlhaas beheld the lamp. It looked like the blinde eye of a 
Cyclops, staring at him. Nobody seemed to have been here 
or nobody had recognized the destruction of the door. Both 
men breathed again. 

After a walk through several sewer corridors, they had 
already come close to their goal. Now they squatted in a 
dark corner and waited. The "Temple of Tolerance" and the 
metro station „Charles de Gaulle" were near. They heard a 
metro rumbling in the distance. Cars could not be heard 
today, because the "Avenue of Humanity" had already been 
closed off since a few hours. Suddenly human voices came 
nearer and the two men looked at each other. What was 
that? 

At this very second, a cone of light shot directly above their 

heads. Frank's and Alfred's hearts dived. But the ray 

fortunately found no target, except for rusty pipes and the 

dark throat of a sewer corridor. 

A policeman of the GP, the "Global Police", approached and 

scoured the environment for something. 

„There is nothing here!", he shouted at one of his 

colleagues, obviously also no Frenchman. The other man 

answered in a strange sounding jargon. 

„Okay!", it resounded out of another sewer tunnel in the 

proximity of the "Temple of Tolerance". 

„This job is fucked up!", said the cop near Frank. 
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Obviously he had no greater desire to crawl through dark 

and stinky sewers. 

„Check the tunnels in your area!", shouted the second GP 

officer in the distance. 

The policeman pointed his cone of light at the opposite 

tunnel. Meanwhile, the two men were scared to death and 

crouched in the brackish water, that flowed beneath them. 

The policeman was only about fifty meters away from them 

and mumbled something into his radio. 

..Let's disappear from this hole!", hissed Frank quietly. 

„But carefully...", whispered Alf and tried to turn around 

noiselessly, while the cop babbled with the other one. 

Frank and Alfred prepared for a quiet retreat to another 

sewer corridor. They carefully crept away, but Frank 

suddenly slid on the wet ground and slipped into the dirty 

trickle. A quiet „Plop!" resounded out of the sewer, which 

still increased the noise. 

Now the two men were gripped by fear and tried to escape 

from the danger zone as fast as possible. The head of the 

policeman turned around and his flashlight with him. A light 

cone immediately jumped towards the tunnel like a furious 

lion, but there was nobody anymore. 

Frank and Alf were already on the run to the next reservoir 

room and the cop only heard quiet steps and the lapping of 

water. A ray of light bored itself into the dark tunnel and 

illuminated its forepart. 

„ls there somebody?", shouted the policeman into the black 

hole. „Hey, give me a sign!", he added. 

Then he went back to another place. His radio croaked and 

he tried to give an answer in English. 

"I thought, I have heard something. But I think it was only a 

rat!", he said. 
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In the meantime, Kohlhaas and Baumer had reached 

another sewer corridor and the cop made no move to follow 

them through the ugly passage. 

"Don't know! Shit!", Frank heard him curse quietly. 

He finally walked to another area of the sewer system. Both 

assassins breathed again. Totally unprepared, they had 

been surprised by that man. This cop had almost seen 

them. Both still waited for another hour in the protection of 

the smelly darkness, until no more voices could be heard in 

the distance. On the way back to the closed metro tunnel 

they did not encounter any other policemen. Nevertheless, 

their nerves were still raw. 

These GP's, who had been recruited in many different 

countries, just like the GCF occupation troops, obviously 

had no bigger references to the French culture. However, 

their interest to explore the famous historic sewer system of 

Paris was limited. 

They just did their job and examined the direct area below 

the square in front of the "Temple of Tolerance", that was 

all. Policemen, who solely made "their job", just arrived at 

the right moment in the eyes of Frank and Alfred. 

When they came back to the metro tunnel, everything was 

still at its place. Also the NDC-23 - which should have its 

great performance in about two to three hours. 
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Bomb-happy... 



While Frank and Alf were waiting for the attack in their 
hiding place, and the minutes passed in a state of 
nervousness and tension, Paris resembled an anthill at the 
surface. The opening speech of Leon-Jack Wechsler, 
governor of the administrative sector ..Central Europe", 
should start at 13.00 o'clock. The streets of the metropolis 
were already now, around 11,00 o'clock, perfectly 
overcrowded. 

Huge masses of people, roughly about two millions, 
clustered towards the "Avenue of Humanity" and it came to 
the first clashes between the visitors of the event and the 
police in the early morning hours. 

In the gray of dawn, bloody riots had broken out with 
numerous casualties and many deads. In many parts of the 
metropolis the violence still ruled the streets, particularly in 
the Arabic ghettos. 

Over 40 GP-Policemen and hundreds of Arabs had already 
been killed. Last night, French patriots had fixed some 
enormous transparencies with slogans like ..France is the 
country of the Frenchmen!" or ..Freedom for France! Down 
with the World Government!" at several big buildings in the 
inner city. 

Some activists had been caught by the police, three young 
Frenchmen had even been shot. In the north of Paris, young 
Arabs had tried to penetrate into some suburbs, which were 
inhabited by Frenchmen. Here they had burned cars or had 
broken into houses. Finally they had encountered some 
armed Frenchmen and the police. Over 200 people had 
been killed in that street fight. An illegal demonstration of 
the "Islamic Federation" in the opposite part of the former 
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capital of France against the policy of the World 

Government in the Middle East, had likewise ended with 

violent outbursts. Over thirty thousand Muslims had come 

together to protest and could only be dispersed by the 

security forces, after they had attacked the crowd with 

tanks. 

Hugo and Baptiste, the Frenchmen, who had visited the 

meeting in Ivas at that time, were already active in the 

boiling metropolis since weeks. 

Their political group had distributed tens of thousands of 

illegal leaflets in the whole city, in which they called up the 

population to resist the foreign rulers and to fight against the 

World Government. Some activists who had been caught by 

the police, were never seen again. 

Furthermore, they let countless little pieces of paper with 

rebellious calls rain down on the shopping streets, from the 

roofs of some multistory buildings. 

They had uploaded a lot of forbidden webpages on the 

Internet and had even established a secret radio channel 

which daily sent informations. Apart from this, the freedom 

fighters had sprayed some oppositional slogans on the 

entrance door of the "Temple of Tolerance". The police and 

the GSA were still investigating feverishly. When the police 

had located the secret radio station in the end, most of the 

French acivists had made it to esape them. 

This form of resistance was also not less dangerous than a 

bombing because prison or even death was waiting for 

people who were classified by the GSA as "incurable 

politically incorrect". 

Therefore, not only Frank and Alfred risked their lifes down 

in the tunnel system below the city, in the battle against the 

global dictatorship. Even at the surface, many Frenchmen, 

above all the young people, stretched their heads that far 

out of the swamp of anxiety and anonymity that the police 



172 



could cut them off. This so called "festival" would become 
bloody. Even without a bomb strike. After the opening 
speech, the people would only see on video, the military 
parades of the GCF troops would begin. Moreover, masses 
of journalists infested the city like a swarm of grasshoppers 
and were eager to spread the ideology of the New World 
Order. A happy world full of peace and harmony, wearing a 
long cloak - made of lies. 

As the „One-World-Song" resounded out of the 
loudspeakers that had been situated everywhere along the 
"Avenue of Humanity", only a small part of the giant crowd 
sang along. This was disappoiting for the GSA agents who 
meticulously filmed the people. 

Sometimes, even bottles and stones were thrown in the 
direction of the loudspeakers and screens which showed no 
pictures yet. Here, the GP officials took drastic measures 
and pulled every molester out of the crowd. Who was 
caught disappeared in a police vehicle. 
So many of the two million spectators were already upset, 
although the festival had not been opened by Wechsler so 
far. Apart from that, many Parisians also just holed up in 
their houses, hoping that this day would pass as quickly as 
possible. In spite of the publicity campaign of the media 
which stylized the "Festival of the New World" to a new 
climax of human development. 

The population of the sector ..Central Europe" had been 
forced to pay still higher tributes and taxes in the last 
months and the social misery was growing more and more. 
Therefore, the people had not very much of this ..Festival of 
the New World", and all the propaganda around it. The 
racial tensions also continued to extend. If one drove 
through some parts of Paris, it seemed that France was 
close to civil war. But all this was a part of the policy of the 
new rulers, a small piece of their worldwide opus of decay. 
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The screaming crowd above their heads could easily be 

heard, down in the canalization. It roared and yelled and 

sang and stamped. Frank and Alfred seemed to become 

only more nervous, because of this din. Time was running 

out fast, and soon the critical moment would come. The 

governor was on his way to the inner city of Paris. Now it 

was vital to pay attention. All or nothing! 

„Whafs the time, Baumer?", asked Frank with an uncertain 

flickering in his eyes, while the „One-World-Song" was sung 

above him. 

„Three minutes past twelve. Still about an hour...", answered 

Alf and extinguished the campfire. 

„Okay, let's go!", said Kohlhaas, nervously fumbling on his 

cap. 

They checked their equipment again and Frank stroked the 

explosive in the blue bags. 

„For you father, for you sister!", he silently murmured and 

stared into the dark tunnel. 

Both took their heavy luggage and loaded their weapons. 

Then they went to the hole to enter the canalization. Each 

step was arduous now and was accompanied by a wildly 

pounding heart. The palms of the two men filled with tiny 

rills of sweat, while the ubiquitous darkness stared at them 

still more malicious than ever before. 

Their flashlights shone the way and they moved through the 

sewer corridors like creeping cats on the hunt. The larger 

halls were empty now. 

All attention, probably even those of the workers of the 

public utilities, was given to the enormous spectacle at the 

surface. What Frank and Alfred did not know was that all 

employees of the city of Paris were allowed to stay away 

from work if they visited the ceremonies. Both rebels walked 

forward through the tunnels on quiet soles. They had soon 

reached the passage, where that GP policeman had nearly 
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found them. Their hearts pounded like crazy steam 

hammers and Frank believed to be able to hear the echo of 

his pulse in the tunnel. 

"At 13.00 o'clock, Wechsler will start his speech. When it 

begins, I put the time fuse of the bomb on ten minutes. This 

should be enough, to get our asses out of the danger 

zone!", explained Alf. 

"Okay!", said Frank who could hardly bear the tension. 

Baumer carefully prepared the bomb and Frank just 

watched him. 

Meanwhile, the black limousine of the governor had stopped 

in front of the "Temple of Tolerance" and a finely clothed 

chauffeur opened the door. A swarm of policemen 

immediately sourrounded the big, flashy vehicle. Shortly 

afterwards, a black varnish shoe appeared beneath the car 

door. Then the elegant rest followed. Leon-Jack Wechsler 

had arrived. 

Yesterday he had still been in London and had delivered a 

speech in front of the members of the Grand Lodge, what 

belonged to his tasks as its second Grand Master. 

Now he was in Paris, in order to open the "Festival of the 

New World" solemnly. London, the best supervised city on 

the planet, except for New York and Washington, was 

Wechslefs adoptive home. Here, his ancestors had already 

made lucrative bank businesses. Then a part of his family 

had emigrated to Chicago and in the end he had come back 

to the former capital of England. 

The governor smiled and shook the hands of some 

subordinated dignitaries. These bowed to the dark-haired 

man with the noticeable round glasses. The politician was 

fortyish and had already made a great career. Originally 

coming from the bank business, he had also been active in 

numerous media concerns and energy companies. 

Wechsler was a powerful man and loyal to his education, he 
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despised values like honesty or scruple. If it was necessary, 
also lie and deceitfulness did it, because only the aim was 
important and its name was "might". 

The polititian combed his hair once again and looked 
around with cunning eyes. The crowd was far away from 
him and he had no reference to those people and he also 
did not want that. He did, what had to be done, and said, 
what had to be said, so that the new order could live. The 
plan to create this new world, had been prepared long 
beforehand, and it tolerated no deviations or delays. 
Leon-Jack Wechsler was a cogwheel in this cruel machine, 
but he was an important cogwheel. The politician knew that, 
and everyone who knew him, knew that too. And his 
servants did well not to annoy him. 

The clock was ticking and would never stop. As the great 
wheel of history always revolved - overrunning those who 
were not able to follow the time. 

It was 12.58 o'clock on this historical day, which celebrated 
the New World Order. Governor Leon-Jack Wechsler 
grinned like a Pharisee and slowly walked up the stairs to 
the speaker's desk. Numerous security men encircled the 
stage. Most of them just looked disinterestedly around. 
They seemed to suspect nothing evil. 
All these security men were just too many and were to well 
armed that someone seriously would have ventured to 
attack them. Tanks, regiments of GP policemen, GCF 
soldiers and still more best equipped Riot Control Squads 
had been congregated here, to force the people to love this 
new world. Moreover, the dreaded Skydragons were lurking 
in the sky, and they were always able to smash the masses 
like a hammer. It was suicide to challenge this power. 
Leon-Jack Wechsler stroked his black business suit again, 
looking at the spectators in the distance. Many of them 
probably hated him deep inside, but this was rather amusing 
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than dangerous, from his point of view. The "herd of 
animals", as he and his Fellows called the rest of mankind, 
would remain impotent and enslaved forever. 

"I welcome you! People of our One-World! 

I am so endlessly happy, to be allowed, to welcome you 
here today. So many people have come to our beautiful 
Paris. We have invited you to this "Festival of the New 
World", to a great celebration of humanitarianism! And all of 
you have come, full of joy and expectation!" 

The crowd made some noise and Wechsler looked at the 
herd with a cynical smile... 
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Red Moon 



The voice of the governor echoed in the depths of the 
canalization. Frank and Alf jumped out of their hiding place 
in the shadows like predators, placing the bomb at the 
previously selected position. Above them, they heard the 
murmur of the crowd which listened to Wechslefs speech. 
Alf adjusted the time fuse and when a faint "beep" sounded, 
it was like the starting shot to a sprint for the two rebels. 
"The band begins to play!", said Alf and nodded at Frank. 
The clock of death had been put on and was ticking its 
vicious song until the bloody finale. Frank Kohlhaas and 
Alfred Baumer ran like fleeing rabbits into the tunnel from 
which they had come. In ten minutes, the NDC-23, this 
deadly explosive, would tear a huge hole into the ground in 
front of the "Temple of Tolerance". 

The way back appeared hostile and doubts grew in the 
brains of the two men. Would their plan really be 
successful? 

They scurried through the fetid sewer corridors and the 
rooms with the reservoirs, with the cones of light in front of 
them. Meanwhile, the dark path through the underworld had 
burned itself into their minds and both men rushed forward, 
as if they were hounded by a demon. Above them, fate took 
its course and the Red Moon, the bloody moon, looked 
down at the "Avenue of Humanity" with a grim face... 

"Humaneness! What is the sense of this magnificent word?", 
called Wechsler into the microphone. "It means 
benevolence! The uppermost principle of our new world. 
Equality, freedom and benevolence for everyone! We have 
brought it to the people. A better world under the sign of 
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peace. And this is the reason, why we may celebrate today. 

It has been successful - the attempt, to make this world a 

better place. When I became governor of the sector "Central 

Europe", there was always only one slogan for me: We can 

do it! 

Of course, it was not always easy to give the people these 

holy ideals, but today we are united and happy. We love 

each other and we are free! 

And whom do we have to owe that? Our faith in the power 

of huma... 

BOOM!!! 

A loud blast cut off Wechslefs next word and tore the lies 

out of his throat. It was like the ground had opened to drag 

the devil himself down to hell. The explosion was 

devastating and ripped a large hole into the square in front 

of the "Temple of Tolerance". 

The forefront of the building was torn up by the shock wave 

like a piece of paper. Several dozens of security men and 

politicians were torn to pieces, among them also Leon-Jack 

Wechsler. Asphalt pieces, concrete, splinters of wood and 

body parts rained down. 

Where the governor had spoken a few seconds ago, a 

smoking abyss had been torn into the ground. Mangled 

corpses and wreckage covered the place. 

Frank and Alf ran still faster. The deafening blast of the 

explosion had shaken the tunnel system of Paris to the last 

corner. For both men, it was the second starting shot and 

they were close to loose their nerves. 

"Victory! I can't believe it! We have really done it!", gasped 

Frank and sped forward. He had almost slipped to the 

ground, but Alf could still hold him. "Run!" 
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The people were quiet for a short moment, when they 

perceived the end of the governor on the video screens. 

Policemen and soldiers were shocked and looked around, 

full of horror and confusion. 

A swarm of journalists and cameramen, that had stood in 

front of the stage had also been shredded by the explosion. 

Some had immediately been dead, others had been hurled 

away several meters and were lying on the ground, with torn 

limbs, screaming and bleeding. 

Their colleagues who were filming the event from the 

distance, suddenly pointed their cameras at the bloody 

scenario. The terror had come over the square in front of 

the "Temple of the Tolerance", paralyzing the gawking 

crowd for a while. 

Nevertheless, the brains of the people slowly processed the 

new situation and, above all, the security forces tried to 

react quickly on the unexpected bomb strike. Radiograms 

reached the policemen and soldiers, hastily and nervously 

yelled commands and orders. Some officers were sent to 

the canalization to look what had happened. 

Shortly afterwards, a dozen men climbed into the hole. 

Others were called to the nearby gully covers. The fact that 

so many manhole covers around the square had been weld 

shut by the policemen, made them problems now. They all 

had to be levered up, what caused a long delay. 

After a while, some of the officers entered the tangle of 

sewer corridors and tried to find suspicious persons. Their 

calls and the sound of their heavy boots echoed through the 

tunnels. 

The two bombers were already far away now and passed 
the dug hole, which led to the abandoned metro tunnel. 
Despite the red signs on the walls, they selected the wrong 
corridor and lost a few minutes of precious time. Dozens of 
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police officers already followed them, but they were still far 
away. The panicky rebels cursed and became even more 
nervous now. 

"I... I just pushed over the edge! Sorry, Alf! That was the 
wrong way!", said Frank, gasping for breath and sweating. 
"Yes, all right. I had sprayed these crosses on the walls, 
exactly for that fucking reason, man!", hissed Alf and waved 
his friend nearer. 

They found one of Alf s marks and Kohlhaas opened the 
digital map on his DS-Stick with nervous fingers: "The first 
storage room we had found is not far!" 
They crept forward to the exit, while the inner tension slowly 
became unbearable. But this they were on the right way. 
Nevertheless, they still had to traverse a lot of long and dark 
sewer corridors. They cautiously crept in the direction of the 
storage room with the basin - it had to be at the end of this 
passage. Both men just used one single flashlight now, to 
cause not too much light. Frank did not dare to think, what 
would happen if suddenly some policemen would stand in 
front of them. 

The two rebels silently scurried forward. Now they could see 
a strange blaze at the end of the dirty sewer corridor. They 
paused and tried to recognize something. Frank caught his 
breath. 

Someone had turned on one of the old lamps in the room 
with the basins. The usual darkness which had always 
protected them had vanished now. With careful movements, 
they stalked through the tunnel. Frank crept to the end of 
the sewer corridor and cowered there. Then he peered 
around the corner. There was nobody. The room seemed to 
be empty. A moment after, the young rebel turned around to 
Alf and waved him nearer. "We have to pass this room! 
Then we can hide again in the narrow tunnels", whispered 
Frank and felt out his gun. 
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"But who has turned on that light?", hissed Alf nervously. 

"Damn! You ask the wrong person! Come on now!", said 

Kohlhaas. 

They crawled forward and entered the daunting room. 

Behind the pool edge of the water basin, they crept into the 

dimness. Suddenly the heard voices and the patter of steps 

with heavy boots. Frank coughed into his breathing mask 

which was meanwhile wet and dirty. His heart seemed to 

explode. Alf stared at him with an appalled face and 

swallowed quietly. 

"Come on! Here!", it resounded out of a sewer tunnel. The 

light cones of two flashlights danced forth out of the dark 

hole. 

"Maybe here is someone!", they heard, while the steps 

came nearer. 

Frank tried to calm himself, in these seconds of highest 

tension. 

"If we shoot them, we will just make a lot of noise. That 

would attract only more of them", he whispered and Alf 

regarded him with fear in his eyes. 

"We are fucked up, my friend!", said Baumer with an almost 

whining undertone. 

"Into the basin! Come on!", hissed Frank and climbed quietly 

over the pool edge. Alfred followed him without saying a 

word. Like two otters, they smoothed into the repulsive pond 

that seemed to be deep enough to hide. Kohlhaas touched 

his combat knife and Alf desperatly looked in his direction. 

The steps were now in close proximity and both rebels took 

a deep breath full of stench. Then they disappeared into the 

brackish water. 

Frank closed his eyes and tried to think about nothing. This 

was really perverse, but it was better than to be dead. 

Suddenly, a blaze touched the water surface, otherwise it 
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was just dark and Frank tried not to think about all the things 

that could be in this ugly swill. 

"Come on, check this reservoir room!", it resounded through 

the brackish water. Now they recognized two policemen. 

One of the officers walked around the basin and illuminated 

the dark corners of the room, then he went to the next 

sewer tunnel. 

The time appeared endless and Frank slowy became 

queasy, he was close to vomit into the stinky water. Alf felt 

the same. Meanwhile, the policeman muttered some 

unintelligible fragments of words into his radio. Frank 

emerged for a second to breathe some air and heard the 

officer say something. 

"I must get out of this shit!", he thought to himself, but the 

policeman was still waiting beside the basin. A moment 

after, he walked through the room, around the basin, and 

finally leaned against the pool edge. 

The two rebels tried to communicate by gestures or looks, 

but the water was so dirty and dark that this was impossible. 

Now, Frank decided to act on his own. 

The policeman was still standing at the opposite end of the 

pool, leaning against the basin's edge and talking with his 

colleague, who had obviously gone into another sewer 

corridor. "Did you find something?" 

"Only rat shit here!", it came back with a laughter. 

Kohlhaas could not understand anything else. Only God 

knew, where these two policemen came from. Anyhow, they 

were no Frenchmen. The officer in front of Frank seemed to 

be Hispanic or something like that. 

Kohlhaas quietly moved below the surface and dived 

through the dirty water to the edge of the basin like an eel. 

As long as the officer was in this position, and the other one 

was somewhere in a tunnel, he had to act. The young man 

took his combat knife, pulled it out of the sheath and waited 
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for a few seconds, while the officer was mumbling 

something into his radio. The rucksack on Frank's back 

which had been freed of its deadly cargo bugged him now, 

because it hampered his movements. Kohlhaas felt like a 

crocodile that had waited for the gazelle all day long. And 

the gazelle had come to the border of his realm to drink. He 

pushed himself off the floor of the basin and jumped up to 

the pool edge. 

The sudden sound of splattering water behind him let the 

policeman turn around with surprise. The officer tried to 

release the safety catch of his machine gun, but Frank was 

faster. 

Kohlhaas rammed his knife deeply into the cop's neck and 

jumped on the ground beside the water basin. His opponent 

gasped for breath and stumbled back in confusion. 

Frank grabbed the man and pressed his hand on the 

officer's mouth, so that he could not make too much noise. 

Meanwhile, Alf had also climbed out of the basin and held 

his combat knife nervously in his hand. 

"Unnnghh!" The injured policeman lurched and Frank 

rammed his blade again into the neck of his enemy, while 

he pulled the man to the ground. The cop still fidgeted and 

tried to shake off his attacker. Suddenly Baumer came from 

the front and knifed the officer too. 

The policeman finally collapsed and gave up his resistance. 

Both men pulled his heavy body some meters away and let 

him lie in a corner. Then they heard the voice of the other 

cop who called again something out of a sewer tunnel and 

seemed to return. Frank and Alf rebels had to disappear 

now, as fast as possible, before he would find his dead 

colleague. 

For their luck, the way out of this room had remained in their 

minds, although they still were totally confused. They ran 

into a dark tunnel and made off. Some minutes later they 
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heard a loud scream behind them. Probably the other 
policeman had now realized that the room with the water 
basin had not been empty. The two men ran and ran and 
finally reached the exit. As fast as they could, they left the 
canalization behind them. Wet, smelly and blood-smeared, 
they crept to the surface. Frank and Alf hastily put on their 
jackets to hide the conspicuous bloodstains on their clothes. 
The two bombers breathed again and enjoyed a fresh 
breeze of air. They just could not believe it! They had made 
that bombing and the police did not catch them - so far. 
Now they only had to reach their car to escape from the 
metropolis, which slowly fell into chaos. 

Shortly afterwards, the two assassins hastened through the 
streets. They were hardly regarded, because around them 
Paris became a huge boiler full of rage and confusion. 
Groups of people had gathered everywhere, men and 
women ran across the streets, cars honked and they heard 
the voice of an excited newscaster out of the window of a 
house. The bombing had shocked the whole city - just as 
they had planned it. 

Frank and Alf fastly ran forward and nobody paid attention 
to them. After a while they had reached the side street, in 
which they had parked their car. It had not been stolen or 
broken up in the time of their absence - and this was not 
self-evident in these days. 

They finally exchanged their filthy and dirty clothes with 
some new dresses that had still been in the trunk. Frank 
threw the dirty clothes into a garbage can, started the 
engine and drove away. It trip lasted, because many streets 
were closed off or were clogged with people. It was nerve- 
racking, but finally they reached one of the streets which led 
them out of the boiling city. 
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Paris slowly disappeared behind them, Frank and Alf 
pausend for breath. Steffen de Vries had already landed in 
Compiegne at the arranged meeting place and was 
nervously waiting for their arrival. While time passed, the 
Belgian felt more and more uncomfortable. But Kohlhaas 
and Baumer finally reached the small village near 
Compiegne. Now they could return to Ivas. Before the take- 
off, they freed their hire car of its vehicle number and 
burned it in the forest, hidden from any curious views. 
The car was totally destroyed and no one would ever be 
able to identify the wreck. When they welcomed the Belgian, 
he was more than impressed with their success, and he was 
also more than relieved at the same time. 
Steffen de Vries shook their hands and was absolutely 
amazed. The radio had already informed him about the 
situation in Paris since the bombing. Perfectly exhausted, 
Frank and Alf climbed into the airplane. Shortly afterwards, 
they left "Central Europe". 

In the former capital of France, the situation had meanwhile 
become dramatically acute. After the crowd had seen the 
end of the governor on the numerous video screens, a 
strange and confusing silence had ruled the "Avenue of 
Humanity" for several minutes. Many people had not been 
able to handle with the unforeseen event. 
The security forces admonished the crowd to remain quiet, 
while tanks threateningly rolled out of the side streets 
towards the cooking human pulp. After a while, one heard 
the first spectators approvingly yelling and clapping their 
hands. The crowd was moved by a tumultuous unrest and 
more and more people started to laugh and shout. 
"Thank God! That pig is dead!", screamed a group of men 
somewhere in the giant throng. In that moment, the 
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shouters ignored the fact that they were all filmed by GSA 

agents. 

"This would also be the right end for the World President!", 

yelled another man at the top of his lungs. 

Then still more people began to shout things like this. Some 

young men stamped their feet and sang the forbidden 

national anthem of old France. Many of the persons 

standing around them joined the singing, although a lot of 

people no longer knew the correct text, because the song 

had been forbidden by the new rulers. 

"Freedom for France! Down with the World Government!" 

A choir came from the rear part of the crowd and the shouts 

were carried by more and more people. Hundreds joined the 

furious screaming and soon the "Avenue of Humanity" 

quaked under the roar of countless Parisians. It was a 

strange picture, this huge crowd, clogging the streets and 

slowly getting out of control. 

The faces of many people were lined with pain. Millions of 
Parisians lived a life full of sorrow, poverty and perpetual 
insecurity. Therefore, it was no wonder that the displeasure 
had grown inside them in the last years. 
Meanwhile, a big part of the population of Paris consisted of 
badly paid workers and peons. The salaries were usually 
that small that one just did not starve and was able to pay 
the high rents for the shabby dwellings. 
Many of the people here knew the gnaw feeling of an empty 
stomach. The food prices and the fees for electricity, 
heating and water had steadily been raised since 2018. 
Hundreds of thousands of inhabitants of the city had already 
fallen through the welfare net and had become street 
people. Sometimes, they just froze to death in the winters. 
This was the sad truth about the "new world". There was 
also no longer a social welfare system, because the World 
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Government had abolished it as a result of the high public 
debt. All this was a good hotbed for a revolt. But even now, 
many people did not dare to protest. They were still 
intimidated and tried to hide somewhere among the others. 
They frightenedly looked at the surveillance cameras that 
were situated everywhere. Some of them even sneaked 
away from the avenue and went to the side streets. So the 
crowd broke up into a submissive and a rebellious part in 
the following hours. 

Nevertheless, it was astonishing, how many citizens 
suddenly had the courage to raise their voices. The 
anonymity of the crowd seemed to fill them with bravery. 

"Freedom for France! Down with the World Government!" 
"Freedom for France! Down with the World Government!" 
"Freedom for France! Down with the World Government!" 

The choir of desperate protest increased and became 
gradually louder. Somewhere in the crowd, Frenchmen and 
immigrants started to attack each other. The Moslems 
screamed their own slogans, refering to Islam, which were 
also hostile against the World Goverment. In the middle of 
the mass began a riot. The angry people assaulted each 
other with bottles, knifes and clubs. Even some shots could 
be heard. 

Policemen and GCF soldiers, who had meanwhile encircled 
the crowd, flanked by tanks, threatened by loudspeakers to 
immediately stop the antigovernmental shouts. But crowds 
have their own dynamics. So is the single man mostly 
cowardly and obsequious, but as a part of a mass he 
sometimes becomes a hero. 

The orders of the officers were ignored, and after a short 
time, policemen, soldiers, GSA observers and the crowd 
opposed each other like two warring armies. 
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Now the GP-squadleaders yelled the order to "catch 
seditious people in the crowd" into their radios and groups 
of officers with heavy body armor clubbed their way through 
the mob to get all those, who had been idenitfied by the 
GSA agents. Finally, the situation escalated more and more. 
The policemen were welcomed with bottles, cobblestones or 
even bare fists, while they uncontrollably beat everyone 
down who stood in their way. Nevertheless, the screaming 
of the mass became louder, despite their brutality. 
Yes, the more people were cut down by the clubs of the 
cops, the more people joined the chorus of protest at other 
places in the giant sea of humans. 

On 03.01.2029 at 18.00 o'clock, the first Molotov cocktails 
towrads policemen and tanks in a side street of the "Avenue 
of Humanity". The GP's immediately returned fire and 
riddled the attackers with bullets. 

In return, some Parisians armed themselves with clubs, 
knifes, axes and even guns. Now the violence expanded 
like a plague, seizing thousands of people along the 
"Avenue of Humanity". 

The warnings, the police officers were shouting, were not 
noticed anymore by the raging crowd and the mass 
answered with the old French national anthem. 
The forbidden song became a surging wave of emotions 
and shook the mass from one end to the other. The old 
ground of the boulevard trembled under the loud sound of 
the outlawed hymn. Something, the former capital of France 
had not seen since decades. 

The tanks finally came closer and the GCF soldiers and 
policemen took positions. It lasted only a few minutes until 
the GCF commander gave the order to shoot the people 
down. The bloodbath started. 
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While the mass was singing the strictly forbidden old hymn 
in perfect harmony, and a surprising great number of people 
could still remember the text, the first gunshots resounded 
over the avenue. 
"Tac! Tac! Tac! Tac!" 

The noise of gunfire increased and hundreds of men and 
women broke down. Then a terrible hail of bullets swept 
through the front ranks behind the barriers - all the 
policemen and soldiers began to fire now. The tanks moved 
forward and pointed their heavy machine guns at the 
numerous targets. 

"Tac! Tac! Tac! Tac!", it echoed over the avenue which was 
allegedly dedicated to humanity. The salvos of assault rifles 
cut hundreds of people down like a huge scythe. Finally the 
crowd fell into panic. The old French national anthem lapsed 
inot silence and was exchanged with the terrified cries of the 
people. 

The soldiers and policemen could hardly miss their 
countless targets and they did their job, following the orders 
of their commanders and were killing without mercy. 
Most of them were no Frenchmen, and if they were attacked 
by this crowd in this foreign land, they just had to put down 
the uprising. And they did it. Hundreds of corpses covered 
the "Avenue of Humanity" after only a few minutes. 
The security forces marched forward in a closed firing line 
and shot their way through the sea of men, women and 
children. In particular, the heavy full metal jacket bullets of 
the tank guns were devastating. Soon the screaming crowd 
fled in all directions. Fences were ripped down, cars were 
overturned and the Parisians trampled each other to death. 
Behind them, the soldiers and policeman marched over 
countless dead bodies like a slowly moving wall of death. 
Then the security forces got a new command. The unruly, 
but unarmed crowd, had been driven back by them and 



190 



looked like the giant Persian army at the battle of 

Gaugamela which had been defeated by the phalanx of 

Alexander the Great. The policemen, soldiers and tanks 

stopped. 

"The Skydragons are coming! Stop!", shouted one of the 

squad leaders into his radio and wiped off the sweat from 

his brow. The killing work had been exhausting. 

Orders were given and the dreaded helicopters, coming 

from a nearby military base in the west of Paris, came from 

the sky. Shortly afterwards, the pilots of the Skydragons 

saw nothing but a swarm of frightened ants, fleeing through 

the streets. 

Finally, the helicopters reduced their altitude and made their 

gatling machine guns and their grenade launchers ready to 

fire. 

"Okay! We just wait for your orders!", said the commander 

of the Skydragon squadron to his higher officer. 

"What are you waiting for? Fire!", screamed the superior. 

The pilot of the helicopter hesitated for some seconds, as if 

he would think about that, what he should do now. In the 

end, he simply said to himself that this was his "job" which 

had to be done. 

He was from Uzbekistan, with Russian ancestors, and his 

name was Alexander. Meanhwile, the young man was a 

soldier of the GFC since three years, and this was the first 

time he had got the order to kill unarmed civilians. 

Alexander tried to ignore it. 

"If I wouldn't do it, another man would...", he excused his 

acting in front of himself. 

Nevertheless, the payment for GCF soldiers was good - 

and he had to feed a wife and three children. Apart from 

that, every job had its dark sides. This was just the way of 

the world. Now the automated target aquisition showed him 

a great number of people. He stopped thinking and started 
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to fire. It became a massacre. The heavy bullets of the 
Skydragons smashed flesh and bones. Countless hit people 
collapsed below the helicopters, screaming, crying, dying, 
tumbling on the asphalt. Skulls were shredded and bodies 
were mangled by this murderous blaze of gunfire. The 
slaughter almost lasted one hour. 

There was no escape for those who were caught by the 
automated target aquisiation. Where the Skydragons had 
raged, a cruel picture remained. Innumerable bodies were 
covering the blood-soaked streets of Paris. 
Alexander, the family father, recognized a man in the corner 
of his eye. His head was torn, while he still tried to creep 
forward, pulling a bloody trace over the street. It was 
horrible. The Russian was shaken by doubts again, but he 
finally suppressed them. It had to be done, it was an order, 
and his only choice was to kill. Then he kept on shooting at 
the ants, down there on the ground. 

While policemen, soldiers and tanks were called to other 
parts of Paris, in order to eliminate insurgents, the day came 
to an end. 

But the riots still lasted for two further weeks. Many 
discontented Parisians attacked the local police stations in 
their districts or assaulted local politicians. The head 
administrator of Paris, Richard de la Croix, was shot in the 
open street by an unknown man. Burning cars and houses, 
firing tanks and policemen, ruled the street picture in many 
parts of the furious metropolis for days. 
But in the end the order was restored. This time, the Lodge 
Brothers who frequently used the lie as a their weapon, had 
consulted its brother: the terror. And he was successful. 
Even the bravest man was powerless against the unlimited 
inconsiderateness of the security forces in the long term. 
About 40000 people died in the riots and street fights on 
01.03.2029, and in the following weeks. Moreover, several 
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hundred policemen and GCF soldiers were killed. Paris had 
been drowned in blood. Now it was over... 
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With him 



It was already late. Mr. Morris, 56 years old and one of the 
secretaries of the World President, had to hurry. This 
appointment was extremely important. His taxi had 
struggled through the jammed streets, from the airport of 
New York to the inner city. However, time really pressed 
now. Mr. Morris scurried through the big entrance door of a 
gigantic skyscraper and ran to the lift. The beheld his watch 
and became nervous. But in the end he reached the 33. 
floor of the building just in time... 

"Come in, Mr. Morris!", called somebody out of a luxurious 

office room on the uppermost floor of the skyscraper. 

"Good afternoon, Mr. World President!", said the man with 

the gray temples and the just as gray suit, smiling unsteadily 

and submissively. His interlocutor stared out the window 

down at the streets of the New York and did not turn 

around. 

"I have the newest internal messages from Paris...", said 

Morris excitedly. 

"Aha!", returned the World President. 

"Yes, the situation has become acute, as the GSA men 

have told me!", gasped the older gentleman, totally 

exhausted. 

"Really?", asked his boss. 

"Yes, Mr. World President! Confidential studies...", 

explained Morris, but he was interrupted. 

"Where is your place in our great organization, Mr. Morris?", 

interrogated the World President and still stared at the 

hectic tangle of cars and people between the bulky bank 

houses of New York's inner city. 
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"I beg your pardon, Sir!", replied the confused secretary, still 
standing beside the door. 

"Which lodge, Mr. Morris?", clarified the president. 
„Eh! I'm a fellow of the "Sons of the Mountain", Sir! The 
lodge is called "Sons of the Mountain". ..San Francisco, Mr. 
World President!", stammered Morris baffledly. 
"Grade?", muttered the man in front of the window. 
"Eh, I'm in the 4th grade, Sir! That's all I have achieved until 
now, Sir!", stuttered the secretary. 
"Well, perhaps that is enough for you, Mr. Morris!" 
"I wanted to talk about Paris...", said the servant, but he was 
interrupted again. 

"Sons of the Mountain"? One of my nephews is also there!", 
whispered the World President. 

His secretary tried to direct the conversatrion on the 
incidents in Paris, but the World President just groaned and 
ordered him to stop talking about these things. 
"Listen, Mr. Morris! I know what has happened in Paris, and 
I give a shit on it!", he said quietly. "Not even a damn fart! 
Do you think that the "great revolution" will break loose 
against us now, Mr. Morris!" 

The World President seemed to be almost amused. "Leon- 
Jack Wechsler is dead. I have already determined his 
successor this morning. And now, I don't want to talk about 
this unimportant and boring kids' stuff anymore!" 
"But the terrorists have...", Morris tried to explain with an 
unsteady voice. 

The World President seemed not to hear him. He still looked 
impassively out of the huge window of his luxury office: 
"Bring me a glass of orange juice, Mr. Morris, and place it 
on the desk!" 

"Yes, Sir!", stammered his secretary and left the room. After 
a few minutes he returned and put a glass of orange juice 
on the table. 
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"Thanks!", said the chairman of the international community, 

but he did not turn around. "Do you think that we would be 

there where we are, if things like that uninteresting fuss in 

Paris had ever impressed us just one time?", he added 

coldheartedly. 

"Yes, I don't know...", Morris became more and more 

uncertain. 

"We are the rulers of this world for two reasons. First, 

because we have servants like you, Mr. Morris. Second, 

because the old and great plan to conquer this planet is 

perfectly ripe and has no weaknesses or errors." 

The secretary stared at the World President with an 

astonished face. 

"Mr. Morris, you are, as a member of the lodge of the "Sons 

of the Mountain", in your place. I am in my place, as World 

President. What has happened in Paris was good...", he 

continued. 

"What do you mean?", asked the secretary and was 

puzzled. 

"Well, now we can tell the masses, how dangerous terrorism 

is and that they can only get protected by an increased 

surveillance! The media will hammer it into their hollow 

heads like a mantra, constantly preach and repeat it, so 

often until that herd of animals has understood our 

message!", said the president. 

Then he remarked: "Mr. Morris, no one has ever managed it 

to stop us. For decades, and centuries, our power has 

grown, and it is still growing. We have struck deep roots, 

like a cancer that can not be destroyed anymore, because it 

has already spread to the last part of the body. We have 

brought down kings and have smashed nations if they have 

stood in our way. We have perfectly infiltrated this globe and 

there is no escape for no one. In 2018, we put the mask 

from our face and showed us to the people, but they 
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remained silent and let us eat them. The nations have 
behaved like the rabbit in front of the snake. The old writings 
have predicted it and so it has happened. The great plan 
became reality. And now, we want to bring mankind the 
slavery that it deserves. Now our time has come, and we 
will rule this planet forever!" 

"But perhaps our reaction in Paris was not right?", said 
Morris. 

The World President, who made him stand as always and 
this time even turned his back to him, harrumphed and 
answered, "Not right? Of course it was right! The masses 
shall know that we control them. They can hate us but, first, 
they must fear us. Their world, the old world, is broken into 
pieces and will never return. The new world is our creation. 
Yes, we want to show our power openly, as the elders of 
our past always intended it. They were forced to spin their 
threads secretly. We don't need secrecy any longer, 
because we are the rulers of this earth. In our hands is all 
the might of the world, and the sign of invincibility is our 
banner, the banner of our New World Order." 
"I believe you, Mr. World President!", said Morris, almost 
under his breath. 

"No!", replied his master emphatically, "I know that you do 
not mean that, deep inside. But that's quite immaterial. 
What you believe has no meaning. The people also believe 
much, but it is perfectly irrelevant. They believe in a better 
world, in a rescue, in their god! Well, Mr. Morris, if that god 
in whom these animals believe would really exist, I would 
personally liquidate him!" 

The words of this man, for whom he did the most menial 
paperwork, visibly intimidated Morris. Liquidate God! Morris 
looked around, as if searching for an escape should one 
become necessary, but didn't dare to bestir from his place. 
"There are only a few who could really become dangerous 
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for us, but they are quiet at present," the World President 

continued, "At least, they don't show themselves openly. 

But this is nothing for you, Mr. Morris," he said, his contempt 

undisguised, "really nothing for you!" 

He clasped his hands behind his back, and seemed to lapse 

into contemplation. "We are the darkness of the world," he 

said. But he was musing to himself now, and Morris did not 

catch the words, "We are the darkness of the world, 

whoever follows us, will never walk in light again!" 

The servant inquired what the master had said, but the 

question remained unanswered. Instead, the World 

President raised his tone and said, emphatically: "We bring 

the yoke of slavery to all nations. Who knows us knows also 

that we are the lords of hate, the dark messengers of 

destruction, hating the light of other men, always eager to 

extinguish it. 

We tore down the old world we hated so much - we gnawed 

at the roots of civilization, and finally we brought it down. 

We hid for a long time under the cloak of lies and distortions 

- our greatest art. Our enemies - those fools! - even hailed 

us. Childish maggots! Now the time of our triumph is at 

hand and who shall deny us our pleasure." 

"I don't know...", Morris stammered, and even scratched his 

head to display the necessary confoundedness. 

"You don't need to know, my faithful servant. Because 

wisdom is reserved only for the wise. Ignorance casts a 

shadow in the minds of those like you. That has always 

been a strength to us," said the World President, and he 

spun around. His dark eyes sparkled at the nervous little 

man. He took the glass of orange juice, sipped it and waved 

Morris dismissively in the direction of the door. Then he 

turned away again. 

"Goodbye, Mr. Morris!", he said flatly, his head nodding 

slowly as if in affirmation of some damning, private 
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judgement about this ordinary little man, indeed about all 

ordinary men. 

"Good bye, Mr. World President!", answered the gray-haired 

man and disappeared. With a certain relief that this 

confusing conversation was over, the servant walked down 

the long hallway and went to an elevator. 

The head of the World Government opened a drawer and 

took out a remote control. He turned to the big plasma 

screen in the corner of his office and switched on the 

television. On one of the news channels was a report about 

the events in Paris. The man leaned back and stared at the 

TV. A pretty newscaster presented the latest news from 

"Central Europe" with a sad face. Some pictures of the 

bombing and the mangled corpse of the governor were 

shown. 

Weeping people who seemed to be deeply moved by the 

fate of the politician were interviewed. Even a man who 

vigorously scolded at the terrorists and demanded a harder 

battle against politically incorrect elements. 

"More security for the people by increased supervision!" - 

This was his suggestion, in order to protect mankind from 

terror. 

"These terrorists threaten the lifes of all respectable 

people!", ranted the man. 

Then the camera showed again some visitors who were 

seized by sorrow and grief, because of the bombing. The 

riots were mentioned only with a few words. The police had 

arrested a bunch of "fanatics" and "extremists", according to 

the TV report. But the security forces had finally been able 

to prevent more chaos, because of their hard course against 

these "criminals". 

The viewer did not learn that thousands of people had been 

massacred by the police and the GCF. The World President 
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just smiled. He took another sip of orange juice and turned 
off the television. 

A new morning began in Ivas. A new morning in the new 
world. Frank and Alfred had visited Thorsten Wilden and 
had talked with him about a lot of things. After that, Frank 
had walked with Julia through the nearby forest. He was just 
happy to be still alive. Meanwhile, the life in the small village 
had taken its accustomed course again. 
In these days Frank often thought about hope. He had got 
his revenge, but his fight for freedom had just been born. 
They say "Hope dies last!" - but what would a man be 
without it... 



THE END 



But the fight will go on. 
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Alexander Merow's "Prey World" 
books (Part 1-3, German version): 

Available In all book stores and at Amazon!!! 

Prey World II - Rebellion Beyond 

Oppression and manipulation are the order of the day in the 
year 2030. Only one single nation had been brave enough, 
to fight for its independence - Japan. 
Frank Kohlhaas, Alfred Baumer and millions of desperate 
people look at the Japanese president Matsumoto who has 
liberated his people. But the Lodge Brothers are not willing 
to leave the renegade nation in peace. They slander the 
Japanese with a big hate campaign and plan a military 
strike to bring the rebellious Asians to their knees. 
Frank and Alfred decide to join the Japanese fight for 
freedom as volunteers. Soon the situation gets out of control 
and the fight against the New Worlder Order becomes a 
bloody nightmare. 

Prey World III - Organized Rage 

In the year 2033 the economic situation in Europe is more 
hopeless than ever before. The World Government still loots 
the nations without mercy and holds them in its iron claws. 
Artur Tschistokjow, a young dissident from Belarus, takes 
over the leadership of the Freedom Movement of the Rus, a 
small group of rebels that fights against the Lodge Brothers 
in the underground. 

While a big economic crisis starts in Belarus, the rebels 
form a growing revolutionary movement. Frank, Alfred and 
an increasing number of discontent Belarusians join 
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Tschistokjow's organization. They finally follow the Russian 
dissident to a point of no return. 

Prey World IV -Counterrevolution (Coming soon!) 
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Foreword 



This is the English version of the second book of Alexander 
Merow' s "Prey World" series. The novel was translated by 
Thorsten Weber and the writer. 

It is still no professional translation and the translator is still 
no "native speaker" or English teacher. He is just a guy, who 
loves science-fiction and dystopias. So try not to laugh at 
some of the translated phrases, or the wrath of a real freak 
will come over you! And Mr. Merow and his friend are really 
some kind of "freaks". 

The author has already found a lot of interested readers all 
over Germany, and we hope that he will also find some new 
readers in the English-speaking countries. Furthermore, we 
would be glad, if a "real" mother-tongue speaker would edit 
this English version one day. 

Now the fight against the World Government and the New 
World Order goes on. By the way, soon the fourth part of 
the "Prey World" series will be published in Germany. And 
we will also translate the third part, Prey World III - 
Organized Rage, in the next months. Anyway, have fun with 
this book and start thinking about the world we live in. We 
are sure, that you will find a lot of similarities to reality. 

And always remember... 

"Only a fool would think that "Prey World" is nothing 
but fiction!" (Alexander Merow) 

Alexander Merow and Thorsten Weber, Berlin 2011 
Email: A.Merow@gmx.de 



„ln a few generations, maybe in hundred or two hundred 
years, mankind will have died out, if we define a human 
being as a thinking and inventing individual. Beyond doubt, 
a human being like this will no longer exist in the future. But 
there will be only one exception - us! 
The rest of the creatures, creeping over the surface of this 
planet, will be something else than human beings in the old 
sense. They will still have a human body, more or less, but 
the difference between these "man-things" and a livestock 
will be hardly to recognize. 

At this point in time, the old world will have been long gone. 
Nobody will remember it anymore, because the "man- 
things" we will create, will no longer be able to remember 
any higher form of culture. All history will have been 
rewritten in our sense and the only thing these "man-things" 
will understand, will be the order to serve. We will decimate 
earth's population to get rid of those who are nothing but 
useless eaters. The rest of the human pulp may survive to 
serve us. Moreover, there will remain a small group of elite 
drudges with a rudimentary intelligence, the petty officers of 
our New World Order. We will control and form them from 
the womb to the tomb. And they will be our most fanatical 
servants, always eager to relay the pressure we put on 
them to the mass of mindless peons below them. 
This will be the perfect compliance of the Great Plan of the 
Elders. This will be the predicted world of milk and honey for 
us. So it is written, and so it shall be done..." 

Brother Obitus in: "The Holy Scriptures of the Wise Men", Chapter 
XXXIII, "The New Temple" 



"Nothing is efficient in Oceania except the Thought Police!" 
George Orwell, "1984" 



"In Oceania at the present day, science, in the old sense, 
has almost ceased to exist. In Newspeak there is no word 
for "Science". The empirical method of thought, on which all 
the scientific achievements of the past were founded, is 
opposed to the most fundamental principles of Ingsoc. And 
even technological progress only happens when its 
products can in some way be used for the diminution of 
human liberty. In all the useful arts the world is either 
standing still or going backwards. The fields are cultivated 
with horse plows while books are written by machinery. But 
in matters of vital importance - meaning, in effect, war and 
police espionage - the empirical approach is still 
encouraged, or at least tolerated." 

George Orwell, "1984" 



Sunrise 



The summer of the year 2030 had begun, and the rising 
heat penetrated the capital of the newly founded state of 
Japan to the last corner of the endless street canyons. 
Tokyo resembled an enormous hotplate and its citizens 
groaned under the torrid sunbeams. 

A sun had risen in the Far East, at the outermost end of the 
Asian continent, as the national flag of old and new Japan 
had always symbolized it. Haruto Matsumoto, the president 
of the island state, sat in the garden of his mansion in the 
outskirts of Tokyo and pondered. Everything around him 
flowered, insects hummed quietly and a blue sky opened 
itself above him. It was wonderful today - and very hot. But 
the president hardly noticed the world around him. His 
thoughts stuck in the middle of a swamp of concerns and 
fear, and even the blue sky which expanded above his 
country could not change this. 

The president of Japan sat down on a couch and read once 
more the reports of the foreign press which casted a poor 
light on him and his country. After a while, he put the papers 
away and stared angrily at the sky. 

His old friend, the Japanese foreign minister Akira Mori, sat 
beside him and was still studying the current reports of the 
international media. From time to time he just murmured 
quietly and looked at Matsumoto. Finally he put the 
newspapers aside, straightened up and folded his arms. 
Behind the two thoughtful men, the outlines of the Fujiyama, 
the great, old mountain, dominated the horizon. 
The "Fujisan" or „Mr. Fuji", as the Japanese called their 
admired mountain, seemed to mount guard over the capital. 



But if this mystic mountain could really protect the Japanese 
nation was uncertain. 

„Will it go on forever - in this manner?", asked Matsumoto 
his good friend and advisor. 

J don't think, that they will just stop this campaign 
tomorrow", answered Akira Mori and took another 
newspaper from a table. 

„This hate is incomprehensible to me. One day, they will call 
me a child murderer!", said the president, full of frustration. 
„The cartoon you, in the ..Global Policy News", as a dung 
beetle that wants to throw a bomb at the world", replied the 
foreign minister. "You will have to live with this form of 
agitation, Haruto!" 

„Over 89% of the Japanese have voted for me! Yes, 89%! 
And these wily rats of the foreign press tell the world that I 
have just deceived my own people!", grumbled Matsumoto. 
Akira Mori, who did not expect any other behaviour from the 
international media, and was more realistic than the 
Japanese president and answered: „You have dared a lot, 
when you have liberated our country from the World Union. 
You have created an independent Japan and have 
furthermore given our land back to the Japanese. So be 
glad about your achievements, my friend. 
The economy blooms under your hands and the our people 
admire you. This is the best time for Japan since many 
decades. Just ignore those liars of the press. The damn lies 
of a press, controlled by the Lodge Brothers and the World 
Government. It is just their usual strategy to defame all 
forces of freedom on this planet. 

The time will come, when even other nations wake up and 
break their chaines. You have shown the rest of the world 
that resistance is possible. Millions of men and women look 



up at you, because our country is their symbol of freedom 

and hope. However, don't forget your mission, Haruto!" 

..Nevertheless, the price is high...", said Matsumoto. 

"Of course, you are right! But even the worldwide boycott of 

our goods has not carried the fruits that the World 

Government has expected!", answered Mori with an 

aggressive countenance. ..Japan stands like a strong rock in 

the sea!" 

..Will they start a war against us?", asked the president 

haggardly. 

The foreign minister was silent for a short moment. "I don't 

hope so, Haruto..." 

The two men stared at each other and finally turned around. 

Then they looked together at the Fujisan and the snowy 

peak of the mountain reminded them of the white beard of 

an old, wise man. "Mr. Fuji", the ancient father of the 

Japanese nation. 

He had always been there, hard and steadfast - and 

Matsumoto wished to have only a little piece of his power. It 

was not easy to rule over a renegade nation, a country of 

dissidents. Millions of Japanese people had given him all 

their hope and trust, but Matsumoto just feared to dissapoint 

them. Japan was isolated and enemy troops conglomerated 

at its borders. A peaceful future seemed to be nothing but 

an illusion. 

The goods of the island people, formerly appreciated in all 

other countries, were now proscribed and rejected by the 

surrounding administrative sectors. The conversion of the 

Japanese economy to bigger autarky, became increasingly 

difficult and laborious. Occasionally, Matsumoto thought 

about giving up, because his fight often seemed to be futile. 

He sometimes wished to be just a "private person" again, 

free from all responsibility. But he wouldn't have had a 

private life, even if he would have given up. His enemies 



wanted to take revenge on him and hated him for the fact 

that he had led his country to independence. Since he had 

abolished the interest system some weeks ago, in his eyes 

the root of all evil, the hateful nagging of the international 

press had become a true hurricane of slander. 

Only his friend, Akira Mori, was able to keep his crumbling 

morale up, again and again. Even in times of deepest 

resignation and hopelessness. He was a gift of heaven, this 

foreign minister with the heart of steel. 

The two politicians were silent and knew deep inside that 

the possibility of a war against their country was anything 

but improbable, if the economic boycott and the malicious 

campaign was not successful enough. 

But they still continued to hope for peace. Matsumoto went 

into the house and sat down in his office, Mori followed him. 

Today it was valid to prepare another governmental 

declaration which would suggest the World Government a 

peaceful solution of the conflict. However, the danger that it 

would find deaf ears again, grew with each applying day 

more and more. Even if the day was as beautiful and sunny 

like this. 

„lf they ignore our declaration again, then remember the old 

Romans!", said Mori to the president. 

„They will probably reject it. Everything else would be 

nothing but a miracle, Akira", answered Matsumoto and 

shook his head. 

„Then I will tell you something! A proverb of the old 

Romans, from a time in which they had been in sustained 

conflict with their contiguous tribes in ancient Italy: „Who 

wants peace, prepares for war!" 

„l just want peace and also want to safe our people from 

another war. Apart from that, we wouldn't have a chance 

against the forces of the World Government", groaned 

Matsumoto and hold his head. 
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"You must take war into your account. Don't be a dreamer!", 

muttered Mori and clapped his friend gently on the shoulder. 

„l also pray for peace, but mind the worst case too..." 

"The decision to become a politician was the biggest 

mistake of my whole life", hissed Matsumoto desperately 

and kicked against his desk. 

"You brought the good thing to the people of Japan! Never 

forget that! We will also come through this crisis!", said the 

foreign minister with a humorless undertone. 

But Haruto Matsumoto did not want to hear this. He still 

rued the day, when he had been involved in the bloody and 

dirty game called "policy"... 

At the same time, Frank Kohlhaas and Alfred Baumer 
walked the streets of Vilnius, far away in Lithuania. The two 
rebels were visiting this city for the first time since their 
arrival in Ivas, the small village in the southeast of the 
country. They enjoyed a sunny day, sauntered through the 
streets or hung around in cafes. Moreover, there was a lot 
to see, here in this old city, founded in the early Middle 
Ages. 

The two men prefered the old town of Vilnius which still had 
a lot of beautiful buildings, in spite of the social decline and 
the omnipresent state of neglect. Old churches and slowly 
crumbling but still beautiful house facades could be admired 
here. Nevertheless, the effects of the social crisis had even 
reached Vilnius. Many homeless and poor people hung 
around in the city center to beg the visitors for some Globes. 
The police presence was, in comparison to the 
administrative sector ..Central Europe", still small, although 
the streets in the inner city were meanwhile supervised by 
numerous video cameras. However, Frank and Alfred had 
taken precautions by wearing baseball caps and sunglasses 
which they rarely removed. In spite of a subliminal feeling of 
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tension, they enjoyed the day and were glad that they had 

come out of the little hicktown of Ivas to see another 

environment. Although the surveillance had also increased 

in Eastern Europe, the two rebels enjoyed their trip to 

Vilnius, always trying banish the sorrows from their minds. 

„Look at this sticker there!", said Frank to his friend, pointing 

at a tattered and faded label on a lamppost in front of him. 

Alf Baumer came nearer and took a look at the torn sticker. 

He lifted his sunglasses and tried to decipher the Cyrillic 

letters on the label, whispering something in Russian. 

„Hmmm...", hummed the tall man. 

„Can you read it? It's time for us to learn some more 

Russian", said Frank, staring at the noticeable symbol in the 

middle of the sticker. It was a black dragon's head on a 

white flag. 

„Thus, it is something about the Varangians, I think...", 

murmured Alf and scratched his head musingly. "And it is 

from an organization called Freedom Movement of the 

Rus... 

"My Russian isn't very good, but I like this sticker. I don't 

think, that this stuff is legal in the administrative sector 

..Eastern Europe"." 

..Varangians? What is that?", asked Kohlhaas. 

..They are, more or less, the ancestors of the Lithuanians 

and partly also of the Russians, the Belarusians and 

Ukrainians. The "Rus" or ..Varangians" were Vikings who 

founded the realm of Kiev. They are generally known as the 

first Russians. It is something historical - and of course not 

legal!", explained Alf and smiled sardonically. 

„lt seems that here in Vilnius is a group of this organization, 

otherwise this label would not stick there", said Frank. 

..However, we know nothing about this group. I will search 

the Internet for some more informations. Maybe I will find 
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something about this Freedom Movement of the Rus. 
Anyway, I like their symbol." 

Baumer still tried to translate the Cyrillic text on the sticker 
for the next minutes. Shortly afterwards, the two rebels 
walked away and went into a pub at the end of the street to 
drink another beer. 

It was a relaxing day for Frank and Alf, despite of the 
occasionally returning feeling to be observed. Both had 
missed to see another environment after many boring 
weeks in Ivas. The spent three further days in Vilnius and 
went back then to their home village. Meanwhile, a lot of 
work was waiting for them and Thorsten Wilden, the leader 
of the rebel base, was already expecting them too. 

In the evening hours of the following day, the annual 
meeting of the "Bilderblickbrothers" took place in the middle 
of the idyllic mountain countryside of Switzerland. 
This meeting was the most important political conference on 
earth, where the leading persons of politics, media and 
economics came together to talk about the next steps to 
control mankind. Far away from any public and surrounded 
by hundreds of policemen and GSA agents, the most 
powerful men of the world colluded in the luxury hotel 
„Bilderblick". The internal circle, the Council of the 300, met 
at this protected place and decided the fate of over eight 
billion human beings. At this meeting, the introduction of the 
new Scanchip which should be implanted in the future, was 
the main topic. This new chip was proposed as the 
successor of the regular Scanchip. 

A further item on the agenda was the reaction of the political 
network to the detachment of Japan from the World Union. 
Above this committee of total power was only the Council of 
the Elders, also called Council of the 13. The absolute 
secret instance of the new world system. Lord Beaconshill, 
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the media mogul, who had his domicile in England, raised 
his hand after a long debate to say something to the 
Japanese question: "My brothers, it is time for an example, 
because the outrageous actions of this Matsumoto mock 
our global order in a way, we can not accept anymore! If we 
don't take drastic measures soon, Japan will probably 
become a model for other states. I finally demand a decision 
of the Elders, concerning the Japanese problem!" 
A murmur went through the mass of the gentlemen, dressed 
in noble business suits. Some of them harrumphed, others 
whispered or shouted through the spacious hall. Then 
silence prevailed again for a short moment. 
„ln principle, you are right, my brother Lord Beaconshill. 
However, the attacks of the media, controlled by us, were 
not as successful as we have expected. I personally 
counted on the fact that the Japanese population could be 
more easily divided in different parts. But our tactic to 
instigate strife should be reconsidered. Matsumoto's 
popularity is still very high and the opposition on the island 
works lamely and is not belligerent at all!", answered Ian 
Basler, the boss of the "Basler Trust Company" from 
Seattle. 

Jeff Dornberger asked for the word and hectically waved his 
greasy hand which was adorned with some gold rings. „l 
think that there are two possibilities for us. One is bringing 
the enemy to its knees by the various methods of slander, 
or on the other hand, if this should not be effective, just to 
ignore him at first. 

At present, even the most clever designed lies fail against 
Matsumoto. His rule is still stable, as the internal studies of 
our GSA agents prove, and Tm afraid to remark that we can 
bring Japan back to subjecting only with a military strike!" 
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Tm right there with you!", shouted Dr. Cyrus Newton, the 
chairman of the pharmaceutical company "GPHP", and 
banged his fist on the wodden table in front of him. 
Suddenly Lucius Brown who was one of the envoys of the 
Council of the Elders in this round, stood up from his place 
and asked for silence. He stared at his fellows and 
scrutinized the look of his black suit. 
„My dear brothers, the instructions of the highest council are 
clear! I don't wish any debates about that, because the 
Elders have already come to a decision. An example of 
Japan will be made. An Example, the world will remember 
for many years! The attempt to question our rule over this 
world, must evoke a harsh and cruel punishment, but we 
must proceed mindfully, in order to make no mistakes. 
As I have already said, the instructions of the Council of the 
Elders are clear: War! The lasting destruction of Japan and 
the following destruction of its people and its culture!" 
„This will be a lot of work for us, beloved brother Brown! 
How can we reach this aim?", asked one of the men. 
„The council wants an invasion of Japan by our GCF troops 
- from several sides. A nuclear strike is not planned yet, 
because we still have to preserve our image as benefactors. 
The introduction of the new implantation Scanchip, this so 
unbelievably important step towards the total control of the 
masses, may not be endangered by inhumanly appearing 
nuclear attacks, especially against Japan. We must still 
appear as philanthropists, liberators and true humanists. In 
addition, Matsumoto has nuclear weapons too. A nuclear 
war is also not advisable from this point of view. No, for the 
highest council the conventional warfare seems to be the 
best method. And I speak for council!" 
Some of the gentlemen appeared confused. Others asked 
for the role of the media, concerning the preparations for 
war against the renegade island state. 
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"Shall we just stop the hate campaign against the Japanese 

now?", Sergej Abramovich, an oil tycoon from Russia, 

wanted to know. 

Brown responded: „Yes, no more reports about Japan! At 

frist, we must prepare the invasion. This country and also 

Matsumoto himself may be ignored until we are ready to 

strike back. 

Then, as the Council of the Elders has decided, shortly 

before the war starts, all our media will eat Japan alive. We 

will make Matsumoto responsible for a devastating attack 

with biological weapons in the East of China. In this context, 

he will be branded as a mass murderer and insane 

warmonger. 

Furthermore, that incident will awake the old hostility 

between Japan and China again, because we have the plan 

to recrute masses of Chinese soldiers for the invasion army 

of the GCF. Finally, the whole usual talk about world peace 

and human rights will follow - from our side..." 

Again the round of gentlemen was shaken by a loud 

murmur and many of them showed their enthusiastic 

agreement to this plan. Only a few Lodge Brothers seemed 

to be sceptical, but the had not the position to contradict a 

decision of the Council of the Elders. 

„What will we do after our victory?", asked a gray-haired 

man now. 

„The Japanese folk will be partly resettled to other regions 

of Asia. Furthermore, their traditional culture will be 

decomposed and eliminated in the long term", explained 

Brown and stared resolutely at his fellows. 

„AII right! So our medias will be silent for a while?", asked 

Leonard Bourgerfrom Marseille. 

„Yes! No more attention for Matsumoto until we are ready to 

strike back! The war against Japan will start in exactly one 

year!", replied Brown and sat down. 
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Thereupon, the men discussed another topic, a much more 
important one: The coming registration of earth's population 
with the new implantated Scanchips. 
At first, the North American continent should be seized by 
this measure. And the powerful gentlemen still planned 
further steps for the absolute control of mankind, but these 
were heard by nobody, except for themselves. Everything 
that was discussed at this meeting, did not leave the walls 
of the luxury hotel „Bilderblick". The eight billion human 
beings on earth still lived their simple lifes, while this small 
group of men decided their fate. 
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Peace is War 



Somewhere under the roof of the ramshackle house was a 

bird-nest, Frank felt certain. Today he had already been 

woken up once more by excited flutter and loud twitter in 

front of his window. Kohlhaas rolled scolding over the 

mattress and pulled the bedsheet over his head. 

„Bloody hell! That noise drives me insane!", he groaned and 

finally crept out of his bed. 

Alfred Baumer already sat in the kitchen and was drinking a 

coffee. Meanwhile, he had also noticed the never ending 

chirping that was robbing the two men of sleep since days. 

"They are really loud! Maybe these birds are breeding", 

muttered Alf. 

"Yes, but where is the bird-nest?", asked his young 

housemate who was still bleary. 

Frank stretched himself, trudged to the coffee pot and 

hoped that this drink would finally help him to wake up. He 

yawned loudly, collapsing into the chair beside the ktichen 

table. 

„We must fetch the long ladder from the shed to search the 

roof. The birds must be somewhere there", suggested 

Baumer and rubbed his eyes. 

Another yawning followed and Kohlhaas nodded 

approvingly. After the breakfast, the two men left the 

kitchen, went to the old shed next to their house and tried to 

yank a ladder out of a huge pile of clutter. 

It was not easy, but finally the they succeeded and pulled 

the ladder with a bearish effort out of the backyard shed. 

„Puh!", gasped Frank and went to the house, with the ladder 

under his arm. „The chirping comes from the corner up 

there, under the roof." 
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„l_et me look for the birds!", said Alfred, pushed his friend to 

the side and climbed up the ladder. When he reached the 

roof and looked over the rotten bricks, it became clear that 

they had to repair a lot in this summer. But now it was valid 

to find the pinnated guests at first. A bird with beautiful black 

and white feathers flew out of a hole in the wall, almost 

colliding with Alf s head. Then it took course downwards. 

Baumer looked baffledly at the small animal and began to 

smile. 

„These birds are probably swallows", he shouted at Frank. „l 

have found the nest. It's here, Kohlhaas!" 

Baumer heard an excited twitter between some bars and 

finally recognized five tiny, yellow bills. Meanwhile, the birds 

reacted on him with still louder noise. He pushed the ladder 

a bit to the left and climbed again upward to have a better 

sight. 

When Alfred's face, with its dark beard and the stubborn 

eyes, appeared in front of the nest, the little chicks 

answered with a panicky: „Beep! Beep! Beep!" 

The tall man hummed and still thought about removing the 

bird-nest, because the constant noise tortured him since 

more than a week. But the five little creatures with their 

yellow bills, their small brown eyes and the pretty, reddish 

fluff at the necks, finally aroused his compassion after a few 

minutes. 

If Alf would have removed the bird-nest from the roof, the 

little animals would have had no chance to survive. And to 

bring it to another place was no good idea. 

"What's up now?", shouted Kohlhaas from the ground. 

..Nothing! Let's leave our little friends alone. I think we can 

familiarize with their noise", said Baumer. 

„You don't want to remove the bird-nest?", asked Frank and 

scratched his head. 
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„No! I won't touch these birds. But we have to repair a lot of 
bricks in the next days, Frank!", replied Alfred and finally 
came down the ladder. 

Kohlhaas grinned. "Ha, you have a big heart, Alfi! This is so 
cute..." 

„Schnauze!", growled Baumer crustily and carried the ladder 
back to the shed. "The birds don't disturb me anymore. 
That's all!" 

"Nevertheless, yesterday you were still complaining the 
whole day!", teased him Frank. 

"However...", grumbled Baumer and walked away towards 
their house. 

Frank smiled and thought briefly about removing the bird- 
nest by himself. But if Alf was not disturbed anymore, he 
would also learn to ignore the noise. 
"Okay, let's go!", said Kohlhaas, locked the shed and 
followed his friend. 

The rest of the sunny week passed by - with house and 
garden work. HOK, the computer specialist of the village 
community, visited them once and told the two men about 
his newest programming activities. 

As usual, they hardly understood a word of his detailed 
explanations and technical terms. The computer scientist 
had edited their Scanchips to increase the safety. 
Nevertheless, the two rebels had rented a car with their old 
Scanchips before the assassination of Wechsler in Paris. 
Now, it was time for some "new indentities", as HOK 
explained. The concerns about investigations of the GSA, 
the international secret service, was still above their heads 
like the sword of Damocles. So HOK finally replaced the old 
Scanchips and gave his comrades two new indentity cards. 
Frank Kohlhaas became a construction worker from Berne, 
called Eduard Rietli, and Alfred Baumer exchanged his old 
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identity with Peter van Hochvaal from Belgium. „Safer is 
better!", meant HOK. And this principle was more important 
than ever in a time of total surveillance. 

Meanwhile, both men had made some investigations on the 
Internet, concerning this strange organization called 
Freedom Movement of the Rus or the "Varangian Corps". 
They had found some forbidden homepages which were 
officially not callable, and tried to read the Cyrillic texts with 
HOK's assistance. But the Russian writings were still too 
difficult for the three Germans, what meant that Wilden, 
whose Russian was much better, had to help out. 
„Well, this organization seems to have held a secret 
meeting with hundreds of people in the underground, in 
Minsk. However, this is really dangerous and would be 
perfectly inconceivable in ..Central Europe". Look at this, 
they report about some of their actions: handing out leaflets, 
spreading stickers, spraying on walls and so on. Even a 
small demonstration, that has dissolved itself after twenty 
minutes! Ha, ha! 

Here is something about ..descendants of the Rus" and 
..social revolution". .."Down with the global tyranny!". .."Russia 
is the land of the Russians..." 

These guys can be glad that the authorities in Eastern 
Europe are so underpaid and listless. In Western Europe, 
such actions would be impossible...", said Wilden and 
studied the texts on the forbidden website. 
Then HOK searched for some more webpages of the 
freedom Movement and finally found a reward poster of the 
Belarusian police. The authorities were looking for a man 
called Artur Tschistokjow, the leader of the organization. 
..Well, here they say that this man has obviously founded 
cells of his group in the Baltic countries, in Belarus and in 
the western part of Russia. The police assumes that he has 
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changed his name and is living in Minsk now", told Wilden, 
the former businessman from Nordrhein-Westfalen in 
Germany. 

"In our old homeland, they would catch this Tschistokjow in 
just one week", said Frank and tried to translate the text at 
the bottom of the reward poster by himself. 
„We should take some lessions in Russian", meant Baumer, 
looking at Wilden. The older gentleman was pleased about 
the fact that his knowledge was demanded once again and 
smiled proudly. „No problem. A good knowledge about the 
Russian language is absolutely indispensable in the long 
term if you live here." 

The two men accepted the offer and Frank was quite 
astonished about his gift to learn foreign languages. Alf, in 
contrast, seemed to be not as talented as his friend and 
Wilden who sometimes behaved like an old schoolteacher, 
scolded the poor Baumer several times. Also Julia Wilden, 
the beautiful daughter of the rebel leader, had a lot of fun 
with watching the two men suffering under the strict 
command of her father. Often the young woman beheld the 
Russian lesson for hours - always with a sarcastic smile. 
Both men even got homework from Wilden who always 
examined the training success of his students with 
increasing meticulousness on the following day. Baumer 
was reprimanded again and again, while Frank become 
something like "teacher's pet". After a hard time of learning, 
Alf finally started to hate the Russian lessons. 
The months passed and one day, the summer had just 
vanished. Now the leaves of the trees around Ivas slowly 
changed their color and the days became shorter. Frank 
Kohlhaas could say that the other villagers still admired him, 
because of the bold operation in Paris. They liked him, he 
was sure about that. And above all, Julia Wilden, the 
daughter of the village boss who had once met him with so 
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much distrust, seemed to cast an eye at him. After the 
Russian lessions with Wilden, in which Frank could score 
more and more, she often accompanied Alf and him to their 
house, talking about this and that. 

Julias eyes were focused on Frank, as the young man 
believed. But he still was not audacious enough to start his 
own "great offensive". Wilden's daugther always remained 
inapproachable and aloof. 

She was a very good friend, without any doubt, but Frank 
was not satisfied with that in the long term. To show 
feelings, apart from hate, he had somehow forgotten since 
his time in „Big Eye". So he still behaved gawky, never 
knowing what to do next in her presence. The nightmares 
and visions that occasionally afflicted him in the sleep, were 
currently not very frequent, and Frank was glad about it. 
He had no more panic attacks and fears, as it had been one 
year ago. Meanwhile, he rarely startled up before he fell 
asleep and "Mr. Madness", his imaginary cellmate, was 
banned from his mind. But his grown immunity in relation to 
his fears had demanded a high price. 
J can't feel any longer", thought Frank. J can't cry 
anymore, and I also can't be happy like a normal human 
being. I can only live..." 

Perhaps, the genuine feelings would return one day. They 
were just locked up behind a large concrete wall at the end 
of his head. Frank did not know, whether this condition was 
really a profit. 

Before the winter came over Lithuania, the emotions 
seemed to have buried themselves in a hole under the 
boundary wall, deep in Frank's mind. Now they slowly came 
back, even with a power the young man had never 
expected. Unfortunately, the positive feelings had not the 
major part in this outbreak, because the darker the days 
became, the darker it was in Frank's brain. Depressions 
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tortured him and he was scared to fall asleep again. The 
glaring, cruel light of the holo cell returned in his dreams, 
allied with the computerized woman's voice from the 
loudspeaker. 

Sometimes, he dreamed that somebody had pushed him 
into a brightly illuminated hole without a ground. The fall 
lasted eternally and he rushed faster and faster downwards 
- but he never reached the bottom. 

His murdered father and his dead sister seemed to send 
him messages from the other side, as Frank sometimes 
thought. They spoke to him, in the lightless hours of the 
winter nights, reminding him to take care of Nico. 
From time to time, his little nephew appeared as well, telling 
him that they had surgically removed his heart. Then he 
held the bloody, pulsatile muscle in his hand and said: „lf 
you don't believe me, uncle Frank, I can show you what 
they have done to me!" 

These visions were an agony and Kohlhaas had the feeling 
that there was nobody he could talk about this. Baumer had 
already become a good friend, although he was not the right 
interlocutor for topics like this. His mother would have been 
one, but she had left this world a long time ago. Meanwhile, 
Frank could hardly remember her face and her gentle voice. 
If he awoke at night and looked around in his dark bedroom, 
he cursed the causers of his mental horrors. Sometimes, 
Frank thought about calling the educational institution, in 
which his nephew Nico probably still was. But this was 
connected with a very high risk. What should he say to the 
responsible persons? He was a wanted person and did not 
exist anymore, as a "normal" citizen of the new world 
system. 

Furthermore, only family members had the right to ask for 
Nico, but the little boy had no more "official" relatives. 
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Anyway, they would lie to him, Frank said to himself. It was 
just senseless to call the orphanage. 
Thorsten Wilden, the often paternally appearing leader of 
Ivas, whom Frank viewed as mentor and friend, was not the 
right person to talk about psychological problems and inner 
fears. The gray-haired man was just too sober for these 
things. 

Kohlhaas had also a good relationship to his daughter, but 
he avoided to talk with her about any emotional stuff. She 
took him for a weird guy with a heart of iron, and that was 
the image Frank wanted to preserve. Hence, he tried to hide 
the dark marks on his soul from her attention and was 
internally ashamed, because of his psychological flaws. 
Baumer had already confronted him with his screams in the 
night, but Frank was just takling about any bad dreams. It 
was nothing serious, as he assured. 

During the whole winter, there was a lot to repair. Some 
frost and storm damages in the village, and the daily snow 
shoveling, kept the two rebels on the go. 
Besides, Frank killed time with the intensive study of the 
Russian language, with the support of Wilden. Baumer had 
meanwhile given it up to improve his knowledge - for the 
moment. Sometimes he became angry, when Frank 
boasted with his new language skills during the dinner. 
After a boring and lonely Christmas, some of the villagers 
celebrated the turn of the year at the Wildens. The former 
entrepreneur had organized a whole armada of Russian 
vodka and the party finally became a general booze-up. 
Frank Kohlhaas and Alfred Baumer drunk all they could get 
and went home in the early morning hours, before they 
could behave badly. Julia Wilden had suffered some lewd 
remarks from Frank and had reacted very sulkily on her 
young admirer. 
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„Do you think. ..the girl is still angry?", slurred Frank on the 

way home and put his arm on Alf s shoulder. 

..Don't know. Who can understand these women?", said 

Baumer and staggered ahead. 

„l nevertheless. ..only nevertheless. ..only said... that she is a 

sweet Blondchen, he, he!", stammered the young man and 

almost fell on a huge pile of snow. 

„Yes, right! You are right, buddy!", answered Alf. 

„Why was that so amusing?", muttered Frank. 

„Oh!", bleated Baumer boozily. "I really tell you, 

KohL.Kohlhase! Damn! I have almost forgotten your name, 

buddy! She is nevertheless. ..always. ..somehow.. .such a 

prude. Miss "Do-not-touch-me"...l know women, they are all 

like that, understand? It is normal! Totally normal behavior 

of women, you know?" 

Alfred's experiences with the other sex were not the newest 

and Frank knew this. So he made some scathing remarks, 

while his friend became angry. 

"What you mean by that, Kohlhaas? I had a lot of women 

before my time in that fucking prison!", grumbled Alf. 

"I just meant, that your last girlfriend was...", teased him 

Frank and gawked at the tall man to his right. 

"Fuck you!", hissed Alf and gave his friend a punch. Frank 

tumbled into the snow. "It is not my fault that in. ..in this 

dump are no women. ..Got it?" 

His friend straightened up confusedly and staggered away 

like a dazed bull. 

"I should chat Julia up! What do you think? Eh?", he slured 

and tried to brush off the snow from his trousers. 

„Do what you want, man. Yes, why not? Good. ..good idea, 

Frank!", said Alfred. 

"You think.. .it would be good? Eh?" 

"Yes! Chat her up, brother!" 

"Die sufie Maus..." 
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"Yes! Hey, Frank..." 

"What?" 

"Do you know, what "Kohlhaas" means in English?" 

"What is that supposed to mean?" 

"I just thought..." 

"Don't make me angry, Baumstumpf!" 

"Ha, ha! It means. .."Cabbage Hare".. .Isn't that funny?" 

"Just shut up! Baumer... "Tree-Man". ..whatever.. .Burp!" 

"You are Mr. Cabbage Hare! This sounds much funnier, ha, 

ha! Ca...Caggage...eh...Mr. Cabbage Head..." 

"I don't care about English, idiot! Now.. .Come on!" 

The two drunk rebels still waded through the slush for a 

while and finally reached their house. After several attempts 

to open the front door, they had made it and dropped into 

the dark corridor. 

Their heads roared and totally hazy they crept into their 

bedrooms. At this night, the alcohol became the guardian 

over Frank's sleep. He dreamed about nothing, it was just 

black in his head. This was wonderful. 

Julia had not been very impressed by Frank's drunken 
swank. When he came back to Wilden's house, the young 
woman just welcomed him with restraint. Apart from that, 
Kohlhaas was ignored. 

The February of the year 2031 came and the weather in 
Lithuania was terrible again. Sleets and icy wind anguished 
Ivas and Frank could hardly leave his more or less warm 
house which was still heated by only one single wood fired 
oven. The young rebel did not care about political questions 
at this time. Casually, he sat in front of the old television, the 
Christmas gift of Wilden, or trawled the Internet for the 
newest messages from around the world. But most of the 
time he thought about Julia and his own aimless life. His 
falsified Scanchip that HOK's ingenious computer 
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knowledge had made possible, provided an income, an 

electronic account for a work, he did not do, and for a 

person who did not exist. Nevertheless, he had enough 

Globes to live. 

Frank had a home, a roof over his head, and a warm room 

to hang around - and a friend: Alfred Baumer. Thorsten 

Wilden was also some kind of friend, perhaps more 

something like a mentor. Despite everything, Kohlhaas had 

no real reason to life for. The kiling of Leon-Jack Wechsler 

had been a part of his personal revenge and in the first 

weeks after the successful bomb attempt, he had felt like a 

hero. 

With a proudly swollen chest he had walked down the roads 

of the village and many of the inhabitants, who had 

distrusted him before, met him now with respect and open 

admiration. That was great. But this condition slowly 

evaporated again and monotonousness, aimlessness and a 

gnawing boredom began to rule Frank's life. 

Moreover, the young man felt lonely. He often thought about 

Julia in the quiet hours, in which he sat brooding in his 

room. Then he asked himself if he had ever met this woman 

in a "normal" life. Sometimes he also remembered Nico, his 

nephew. 

What had become of him? Meanwhile, the boy had to be 

about four or five years old. Was he still in that orphanage in 

Berlin? 

One day, HOK looked at Nico's Scanchip files to do Frank a 

favour. But there was nothing new. The little boy was still 

listed as a "child in public care". Nico was somewhere out 

there, far away, in the administration sector "Central 

Europe". 

There Frank sat now: mentally unstable, dissatisfied, 

without a clear aim and also without a female reference 

person, he really yearned for - if he was honest to himself. 
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He remembered Tina, his last girlfriend, from the time when 
he had lived in Berlin. In those days, he had still worked as 
a daywage man in the production complex 42B. 
She had left him after six months, and had moved out of the 
ugly apartment block, in which he had carved out his 
miserable existence. One day, as Frank remembered, he 
had just been alone again. Tina had been vanished, leaving 
no trace of her presence. 

The following month changed everything. In any case, on 
the stage of global policy. Kohlhaas had heard nothing at all 
about the political tensions between the World Government 
and the rebellious state of Japan in the last months, but 
now, an extensive attack against Matsumoto was started by 
the international media. Suddenly the news stations just 
knew only one topic: Japan! Japan here and Japan there. 
Reports for hours, about the Japanese armament efforts 
and the underground buildings in the densely populated 
area around Tokyo, dominated the evening program. 
President Matsumoto had given the order to build huge 
bunkers that the civilian population could be evacuated in 
case of bomb attacks. 

Of course, only a small part of the inhabitants of the 
megapolis, the urban center of the Japanese main island, 
could be accommodated there, in case of emergency, but it 
still was an attempt to be not perfectly unprepared in a 
coming war. Nevertheless, the international press talked of 
"underground armament factories". The media clamored 
and called these subterranen facilities "war factories" or 
"arsenals of nuclear weaponry". The bunkers were the 
proof, in their eyes, that Japan was planning a war against 
the rest of the world. 

On 01.03.2031, the film studios of Hollywood punctually 
brought a war propaganda film called „Night over 
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Yokohama" to the cinemas. Frank and Alfred downloaded it 

on an illegal website and were shocked about the malicious 

grade of agitation against the island state. 

In that film, the Japanese, all together trigger-happy 

maniacs and militarists, attacked peaceful China and 

slaughtered women and children. 

Their leader, president Marusaki Kokushi, who demanded 

world domination with flashing eyes and a mad look, 

opened a never ending war against everything and 

everyone outside the Japanese islands. He collected the 

skulls of his enemies as a hobby, and his dark, sadistic 

henchmen served him regularly human meat. 

The picture of the insane president of Japan was somehow 

ridiculous and his exaggerated tantrums appeared silly, but 

the intention of the movie was clear. It should increase the 

aversion of the people against the Japanese. 

"Night over Yokohama" was a primitive piece of 

propaganda, but it was nevertheless effective. Murderous 

hordes of Asian psychopaths dominated the cinema halls 

for weeks. Furthermore, the Japanese had an eerie 

technology that they had only invented to kill millions of 

helpless people without any reason. 

However, the hero of the movie was sergeant Steve 

Williams, an elite soldier of the GCF, who could finally 

eliminate the evil Japanese dictator, destroying his dark 

legions almost in a solo run. Frank and Alfred were 

disgusted of this mean concoction, but they knew that the 

subliminal message of the movie reached millions of people 

all over the world. 

„My God! Sergeant Williams saves the world! What a stupid 

shit!", groaned Baumer and turned off the television. 

„Well, he kills ten Japanese soldiers with every shot", said 

Frank with a disdainful smile. Perhaps the guy is real? The 

secret weapon of the GCF, ha, ha! " 
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„Anyhow, that film released a true wave of protest in Japan. 

Even Matsumoto, and he is meant as "crazy tyrant", 

delivered a governmental declaration and demands a 

worldwide prohibition of this bad flicker. But they will ignore 

his wishes. It is always the same...", answered Alf angrily. 

„However, this is the most malicious movie, I have ever 

seen!", said Kohlhaas. 

Subsequently, the two men still read some articles, 

concerning the Japanese reactions on „Night over 

Yokohama", and finally went to bed. 

On the next day, the Russian lesson with Wilden failed - 

more or less. The former entrepreneur talked instead about 

the propaganda film, he had also watched some days ago. 

Frank listened to his remarks and thought, that he was right. 

„What an insolence! Such a primitive defaming! It becomes 

still worse!", grumbled Wilden and stamped his foot. "This is 

much more than simple animosity, this is the psychological 

preparation of the masses for another war!" 

"Are you sure, Thorsten?", asked Frank. 

„Yes! There is only atrocity propaganda against Matsumoto 

on television - since weeks. They want to swear the world to 

war, I feel it!", answered Wilden. But Frank was not sure 

about this and seemed to doubt. 

"I just hope, the damn Lodge Brothers will keep their greedy 

fingers away from the only free nation on this planet", 

mumbled Kohlhaas. 

„What we hope, doesn't interest the World Government. 

Wait and see! I studied their methods for so many years. 

This smells like a coming military strike. And my friend 

Masaru agrees...", grouched the village boss and sat down 

on a kitchen chair. .Another coffee?" 

Frank denied the question and asked: „Who is Masaru?" 

"Ach, didn't I tell you about Masaru? Well, we made contact 

again, a few weeks ago. Masaru Taishi is an old affiliate of 
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mine. From my times as a businessman! He lived for many 

years in Dusseldorf and was the chief of the German branch 

of a big Japanese concern. Meanwhile, he has gone back to 

Tokyo with his family. We were good friends at that time, so 

I wrote him an email, in order to ask if he is still well. He is at 

my age, a very nice guy." 

„Aha!", returned Frank and smiled. 

„Really! He always gives me the most actual informations 

about the situation in Japan. Believe me, Japan is a rising 

nation, since Mastumoto has come to power. He provided 

not only a reasonable social security system in his country, 

and jobs for millions of people, he also gave the Japanese a 

new self esteem. 

Masaru admires him, as most of the Japanese. The 

president promotes culture and education, supports the 

families and so forth. This man is a great leader, loved by 

his people. That's why the World Government hates him." 

„You have your contacts everywhere, isn't it?", said Frank 

and grinned ambiguously. 

„Why not? I will visit Masaru one day. Japan, this would be 

a great trip, boys...", answered Wilden. 

„And Masaru also thinks, that they will attack Japan 

sometime?" 

"He has no doubt! And this will be no fun. My friend told me, 

that the Japanese are full of sorrow, because of a possible 

assault of the GCF. The government in Tokyo has already 

forewarned the population", explained the head of the rebel 

base. ..Meanwhile, there are already exercises with flier 

alarm in every bigger city. The Japanese government 

seems to know, what will come over them..." 

Frank Kohlhaas groaned and asked for another coffee. 

Would the only nation on earth, that was a ray of hope in 

this dark age, soon be crushed by the forces of the World 

Government? 
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The young man sipped at his cup and disappointedly looked 
around. Wilden continued his speech: „These bunkers, that 
the media describe as arsenals of nuclear weaponry, are 
expanded at present, according to Masaru. I think, you all 
know, what that means." 

„Do you believe that Japan would have a chance at all if the 
GCF attacks?", asked Frank. 

„This is difficult to say. Probably, the country doesn't have 
great chances, although I can hardly judge the situation 
from here. The Japanese can be fanatic warriors if they 
have to defend themselves. They have already proven it 
many times. It depends on how much power and money the 
World Government will pump into a war against this 
renegade state. If they leave Japan in peace and other 
nations see, that independence is possible, there is the 
danger, that more and more other countries could follow a 
man like Mastumoto. 

And the discontent is enormous, in many regions of the 
world. You know this, Frank. Japan is a thorn in the side of 
the New World Order and the Lodge Brothers have no other 
alternative than war. They just can't accept, that a state 
becomes independent from their omnipotence. Matsumoto 
refuses to fall on his knees in front of the great pyramide, he 
doesn't submit to the self-appointed chosen few. No, they 
can't ignore him!" 

Wilden's words sounded plausible and the young man 
nodded approvingly. The former businessman had analyzed 
the situation transparently and his conclusions seemed to 
be right. 

It was an oppressing feeling and the remarks of the gray- 
haired man gave not much room for hope. Mastumoto had 
chosen the hard way, the way of confrontation with a 
superior and cruel enemy. But it should still become worse. 
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It was at the end of the month, when a disturbing event 

shook the world public. Thorsten Wilden had already rung 

up Frank and Alf in the early morning hours, to tell them 

about the newest headlines of the world press. 

In the dark hours of the last night, the city of Hangzhou, at 

the east coast of China, had become victim of a devastating 

attack with biological weapons. At several places, tactical 

missiles had hit the city, spreading clouds of deadly 

substances. Hundreds of people had been killed in only a 

few minutes. In the following days, over 50000 inhabitants 

of Hangzhou died from the effects of an increasing 

epidemic. A mile-long quarantine zone was established 

around the city by the authorities of the sub-administration 

sector „China", while thousands of journalists reported about 

the disaster around the clock. Now it was valid to look for 

the causer of the epidemic, and it did not last long till the 

media had found the guilty ones: The Japanese! 

A furious nagging started immediately, and the first 

messages came on television, that the missiles had been 

fired from a Japanese warship - according to "secret GSA 

reports". 

"Mastumoto plans an invasion of China!", screamed the 

international press. 

Who faced the reports critically, was simply hushed by the 

furious shouting of the warmongers of the World 

Government. Foreign diplomats just got the prohibition to 

speak with Matsumoto or one his advisors. 

At the same time, countless angry Chinese went on the 

streets and demanded revenge for the attack on Hangzhou. 

It was the rebirth of the old hate between China and Japan, 

and the international media tried everything to increase the 

tensions. 

The powerful gentlemen behind the scenes had achieved 

their goal and kept the hate boiling, while the sub-governor 
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of the sector, Li-Zheng, already proclaimed the war against 

Japan. So the media machinery of the Lodge Brothers spat 

their lies all over Asia and the rest of the world, without any 

intermission or objectivity. 

Thorsten Wilden was deeply frightened. He nervously ran 

through Frank's and Alfs kitchen and waved his arms. 

However, the two men were still completely overtired and 

disturbed too. With narrow eyes, they looked at the village 

boss. 

„This is incomprehensible! Biological weapons! 

Unbelievable, these criminals stop at nothing!", screamed 

the former businessman. 

..Nevertheless, they have no proofs at all...", said Baumer, 

but the rebel leader cut in. 

..Proofs! Proofs! They don't need any proofs, they just 

blame Japan for the massacre! This is just a part of their 

campaign!", hissed Wilden and his face became red. 

„An attack with biological weapons?", Frank was still 

confused. 

"Yes, as I have already said! It were missiles with a lethal 

virus inside. Anyhow, this is what those media rats tell us. 

Who really knows the truth, Frank? Nobody! Now, the 

military strike against Japan is justified in front of everybody! 

And believe me: They will start their war - soon!" 

Frank and Alfred became silent. Unfortunately, the leader of 

the rebel base was mostly right with his forebodings... 
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Volunteers for Japan 



While Ivas was afflicted by heavy rainstorms and Frank had 
to safe his belongings from a flooded cellar, the Japanese 
situation heated up. Both men already avoided to watch TV 
since a few days, because they couldn't stand the 
continuous agitation anymore. 

Yesterday, Baumer had driven to Kedainiai with John 
Thorphy's car to buy some buckets of wall paint. For today 
they had planned to paint the hall of the lower floor in a 
beautiful orange-brown color. 

However, Kohlhaas had suffered a wakeful night. 
Nightmares or bad foreshadowings had still haunted him in 
his dark bedroom, but on the next morning he could hardly 
remember any details. 

The idea to paint today, did not please Frank at all, because 
he felt languid and exhausted. But his friend Alf finally 
pressed him to join the renovation works. And it was a lot of 
work to do in this shabby house. After a while, they had 
painted a part of the ugly, gray walls in the hallway and 
Kohlhaas slowly became a bit more motivated. A beautiful 
environment fits to a healing soul, as Frank said to himself. 
This new year started with big clearing-up operations and 
many restoration works, also for the other inhabitants of 
Ivas. 

Meanwhile, Steffen de Vries had taken over one of the old 
shops which had rotted for years, and already sold there 
various stuff and housewares. Thereby, the small village 
had its first "official" shop and some of the things the 
Fleming was hoarding, were quite needful. In the meantime, 
about 30 new inhabitants had come to the village and had 
moved into some of the old houses. Wilden had given the 
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order to HOK to check everyone of them. He furthermore 

said that no more settlers would be accepted by him. 

Among the new neighbours were a Dutch family from 

Amsterdam, a family from France and an Englishman, who 

had escaped from a detention center. Frank had had not 

much contact to the "new ones" so far, except for Ives, a 

Frenchman. He had talked with him about the situation in 

France a few days ago. 

Ives seemed to be a nice guy and he had told Frank, that he 

had left his homeland over night, because of some illegal 

political activities. The remaining new inhabitants of Ivas 

were from Germany and Austria, where the pursuit of 

unpleasant persons had increased. 

At midday, Kohlhaas went to the quaint shop of the Belgian, 

in order to buy a new paint roller. Meanwhile, they had 

halfway finished their work. Some of the walls looked really 

nice now and even the front door of the house had finally 

been repaired. 

Steffen de Vries looked boredly through the dirty windows of 

his small shop, waiting for customers. But today, the rush of 

new buyers seemed to keep within bounds. When he saw 

the young man, coming from the square in the center of the 

village, he smiled and raised his hands. 

„Hello Steffen!", welcomed him Frank. „Still making 

millions?" 

Just forget it! But anything is better than nothing. I can have 

this old shop for free, as Wilden says. Yesterday, I have 

sold a jumper cable to one of the new ones. That was really 

a stubborn guy. His name is Richard, he has hardly said a 

word", told the merchant. 

„l need a new paint roller, Steffen!", remarked Frank and 

looked at some boxes which were chock-full of all kinds of 

useful junk. 
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„Eh? Paint roller? I don't think...", Steffen de Vries 
disappeared into the backroom and Kohlhaas heard him 
rummage around. 

„You know, we paint our hallway and I have only this old 
roller here. Thus, I can't use it anymore", said Kohlhaas. 
,,1'm sorry. I don't have a paint roller. Only a large brush. But 
it's still completely new!", it resounded out of the backroom. 
The stocky Belgian returned and shook his head. 
„Okay, maybe I will take the brush, it's better than 
nothing...", muttered Frank. 

Steffen de Vries offered a tea to his potential customer and 
fetched his cigarettes. Then he scratched his reddish three- 
day beard and let his broad cheeks quake. The Fleming 
looked somehow funny now, and Frank had to suppress a 
laughter. 

„Well, do you want to join the Japanese fight for freedom 
too, Frank?", asked the Belgian then. 
„What do you mean by that?", asked Frank with surprise. 
„You didn't hear it yet? Sven and the other 
whippersnappers, here in our village, want to join a foreign 
volunteer corps to help the Japanese if the GCF attacks", 
explained de Vries. 
"Eh? No!", replied Kohlhaas. 

„They could need someone like you there. Sven has already 
asked for Alf and you", said the Belgian. 
..Volunteers for Japan?" Frank was dumbstruck. 
..Wilden has told me, the day before yesterday, that over ten 
thousand volunteers from many countries had already 
joined the Japanese army. European rebels, men from Iraq 
and the other Arab countries, Asians, Americans and 
whoever...", told the Fleming. 
„So many?", asked Frank. 

„And in the following months, thousands will probably still 
come. There is something brewing. The Japanese high 
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command wants to summarize these foreign militiamen in 

volunteer divisions. I have also thought about going to 

Japan, but I'm just too old, and in addition, I have a family", 

said the man from Flanders and lighted another cigarette. 

„Aha, Sven and the others...", hummed Frank. 

Sven Weber was a tall, blonde hotspur and was eager to 

fight for Japan against the "Global Control Force". He lived 

with his parents here in Ivas. In the last weeks, a bunch of 

other young chaps had clustered around the charismatic 

young man. All of the youngsters just knew only one topic 

anymore: The heroic fight for freedom which they dreamed 

about to join. 

„Well, you know Sven. He talks about nothing else, since 

days: War, war, war! Tim indeed not that enthusiastic, but 

the boy still misses some life experience. I told him, that this 

won't be an adventure vacation and he should better think 

twice, before he goes to Eastern Asia. But he still ignores all 

my warnings. You are probably his great idol, Frank. Your 

action in Paris has...", said Steffen de Vries, but Kohlhaas 

cut in. 

"I am his idol? What did you say, my friend? I thought that 

he doesn't like me very much." Frank marvelled. 

"No! Sven adores you! Believe me!", returned the Belgian. 

"After your operation in Paris, I had to tell him every little 

detail. He nearly came every evening and pumped me with 

his countless questions." 

"Really? That's new for me...", said Frank. 

Steffen de Vries looked at his interlocutor with a grin and 

explained: „The boy is your fan, Frank! And also Alf is a real 

hero for him. When Sven was here, some days ago, he 

enthused about you all the time. He knows five or six other 

young men who want to accompany him. Also Rolf, the son 

of Kai Hugenthal, is as keen as mustard for Japan." 
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Frank Kohlhaas didn't know, what he should think about 
this. It made him internally proud that these young men 
treated him as a hero, but he could imagine, what a real war 
would mean for those teenagers, driven by war fever. 
Surely, it was politically very important that Japan could 
resist the power of the World Government, should it really 
come to an attack, but he was not very glad about the fact, 
that a group of youngsters wanted to join a nearly desperate 
fight - just to impose Alf and him. 

Killing people was no fun and had nothing to do with an 
adventure trip for bored boys. And the probability not to 
come home again, was very big if GCF forces would really 
assault Japan. 

Moments later, Frank said goodbye and went with the new 
brush, that Steffen de Vries had finally donated to him, back 
to the house and continued to paint the hall. He was 
thoughtful and taciturn for the rest of the day. In the 
evening, he told Baumer about his conversation with Steffen 
de Vries and the tall man from Dortmund was also more 
than disturbed. 

Wilden ran through his office and gestured wildly, when 
Frank and Alfred asked him about that "volunteer thing". 
„This boy drives me insane since days. After I had told him, 
that more and more freedom fighters from all over the world 
go to Japan, in order to support Matsumoto, Sven is totally 
excited. In the last week, about 5000 partisans from Iran 
have gone to the island. Masaru told me that. It has been a 
big topic in the Japanese media, after the slogan: „You see, 
the whole world joins our fight for freedom! " 
„How do all those men come to Japan?", asked Alf now. 
„They just seep through the meshes of the control network 
of the World Government in small groups. Then they gather 
somewhere in Japan", explained the village boss. „Who is 
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catched by the GCF, as a potential resistance fighter, is 

liquidated immediately. But the partisans from Iran, and also 

many other groups of rebels, have developed good 

structures in the last years. They even have their own ships 

or other transport facilities." 

„How does Sven want to come to Japan?", asked Frank with 

a tense expression. 

„Very simple! By airplane, as a passenger. He wants to take 

five men with him. All travel separately, so that they are not 

noticeable as a group. Starting from the 01.07.2031, all 

passenger flights to Japan will be forbidden, the same will 

be valid for cruises. But currently, it is still possible. Soon, 

nobody will be able to reach Japan anymore. 

The state will be perfectly isolated from all other countries. 

And the Japanese will cordon off their country too. 

Furthermore, they will arrest or execute everyone who 

seems to be an agent of the Lodge Brothers. The sole 

exception are businessmen with special permissions. But 

this is nothing for us "normal people", Frank. I think, Sven 

and the rest will reach Japan without bigger problems if the 

hurry up", said Wilden 

„Do you endorse this operation at all?", asked Alf then. 

„Well, I can't forbid them to join the fight. Further, it is 

extremely important, that Japan is supported by every 

available soldier from other countries. Every honourable 

young man should actually be a volunteer in this substantial 

conflict!", pontificated the gray-haired man. 

„Thus, you also expect that from us? We are finally the 

"heroes" of Ivas - at least, in Sven's eyes!", said Baumer 

and looked emphatically in Wilden's direction. 

„This is your own thing. I won't force anybody. If I were 

younger, I would immediately join the Japanese army, even 

because it is so incomprehensibly important for the rest of 

mankind. This state must not fall, it must be defended! 
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However, I'm nearly sixty years old and would probably be 

no great assistance on the front. Moreover, I must keep Ivas 

running. But you two are good fighters, what you have 

already proven in Paris. The best men in our base! You 

could be a real gain for the Japanes army. Nevertheless, I 

say this with mixed feelings, because I don't want to lose 

you, boys", explained Wilden and looked out the window, as 

if the whole situation would be unpleasant for him. Frank 

and Alfred did not reply. 

Baumer finally stood up from the black leather couch in 

Wilden's office and said: „We will think about it. Could you 

accommodate us there if we would really go to Japan?" 

„That would probably be the smallest problem. I have 

already spoken with Masaru Taishi about this. You, or 

someone of the boys, could stay in his house." 

Wilden avoided to look at his comrades and turned around. 

„l understand! You have already organized everything! 

However, the "great heroes of Paris" shall not miss the 

coming slaughter, right?", said Kohlhaas spitefully. 

The leader of Ivas was silent and just harrumphed quietly. 

„lt is your own decision. Organizing is my job here. If I 

wouldn't organize, Ivas would just go down the drain. That's 

the way it is!", answered the former entrepreneur and still 

avoided to look at the faces of his two fellows. 

„We will come back to you!", said Alfred and signaled his 

friend, that it was time to go now. The two rebels went out of 

the room and left Wilden's house. 

Julia, his daughter, came to meet them in the corridor and 

whispered some greetings. Alfred just nodded, while Frank 

looked away and didn't answer her. 

When the two men walked through their freshly painted 

hallway and sat down in the kitchen, they didn't talk at all. 

Today they felt not as heroes and had moreover the 

impression that the village boss tried to apply pressure to 
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them in a subtle way. Some days and nights they just 
brooded or discussed the for and against of a journey to 
Japan. In contrast to Sven they had already been able to 
satisfy their desires for adventures one year ago in Paris. 
And both were glad to be still alive. Furthermore, the men 
could imagine, what big calamity this coming war would 
bring upon the population of Japan. No, this would not be an 
adventure holiday - it would be a trip to hell. 
On the other hand, they had chosen a life as resistance 
fighters and armed conflicts with the enemy were just a part 
of it. Japan was so far away, on the other side of the globe, 
but the battle for the only state on earth which had openly 
challenged the power of the Lodge Brothers was crucial for 
all other countries. 

If the GCF would not be able to conquer the archipelago, it 
could become a disaster for the World Government which 
had the image of an invincible force. However, this conflict 
was of great importance. Was it not more than necessary to 
safe the only rebellious nation on the planet from the terror 
of the enemy? All the eyes of mankind looked at Japan in 
these days. 

Should they just live their little lifes here in Ivas? Was it right 
to ignore the upcoming evil without doing something? No, 
this was not the right way in the long term. The fight was not 
over. To the contrary, it had just begun. A brave nation had 
risen, tearing the chains of slavery to pieces, and now, the 
existence of this nation was endangered. 
In these days, it was Japan that gave so many millions a 
dawn of hope. This state showed the world, that resistance 
was possible - that the enemy was not godlike. 
A milestone for the further course of world history had not 
been the assassination of Leon-Jack Wechsler, but rather 
the freedom fight of president Matsumoto. If he and his 
people would survive, then it would prove the vulnerability of 
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the World Government. It would just clarify, that the Lodge 
Brothers were no "dark gods" with the mark of invincibility, 
but only unscrupulous criminals. The days passed and the 
brains of Frank and Alfred still worked strenuously. 
Shortly afterwards, they went to Sven and spoke with him 
about the pro and cons of the whole thing. Finally, they 
consented. If they would not fight now, when would they 
ever want to fight then? Frank Kohlhaas and Alfred Baumer 
decided to join the Japanese army. 
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Masaru Taishi 



In the early morning hours of 07.05.2031, GCF units landed 
on Okinawa in the south of Japan. Over one million soldiers 
came out of the enormous warships which had come from 
China and the Philippines. Moreover, several tank 
squadrons and a whole air fleet were stationed here. The 
occupation of Okinawa, that small and strategically very 
important archipelago, came unexpected and was already a 
military act. 

Not until the year 1972, the former USA had given the rule 
over the island group back to the old Japanese state, after it 
had been conquered by the Americans in 1945. At that time, 
about 120000 soldiers had lost their lives in the great battle 
for the jungle-covered archipelago. 

Since the end of the Second World War, the United States 
had built up an enormous military base here which could 
always keep an eye on Japan. 

Even after the transfer of the administrative sovereignty to 
the East Asian state in 1972, this base had remained and 
had furthermore been used by U.S. troops. In the course of 
the abolition of the Japanese state in 2020, the Lodge 
Brothers had converted the old U.S. military base to a GCF 
base, that had again been dissolved after Matsumoto's 
takeover and the re-establishment of Japan. 
Thus, Okinawa had been an apple of discord for decades, 
but now the giant armed force of the World Government 
took the archipelago without a single shot. 
The prefect, the administrative head of Okinawa, Mr. 
Hirokazu Nakashima, reacted perfectly helpless on the 
occupation. After only two days, he was arrested and 
executed by GSA agents, because of „crimes against world 
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peace and humanity". President Matsumoto spoke of a 
brazen assault, however, the still insufficiently prepared 
Japanese army held back and had to accept the loss of the 
archipelago. 

In the meantime, the world press celebrated the "great 
victory" and spoke of a „first success against the fascist 
Matsumoto regime". The old U.S. military base finally 
became the strategic headquarter of the southern invasion 
army of the GCF. 

General David Williams, the commander-in-chief of the 
Global Control Force, who should attack Japan from the 
south resided here from now on. At the same time, the 
recruitments for the GCF ran at full speed in China. 
Innumerable young Chinese volunteered, in order to join the 
revenge campaign against Japan. 

..Retaliation for the massacre of Hangzhou!" was the slogan 
of the international propagandists, who relentlessly agitated 
in the Chinese provinces. In the north of Japan, another 
huge army was stationed on Sakhalin island which was 
separated from Japan only by a small strait. 
The largest city on the isle, Yuzno Sakhalin, was converted 
to a giant military camp. At the east coast of China and 
Korea, still more GCF troops were waiting for the attack on 
Northern Japan. This second army was under the command 
of general Daniel Schwarzer. Nevertheless, the World 
Government still called for more infantry platoons, tanks, 
cannons and airplanes. Millions of soldiers deployed in front 
of Japan's borders, preparing for the great assault. Aircraft 
carriers, submarines and destroyers encircled the rebellious 
island state, while the dawn of war was rising. 
For now, however, the huge army just waited, because 
further preparations were still necessary. Military camps 
were built overnight and supplies were hoarded. Meanwhile, 
the Japanese government acted disconcerted and it was 
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conspicuous, that Matsumoto was scared of the coming 
conflict with this terrifying force. The leader of the Japanese 
nation abstained from any official statements for the foreign 
press after the illegal occupation of Okinawa. Instead, he 
held a radio speech to his people. Matsumoto encouraged 
the Japanese, to be defensive and watchful: „The war will 
probably be forced on us, my compatriots. Our enemies 
have ignored all my appeals for peace again. Prepare your 
hearts to fight!" 

In reverse, the international media called the president a 
"miserable coward" and tried to heat up the situation. 
"Okinawa liberated by GCF troops: Matsumoto does not 
strike back! Is the warmonger suddenly afraid to fight?" 
headlined the "New Britain Times" from London. 

The men in Ivas read the newest reports with the usual 
suspicion. Thorsten Wilden was once again furious about 
the brazen press agitation. The others, however, hadn't 
expected anything else and reacted much more calmly. 
Meanwhile, Frank Kohlhaas and Alfred Baumer spent the 
sunny days of May 2031 with firing practices and tried to 
prepare for their mission of war. 

Sven and the other younger men followed them like 
fanatical believers. If Frank and Alfred thought about Sven 
and his fellows they were not sure, if everyone of them 
would really be a good soldier. 

Sven was the born Landser, already a charismatic young 
man with his 23 years: Tall, with blond hair, bright eyes, 
audacious, bold and very insolent. But not all of his fellows 
were prototypes of the "brave Teuton". 
For example Rolf Hugenthal. He was 18 years old, sturdy 
and not very articulated. Nevertheless, he was a reliable 
young man, certainly a bit beef-witted. His parents had 
come to Ivas five years ago and were from Hamburg. 
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Furthermore, the brothers Christian and Dennis Muller 
belonged to Sven's group. Both were two athletic young 
men with a remarkable talent for shooting. They were about 
twenty years old. 

Thomas Baastfeldt was of Dutch origin and lived with his 
father and his two sisters here in the village, since over 
eight years. He was a little berserk and seemed to be easily 
attractionable and aggressive. His grey eyes often looked 
around with an element of truculence. Baastfeldt made the 
impression of being always ready for a brawl. 
At last, there was Michael Ziegler who had celebrated his 
18th birthday only one month ago. This young boy was 
something like the weak point in Sven's little "army", 
because Ziegler appeared shy and anxious. The teenager 
was relatively lean and had a salient pointed nose, why the 
others jokefully named him „birdie". He lived with his parents 
in a ramshackle, old house. Michael was their only child. 
There had already been controversies at home for weeks, 
because, above all, his mother tried to forbid him to follow 
his friends to Japan. 

And it was clear that the unhappy young man had no real 
enthusiasm to be trained for a real war. Sven had just 
persuaded him to join the volunteers. 
Meanwhile, the blond man habitually roared at Ziegler if he 
behaved awkwardly again or did not answer Sven's 
expectations. Sometimes it was so extreme that Frank and 
Alfred had to intervene. 

It was at the end of the month, when Michael Zieglefs 
mother unexpectedly emerged on the field behind Wilden's 
house, during another firing practice. The village boss was 
instructing and observing the young volunteers who shot at 
bottles or cans. Mother Ziegler came to him with an eager 
expression and reared up in front of him. She just looked 
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ridiculous, because she was a very petite person. 

Nevertheless, she made a resolved impression. 

„Mr. Wilden!", she hissed. „Now, I will say it again clearly to 

you: My son doesn't want to join Sven's volunteer group. 

Since weeks, this impudent boy pressurizes him and 

molests my Michael with his stupid visions of war!" 

The other volunteers on the field haggardly stared at the 

furious woman with the shrill voice. She clenched her bony 

fists and her little head, covered with gray hair, was 

whipping back and forth. 

However, the village boss was surprised: "Mrs. Ziegler, 

belive me, nobody has forced Michael to take part in the 

fight for Japan. It was his own decision!" 

„This is a lie, Wilden! Sven urges him day by day and calls 

him a wimp!", she screamed angrily. 

The rebel leader seemed to be somehow overwhelmed with 

her mother instinct and called for Sven. Then he asked him: 

„Okay, tell me the truth! Does Michael Ziegler really wants 

to join your group?" 

„Of course, Thorsten! Michael, come here!", shouted Sven 

and looked threateningly at the shy, young man. 

„Yes...l want to go to Japan!", stuttered Ziegler. 

„This is nothing but nonsense, Michael! You already said to 

me yesterday, that you are scared of all this. It's only 

Sven's fault, as you have told me...", bickered mother 

Ziegler and stamped her foot. 

Thorsten Wilden grumbled: J have anyway the impression 

that your son is not very suitable for the front. This war will 

be brutal and cruel, and the whole thing is nothing for your 

boy." 

„My husband was politically active for so many years and 

we had only problems with all this. That was the reason, 

why we had to flee to Ivas, Wilden. Nevertheless, you know 
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Dieter. He is a born fighter, but my Michael is a peaceful 

person and he is my only child." 

Suddenly the mother began to cry and stared at Sven in 

desperate anger. 

"Keep your fingers away from my Michael!", she hissed. 

Wilden almost lost his head, while Mrs. Ziegler transformed 

into a howling fury. Sven tried to explain her some political 

things, but she became more and more hysterical. 

"Play your war games with another boy, not with my child!", 

she snarled and tried to slap the blond rebel. Sven just 

turned away, railed and asked Wilden for a decision. 

Frank, Alfred and the remaining volunteers observed the 

scene from the field and appeared helpless. This angry 

mother was worse than a GCF tank. Michael Ziegler looked 

ashamedly at the ground and said nothing. 

"Go home with your mother! Stop this charade now!", said 

the village boss and Michael Ziegler walked off the drill 

ground. 

„Yeah, go to your mama!", yelled Sven and kicked angrily 

against a wooden post. Frank ordered him to shut up and 

gave the hothead an assault rifle. 

„lfs enough now! Let the boy go!", muttered Baumer, 

staring at Sven with a look of appeal. 

Mother Ziegler and her son trudged away and Michael 

wasn't seen for the next days. Now, only seven volunteers 

were had remained to start their journey to Japan. But 

perhaps it was better that way. 

Frank and Alfred had agreed upon to fly on 29.06.2031 from 

Vilnius to Tokyo. Sven and the other four men should fly to 

the islands before that. Wilden told them to travel either 

alone or as a pair. Meanwhile, the village boss had 

organized further accommodation possibilities, together with 

Taishi. Kohlhaas and Baumer spent the next weeks with the 

basic training of the younger fighters. During a close combat 
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practice, Alf gave the impetuous Sven, more or less 
inadvertently, a black eye. After that, the pugnacious rebel 
cooled down a bit. 

On 10.06.2031, Christian and Dennis Muller were brought to 
the airport of Vilnius and started their journey to the Far 
East. Admittedly, the two young men were not very 
noticeable, but nevertheless, HOK changed their Scanchips 
carefully, giving them new false identities. After several 
hours, the inconspicuous brothers landed in Yokohama and 
were finally accommodated at a friend of Taishi. 
However, the two volunteers were interrogated by the 
Japanese police and had to stay for three hours at the 
airport. A Mr. Ishito, an acquaintance of Masaru Taishi, had 
to vouch for them. When Christian Muller told Wilden on the 
phone that everything was all right, even Frank and Alf had 
a better feeling. 

Some days later, they celebrated Sven's departure with a 
proper bout. On the next day, the young man also drove to 
Vilnius to start his desiderated trip to the Japanese war 
zone. His parents were not that euphoric on the last day 
before his takeoff and Frank had to calm Sven's crying 
mother several times. 

The rebel finally landed in Kobe, where his Japanese 
contact person was already waiting for him. Shortly 
afterwards, the volunteer sent an email to Wilden and 
insured that everything was okay. 

Rolf Hugenthal and the young Dutchman Thomas Baastfeldt 
left Ivas two days later. They landed in Tokyo and had no 
problems at the airport. Nevertheless, Hugenthal, the sturdy 
man, had been tortured by aviatophobia and had spent the 
flight with stomachache. But HOK's falsified Scanchips had 
once again been perfect. The volunteers had carried almost 
no luggage, because the Japanese army had all the 
necessary equipment for them. After two weeks, the young 
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men were transferred to various military camps, where they 
were assigned to platoons and divisions which often 
consisted exclusively of foreign volunteers. 
Sven came to a military base in Kumamoto in the Japanese 
south. The Muller brothers were brought to Sendai, 
Baastfeldt came to Kagoshima and Rolf Hugenthal to 
Abashiri in the north of Japan. Thorsten Wilden got several 
emails, in which the young men reported about their 
impressions. Slowly, the war fever seemed to vanish and 
reality came back. 

Who had thought that he could spend a nice adventure 
holiday in Japan, was soon confronted with a sober and 
hard camp life and a merciless military training. The 
Japanese officers also drilled the foreign volunteers with 
their usual hardness. 

Nevertheless, the war was still gray theory, and the 
volunteers did not know, what was really waiting for them. 
The GCF had occupied Okinawa, but these islands were far 
away and hardly concerned their lifes. Everything seemed 
to be quiet. But the peace was deceitful. 

Frank Kohlhaas discussed with Wilden some details of his 
flight to Japan again. On this occasion, he also visited his 
daughter, in order to apologize for his rude behaviour at the 
last New Year's Eve party. 

In the meantime, the leader of the rebel base made a 
checklist for Frank and Alf for the next day, while Kohlhaas 
went down to the living room. Wilden was very busy, 
rummaged around in the drawers of his desk and was just 
absent-minded. Meanwhile, Frank tried to take a chance 
and left his office on quiet soles. Julia seemed to have 
waited for the young man, welcoming him with a gentle 
smile. She accepted his monosyllabic apology and 
embraced him, while Frank still behaved clumsily. 
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Nevertheless, he was on the way to a dangerous operation 

and had to say goodbye to her. Since the beginning of this 

year, Wilden's daugther had ignored him, because of his 

uncharming behavior. But now everything seemed to be 

forgotten and Frank's reconciliation with her finally took a 

big load off her mind. 

And the young man knew, that Julia's annoyance had been 

justified - the pretty and intelligent daughter of the village 

boss just couldn't put up with everything. 

J don't like these Japanese...", said Julia and looked at the 

ceiling. She sat at the kitchen table and played absently with 

a little egg cup of plastic. Frank didn't know what to say and 

scratched his head. 

„What do you want there, at the other end of the world? 

What has Japan to do with us?", she asked. 

"Thus, it is important that the Japanese stands their ground 

if the GCF attacks!", explained Kohlhaas not very 

convincingly. 

"I know. My father says the same stuff since weeks, and he 

is totally proud of you. In the worst case, seven young men 

from our village will just die there. However, this is 

madness!", she groaned and looked desperately unhappy. 

Frank tried to turn the discussion back to the New Year's 

Eve party. 

„Eh, Julia! You aren't angry anymore, isn't it? I was that 

drunk and I can hardly remember...", stammered Kohlhaas. 

Julia grinned precociously, stood up from the chair and 

gently clapped Frank on his shoulder. Then she stroked 

through his hair and the young man winced with surprise. It 

was the first time that the inapproachable woman did 

somthing like this. 

J know, Frank. But this is forgotten now. I'm not angry 

anymore, okay?" 
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Then Tm reassured!", said the rebel, harrumphed and tried 

to drive back some inappropriate thoughts, deep inside his 

mind. 

„And I still wanted to tell you something, before I perhaps 

never see you again... ", whispered Julia sadly. 

„What? Then please say it, my dear...", answered Frank 

quietly and tried to hug her. Just at that moment Wilden 

came down the stairs at full speed. 

Kohlhaas turned around, Julia stepped back and the leader 

of the rebel base unhesitatingly started his speech: "Okay, 

Frank, here are the most important points for tomorrow. I 

already read them to Julia, perhaps she has told you 

about..." 

"Eh...", stuttered Kohlhaas and rolled his eyes. Julia gasped 

and stared irritatedly at her father. 

"You shouldn't carry too much luggage, Frank. I have 

already said to Masaru...", elucidated the village boss and 

Kohlhaas had to listen. 

His daugther went to the side room and just wished the 

volunteer the best of luck, then she departed with 

disappointment in her eyes. 

Wilden's description of the international situation, full of all 

theoretical eventualities, still continued for a few hours. 

When Baumer came to the house of the gray-haired man, 

he had to listen to the same lecture. 

The flight to Japan was at 10.00 o'clock and John Thorphy, 
the Irishman, had the order to bring the two men to the 
airport of Vilnius in his old, rusty car. Both volunteers had 
hardly luggage, only a further set of dresses, a jacket and 
some sandwiches. In this early morning hours, the two 
rebels became more than nervous, when they thought about 
the flight to Japan with one of the old, badly maintained 
passenger planes of the sector "Eastern Europe". Frank 
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suddenly felt sick, before he got into the car of the Irishman, 

but then he checked himself. 

Finally, Wilden appeared and wished them all the best, but 

the Irishman interrupted the following new lecture of the 

village boss about the political importance of this mission, 

and pointed nervously at his watch. 

„We have to leave now, Thorsten!", he said and opened the 

door of his car. 

The trip to the former capital of Lithuania was 

unspectacular. Frank and Alfred just looked out the window 

and let the sun-drenched landscape pass. Green meadows 

and old farmhouses were on both sides of the road. They 

looked terribly sordid and humble. This land had already 

seen better times - without doubt. 

They punctually reached the airport and submerged in a 

crowd of numerous air passengers. John Thorphy finally 

said goodbye and was endeavors to leave the large city as 

fast as possible. He did not like trips to densely populated 

areas, because he was nevertheless still a person who was 

searched by the GSA. 

Kohlhaas looked strange on this day. He had a shaggy, 

dark beard, wore some broad sunglasses and a gray 

baseball cap. Alfred wore a cap too, and tried to hide his 

face from the countless video cameras at the entrance of 

the airport. The whole place was full of instruments of 

monitoring and despite their perfectly falsified Scanchips the 

two men felt more than uncomfortable. 

Both breathed more heavily when they reached the control 

zone, but again, HOK's falsified datas were proven as safe. 

Their luggage only consisted of leisure clothing and none of 

the grimly looking testers examined them more intensively. 

After they had left the security zone, Frank and Alf gasped 

quietly and finally went a bit more relaxed to their flier. The 

large airplane was relatively empty. Only some dozen 
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passengers had gone on board and the biggest part of them 
seemed to be businessmen. The number of tourists who still 
visited Japan in these days, was very small. Just one family 
with three little children who loudly commentated the safety 
instructions of the hostess, could be seen. Otherwise, many 
people in fine suits and with big suitcases had spread over 
the seat rows. 

If Frank and Alfred were asked by someone, why they 
wanted to fly to Japan, they would have answered that they 
just visited Frank's sister who lived in Tokyo. 
More precisely, not ..Frank's sister", but Mr. Eduard Rietli's 
sister, Diana Landes. Because a Scanchip of Frank 
Kohlhaas did not exist anymore. HOK and Wilden had 
imagined a lot of waterproof answers for the two volunteers, 
even for the most unexpected situations. 
But the Lithuainian officials did not ask, because the 
diplomatic tensions between Japan and the World 
Government had nothing to do with their own lives. So they 
just worked laxly - as always. 

Then the machine started with roaring engines and dived 
into the deep blue sky, Alfred already slept after a few 
minutes and snored quietly. Meanwhile, Kohlhaas looked 
nervously around and nodded from time to time at the 
hostess with a harmless smile. The monotonous flight took 
longer than expected, but in the end, everything went 
smoothly. Finally, the captain told in English, that the 
Japanese islands had come in sight, while the passangers 
tried to see something through the cloud cover. 
Frank meant to recognize some large rock formations. 
Shortly afterwards, the airplane went ever faster into the 
landing approach and the outlines of the land mass became 
clearer. From this great height, the Japanese capital looked 
bizarre. Giant skyscrapers stretched themselves into the sky 
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like huge forefingers and the sea of concrete hulks seemed 
to be endless. 

„l_ike a termite hill...", imagined the young man. Alfred 
snored approvingly. And indeed, this was one of the most 
densely populated areas on the whole planet. Perhaps even 
the largest, because about 45 million people lived between 
Tokyo, Yokohama, Kawasaki and the other cities in the 
proximity. 

Futuristically looking, multistorey buildings with countless 
floors covered the landscape to the horizon. Some of the 
skycrapers had the classical angular form, others were 
roundish or oval. It was an unusual sight. This plane brought 
them to the pumping heart of civilization - from Ivas, the 
small village in the vastness of Eastern Europe, 
So many houses and buildings at one single place, the two 
men had never seen before. Meanwhile, they became a bit 
scary by thinking about entering this "moloch" of a city. 
Alfred had slept during the flight, while Frank had fought 
against boredom. Now the long journey through the sky was 
over and the Lithuanian machine touched the runway with a 
loud rumble. 

After a while, both men entered the overcrowded airport of 
Tokyo. Incessant talking, calling and snickering surrounded 
the two men with the small backpacks who waited here for 
Masaru Taishi, their contact person in this strange country. 
It was meanwhile after 18.00 o'clock of European time and 
the plane had had some delay. But Frank was glad that the 
old aicraft had still made it to Japan, without landing in the 
sea. 

Now they were already waiting for a while in the proximity of 
the exit, trying to realize the new environment. Beside a 
luggage car, they suddenly saw a little, older man with horn- 
rimmed glasses. He peered around and seemed to scan the 
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crowd in front of him for somebody. Frank and Alfred came 

nearer. The man waved his hand, called something they 

could hardly understand and smiled. A moment after, he 

stood in front of the two rebels and took a closer look at 

them. 

„Frank Kohruhas and Arufred Baumer?", he asked and 

grinned. 

„Right! Are you Mr. Taishi?", answered Alf. 

..Welcome! Welcome to Japan!", shouted the older 

gentleman euphorically and tried to hug Baumer. 

The two Germans looked at each other, nodded and bowed 

to the Asian. Taishi bowed still deeper to them. Finally, he 

shook their hands. 

"Welcome! Welcome!", he called. „My name is Masaru 

Taishi!" 

..Frank Kohlhaas!", said that. 

..Hello, Tm Alfred Baumer!", replied the tall man. 

..Frank and Arufred! Welcome!", said Mr. Taishi again. 

„Why does he always say Arufred?", whispered Baumer and 

nudged Frank. 

.These Japs have some problems with the „l_", buddy!", 

explained Kohlhaas quietly and had to suppress a laughter. 

Their contact person, Wilden's former business partner, 

walked ahead now and led the two men to a big 

underground parking, in which a red ..Kensai" was waiting. 

They drove about half an hour through various quarters of 
Tokyo and finally came to an outlying district. Here lived the 
Japanese who had interrogated them during the entire trip 
in broken German. Mr. Taishi was really garulous and 
seemed to have a talent to jar on other people's nerves. 
Nevertheless, he was very nice and hospitable. Frank and 
Alfred just told the most necessary and tried to relax. It was 
a great feeling to be free in this country. 
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No overarching monitoring, no omnipresent fear of the 

police - just great! Here in Japan, they were free men and 

there was no "long arm" of the system, lurking for them in a 

dark corner, in order to bring them back to prison. They had 

not had such a redeeming feeling since many years. It was 

simply wonderful! 

Masaru Taishi stopped the car, politely opened the door for 

his guests and smiled. At the house entrance, his wife and 

the two children were waiting. Now they smiled too. The two 

rebels followed the loudly takling Japanese and were finally 

welcomed by the rest of his family. Everybody just smiled. 

Then they all bowed, as if they would already be age-old 

friends. 

„AII is okay in Lithuania? How does Thorsten feel? Good?", 

asked Taishi and perked his eyebrows up. Little, light brown 

slitted eyes peeped over the edge of the horn-rims. 

„He is okay. And we are okay too. It is very nice that we can 

stay in your house, Mr. Taishi", said Alf. 

The Japanese clapped Alf on the back, still smiling. „Tnank 

you, that you help Japan... for us to fight! Understand?" 

The short man gestured and was very excited. Then he 

continued to walk through his house and showed Frank and 

Alf the kitchen, where the rest of his family was waiting - 

with a big smile. 

Japanese always smile... ", whispered Kohlhaas to his 

friend and prodded him lightly. 

J see it!", answered Alf quietly. 

„You can eat now. My wife Ayaka makes good food, good 

meals!", said the Japanese and sat down in front of a little 

table. 

Baumer nodded and took his shoes off, before he went into 

the kitchen. Frank was glad that his friend had rememberd 

this Japanese gesture of politeness and did the same. 
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They did not want to insult their new friends by being 
impolite. So they ate, drank a sip of sake and talked for a 
while with Mr. Taishi, while his wife and the children still 
stood beside them and kept on smiling. 
The former businessman spoke amazingly good German 
and English. Above all, his English seemed almost to be 
perfect, because Taishi had traveled around the world for 
many years. But in compliment to his guests, he tried to talk 
German most of the time. 

Finally, all went to bed and after such an exhaustive day, 
Frank had no problems to find a good sleep. This time, he 
just felt free. 

On the next day, Masaru Taishi described the situation in 
Japan at first hand. His German was quite liquid and to 
elucidate difficult terms, he still used the English language. 
He told that Mastumoto had added innumerable new jobs 
and had also introduced a new system of social security. 
Furthermore, he had brought in a paid holiday for workers 
and employees, and this was unique in the whole world. 
Frank and Alfred were totally amazed, when Taishi talked 
about these reforms. Things, the people in "Central Europe" 
could only dream of, because there just ruled one single 
principle: "Eat or die!", a soulless capitalism. 
In Japan, the small businessmen received subsidies, the 
Globe was already abolished and the Yen had been 
introduced again. Meanwhile, Japan was flourishing. 
No wonder, that the people loved Matsumoto. The president 
of the island state had connected the monetary value to the 
manpower of the population and had also abolished the 
"interest system". Effective forms of power production, for 
example fusion reactors, received an intensive support by 
the Japanese state, what especially annoyed the 
international energy companies. Meanwhile, numerous cars 
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ran with water or electricity. The two men from Germany 
could hardly believe, what they heard. 
Moreover, Taishi told them that Matsumoto had abolished 
the Scanchip, as replacement for credit card and identity 
card, while he had restored the hardcash again. Therefore, 
it was no greater miracle that the Lodge Brothers were more 
than angry about measures like this. 
Japan had also advanced in its technological development 
since Matsumoto's takeover. And the new government of 
the island state did everything to promote new technologies. 
If the World Government had hoped to bring Japan to its 
knees by a worldwide boycott of its goods, they had to 
realize in 2031, that this approach had brought only 
moderate success so far. 

The Lodge Brothers could not believe that Japan, poor in 
natural resources, could built up an autarchic economy. But 
Matsumoto' s policy showed them their fallacy. 
Furthermore, the rising of a new Japanese patriotism and 
the recollection of the island people on their traditional 
culture was a true nightmare for the strategists of the New 
World Order. The return of the old Japanese value system 
which honoured family, fatherland and diligence, brought 
the Lodge Brothers to outbreaks of hate. Haruto Matsumoto 
had advanced this development with resoluteness, and the 
Japanese people thanked him for this. 
„Sounds unbelievable!", said Baumer. 
..Nevertheless, it is true. Matsumoto is a real benediction for 
Japan!", answered Taishi euphorically. „He is the best 
president, Japan has had since ages, my friends!" 
"I begin to understand, why this man causes some 
headaches in the ranks of the Lodge Brothers. They must 
depict him as a real demon. Otherwise, other nations would 
follow the positive example of Japan!", meant Frank. 
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"Now they want to destroy us with war!", fulminated Taishi 

full of anger. "They want to punish our nation!" 

„Do you think, that you will have a chance against the power 

of the GCF, Mr. Taishi?", asked Alf. 

Their host clenched his fists and stared grimly at the ceiling. 

"Japanese people will. ..they will not surrender!" 

Shortly afterwards, the family father went to the kitchen and 

brought a steaming teapot into the dining room. He put it on 

the table and appeared thoughtfully now. 

„My son, Kazuko, he studies mathematics at Tokyo 

university, he will also fight. He must go to army to Kobe", 

he remarked. 

Kazuko Taishi was 24 years old and the two rebels from 

Lithuania had hardly seen him so far. Today he had 

probably driven to the university in the center of the city, 

because they didn't find him anywhere in the house. On the 

one hand, his father seemed to be proud that Kazuko joined 

the army, but on the other, his father was full of sorrow 

about the rising conflict. 

„l just... I hope... Kazuko will not die, when war comes", said 

Masaru, looked at his guests and browsed in a German 

dictionary. 

..Don't worry, Mr. Taishi. He will not die, Tim sure...", Frank 

tried to calm him. 

The days passed. Occasionally, the Japanese asked Frank 

and Alfred to dinner and sometimes they drove to the inner 

city of Tokyo. On other days, they visited old temples and 

even the Fujiyama. 

Taishi told his guests from Europe that the most Japanese 

were still happy and content, despite the danger of war. 

Tokyo was hopelessly overcrowded, but nevertheless a 

beautiful city. Endless streets with large, shining 

promotional signs full of strange letters, dominated the main 

squares of the city center. It was amazingly clean and tidy 
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here. Frank and Alf only knew the mouldered and dirty cities 
of Western and Eastern Europe, but this Japanese 
metropolis was the absolute opposite. This place was filled 
with a feeling of advancement. 

Blocks of houses and whole quarters were renovated, 
painted or even converted. Frank and Alfred were 
surrounded by an immaculate and modern megacity and felt 
obviously well. Soon they became acquainted with the other 
members of the Taishi family who accompanied them on 
some of the trips. Masaru's wife and his children appeared 
sophisticated, friendly and were always very polite. 
The two Europeans enjoyed these days, until it was time to 
leave. On the 22th of July 2031, the day of their provisional 
parting from their guest family had come. Both men finally 
drove to Mito in the east of Tokyo to join the Japanese army 
as volunteers, and to find accommodation in the local 
military camp. 

After a trip in an overcrowded metro and a longer journey in 
a very modern bus, they reached the army base. Some 
other foreigners traveled with them. Most of them spoke 
Arab and were probably from Iraq. 

Two other Europeans sat in the second row in the forepart 
of the bus, always looking at them with a smile. During this 
day, more and more buses full of young men from nearly all 
countries followed. The military camp filled slowly, while 
Frank and Alfred reported to the commander of the base. 
His name was Ishiro and he led them through the camp 
which became more and more a fussing place. 

Jeeps were driving over the large drill grounds, soldiers 
were yelling and running over the concrete ground. The two 
men recognized many big billets which could take up 
hundreds of soldiers. The high command assigned them to 
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the foreign volunteer unit „Nihon no Yah". The name of the 
corps meant „Spear of Japan", as Frank learned. 
Until the end of the month, the camp life consisted of 
instructions by the Japanese commanders and marching or 
firing practices. The nights in the large sleeping halls were 
sometimes restless and often the two volunteers were kept 
awake by a permanent whisper in many different languages. 
Frank and Alf mostly spoke English or tried to mediate 
messages with gestures. One or two soldiers of their 
platoon volatilely made the acquaintance of them, others 
just ignored them. The „Nihon no Yah" unit consisted of 
1100 soldiers, all together no Japanese - except for the 
leading officers. 

Around 300 volunteers came from Iran, where a guerilla war 
was still raging between partisans and GCF troops. About 
hundred soldiers were from Spain and Italy. Furthermore, 
volunteers from India, the former USA, Canada, South 
America, South Africa, Australia, Iraq and also from other 
European countries had come to support the Japanese fight 
for liberty. Palestinians were another larger group. 
Frank and Alfred had the best contact to the Europeans and 
the whites from North America that they regarded as their 
"tribal kinsmen". Besides, they could speak English with 
them. They talked a lot with Luc from France, also with 
James from Minnesota and a few others. 
It was a strange bunch of guys here in Mito. So many 
completely different volunteers who often considered each 
other with warily looks, had submitted to the Japanese high 
command, in order to defend this country against the so 
hated troops of the World Government. Their motives were 
various, but the hate on the GCF held them together like a 
clip. On the first day in the military camp, the Japanese unit 
leader explained that all further instructions would be given 
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in English, because this was the best known language 
among the new soldiers. 

„Thank you for joining the Japanese Army! You are now 
under the command of the forces of Japan!", were the first 
words of the pugnacious sergeant who welcomed them, 
after they had mustered on the drill ground. 

„Why are you here?", asked Frank the beefy man on the 
camp bed beside him. 

„rm Earl from America", answered the man. „rm here to kill 
some fucking GCF bastards. Like you, man..." 
"I'm Frank!" The young man from Lithuania shook Earl's 
hand and smiled friendly. 

The American straigthened himself and sat down on the 
edge of the bed. Then he scrabbled in his backpack and 
fetched a little box of handrolling tobacco. 
..Cigarette?", he asked. 

„No, thanks!", said Frank. Alf came from behind and 
welcomed the tall man from the former USA too. 
„lf I ever go back to America, they will execute me!", 
explained the volunteer. "I was ten years in prison for 
political activities..." 

Kohlhaas nodded. "They put me in prison too. For the same 
things!" 

„My father was the leader of a paramilitary group in 
Michigan. In 2018, nearly all members of this anti- 
government group were executed by the GSA", outlined 
Earl. "They put me in prison, just because I was the son of 
my father. Ten Years! My young wife was brought to a so 
called "mental health hospital" and is still there. Moreover, I 
never saw my little daughter again!" 

Frank and Alfred could imagine the cruel fate of this man 
and his family. His hate on the World Government was 
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obvious, but he could nevertheless be glad that the GSA 
had not executed him after his term of imprisonment. 
However, Earl was about 30 years old, but appeared older, 
doomed by his fate. Deep, dark eye rings had formed in his 
rutted face. His look was hateful, but sometimes also sad 
and depressed. Frank and Alfred told him about their lifes 
and the American showed his understanding. 
The story about the holo cell which Kohlhaas told several 
times, seemed to affect him very much. He clenched his fist 
and straightened up in front of the two men: ..Don't worry, 
my brothers! One day, those rats will pay for everything!" 
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Outbreak of War 



While Kohlhaas and Baumer stayed in Mito, the Japanese 
prepared for the imminent attack of the GCF. Meanwhile, 
the archipelago of Okinawa was full of countless GCF 
soldiers and numerous tanks and airplanes. In the morning 
hours of 10th of August 2031, general Williams, the 
commander-in-chief of the southern invasion army, gave the 
order to start the assault. 

Heavily armed warships loaded the GCF soldiers, while the 
aircraft carriers of the international armed forces, 
transported a whole armada of bombers and jet fighters to 
the south coast of the Japan. 

As their first target, the GCF airforce had selected the 
coastal city of Kagoshima. It should be crushed without 
mercy. A bloody example which would open the gigantic 
land invasion of Japan with a fire inferno. 
It was around 6,00 o'clock in the morning, when hundreds of 
GCF bombers started from the aircraft carriers on the high 
sea and the air bases on Okinawa, in order to annihilate the 
still sleeping coastal city. 

Behind them, the morning sun glowingly rose from the water 
and covered the Japanese sea with a threatening, bloody 
red. This disastrous omen opened the coming day, because 
Kagoshima's death knell had already been rung far away on 
the sea. 

The Japanese defense was surprised and overwhelmed 
with the situation. They had nothing to oppose the 
concentrated hate, overcoming their city. The bombers 
came like a malicious swarm of wasps, with the will to wipe 
out all life below them. Men and women awoke yawning and 
crept out of their beds, little children were brought to the 
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school bus by their mothers after the breakfast, the streets 

of Kagoshima slowly filled with life. 

Suddenly, at 7.15 o'clock, the sirens howled and tore the 

people out of their tiredness. The first silhouettes of bomber 

squadrons appeared on the horizon, in order to fall 

downwards like steely raptors. The bloodbath began and a 

rain of chemical bombs gushed over the Japanese city. 

Kagoshima was executed. 

„Boom! Boom! Boom!", it resounded from the districts in the 

direct proximity of the seacoast and a hellish, creeping 

barrage followed. 

The roaring of engines and the hissing of jet fighters filled 

the air, while death looked forward to a rich harvest. The 

strategically important port which was full of large centers of 

the Japanese food industry, was immediately razed to the 

ground by the devious air raid. 

Wild panic seized the helpless people of the burning city, 

while masses of civilians tried to escape from the blazing 

inferno. They ran into the metro tunnels or hid behind house 

walls or in cellars. Tens of thousands had not been able to 

flee from the brutal hammer blow of the GCF airforce and 

died in the burning ruins of their hometown. 

It resounded like the roar of a malicious war god, when the 

bomb carpets of the GCF jet fighters suffocated Kagoshima 

under fire and smoke. The glowing red walls of death sped 

through the devastated streets and wiped out all life in their 

way. 

The casaulties of the GCF were just minor on that day, 

because the Japanese were hit without warning by this cruel 

assault. But the total destruction of Kagoshima was only the 

starting shot for a much bigger conflict. 

It was a merciless and perfectly planned strike against the 

population, because the GCF pilots had the clear order to 

destroy not only the factories and food plants, but above all 
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the houses of the people, in order to cause as much terror 
as possible. And the tactic was successful. The Japanese 
nation reacted on the slaughter of Kagoshima with 
confusion. Matsumoto seemed to be incapable of acting. 
When Kagoshima was erased and perished in an 
apocalyptic fire, also Thomas Baastfeldt, the Dutchman, lost 
his life. He had been brought to the south, as a soldier of a 
foreign division, and had helped during the bombardment 
with the evacuation of the civilian population. An aerial 
bomb hit him in the proximity of the city center and 
Baastfeldt was shred like a piece of paper. The young 
soldier was immediately dead and with him all the other 
civilians at this place. 

Baastfeldt died at 21 and was the first victim that Ivas gave 
to the battlegrounds of the Japanese war. Other cities on 
the island of Kyushu, in the south of Japan, were spared 
from bigger air raids on that day. As a start, the World 
Government obviously waited for a reaction of Matsumoto 
and the Japanese people after this brutal attack. 
When the GCF bombers stopped their merciless air strikes 
after several days, and returned to the aircraft carriers in the 
Pacific, Kagoshima looked as if it had been crushed by a 
giant boot. 

Over 150000 burned corpses were found in the ruins of the 
annihilated city. It was a massacre and moreover a sign. A 
sign, that showed the Japanese, what would come over 
them. An example of mass destruction and extermination - 
all in the name of the New World Order! 
Except for a few anti aircraft-guns, the Japanese had not 
had very much to defend themselves. The hadn't been 
prepared for an attack like this, neither psychologically nor 
military. 

Furthermore, the few soldiers of the Japanese army had 
been busy enough with the evacuation of the population. 
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Kagoshima had been destroyed pitylessly and the World 
Government had impressively proven, that it would take this 
war very seriously. One week later, some skycrapers in 
Tokyo were hit by missiles, then the attacks suddenly 
stopped. 

Meanwhile, the GCF troops had been concentrated at the 
borders of the rebellious island realm, while the high 
command had begun with the elaboration of new strategies 
and prepared the land invasion of the gigantic army. 

Matsumoto reacted on the destruction of Kagoshima with 
confusion. He had fallen again into a hole of deepest 
despair and Akira Mori and his other advisors could hardly 
help him. The Japanese president still wanted no military 
conflict deep inside, but he was realistic enough to see the 
facts. 

Now, he had to act. Now, the Japanese people, oscillating 
between dread and wrath, expected a reaction from their 
leader. Peace had become nothing but an illusion. 
Matsumoto' s death, the death of his entire high command, 
and of all, who had supported his rebellion was already 
decided by his enemies. The plan to destroy Japan had 
been approved by the influential gentlemen in the 
backrooms of world policy. 

So the president acted with desperate courage and 
convoked a great mass demonstration in Tokyo. Finally, 
hundreds of thousands came to the capital of Japan and 
welcomed him with a deafening jubilation. 
Meanwhile, Haruto Matsumoto appeared irate and bitter. 
His eyes resembled deep, dark holes and he bared his teeth 
like an angry wolf. Righteous wrath had seized his heart and 
he proclaimed: 

„My beloved people of the rising sun! 
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I am a man of the peace! A man who wanted to build, 

instead of destroying. A man who wanted to heal, instead of 

striking further wounds into the body of the world. How often 

have I asked the World Government to let us live in peace? 

We just wanted to live as free people, just wanted to live the 

Japanese way of life. Is that too much to ask for? 

You are my witnesses. I have tried it. More than a dozen 

times, but they did not want to talk to me. They ignored us, 

laughed about us! I am a proud descendant of an old house 

of samurais and I have degraded myself in front of the 

Lodge Brothers to get peace for my homeland. I have 

implored them to let us live in freedom and peace, but they 

were silent and smiled coldly. 

It is their aim to bring us back on our knees, by force if 

necessary. We shall give them our manpower, our wealth, 

our money, our young men as mercenaries for the GCF - 

we shall give them the soul of Japan. 

We shall remain indebted by their banks and we shall 

continue to behave like lambs that can be exploited. „Hard 

measures" they demand against us. „A due lesson" they 

want to teach us, so that they can enslave us again. 

„Those Japanese will finally learn - through pain and 

agony!", the Lodge Brothers tell the world. Now the time has 

come. Now they let us learn. 

Through agony, through bombs and through death. Those 

so called humanists, people friends and alleged liberators of 

the world! 

The destruction of Kagoshima made one thing clear for me: 

The godliest man can not live in peace if his evil neighbor 

wants a war. 

Now they even stated that we are the guilty ones of the 

attack on the Chinese city of Hangzhou, in order to finally 

have a reason to fight against us. They tell the people that I 

have arranged that massacre. Japan wants to attack the 
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sector China!", they lie before the eyes of the world. They 

are the masters of lies, they are the real world plague! 

But, my brothers and sisters, the people of Japan have 

nothing to do with the attack on China. This is the work of 

the World Government, the work of those warmongers, 

those dirty hypocrites. 

Then, the World President cried his crocodile tears in front 

of the telecameras, but instigated the Chinese against us, at 

the same time. At present, they recruit them in masses for 

the GCF. 

Soon after the Hangzhou hoax, the Lodge Brothers 

prevailed and their seed of hate was blossoming. 

Meanwhile, we have seen their devil's faces. 

Those men are driven by greed, hate, malice, bossiness, 

arrogance and atrocity. There is no limit to their hate against 

the nations of the world. I feel sorry for these madmen, but 

we will show them, that we are no sacrificial lambs! 

We shall be tortured and executed, as a warning to all other 

freedom-loving people around the world. We shall be swept 

away from our islands, as a bloody example for the 

remaining nations which don't trust the World Government 

any longer, deep inside. 

People of Japan, now you must be strong like the great, old 

mountain. Be steadfast like „Mr. Fuji" if earthquakes come 

and floods rise up. Remember our ancestors in these hours, 

the old knights of the Sengoku age. They have always been 

our idols, because they have never been afraid to die and 

have never lost their honor! 

Soldiers of Japan, fix your bayonets and load your guns! 

Embrace wife and child and march to this holy war for our 

fatherland! Man the tanks, the airplanes, the cannons and 

the trenches! Bring death upon this fiendish breed! 

We will give them not a single inch of Japan! Not the 

smallest island, we will leave them, before they haven't 
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soaked it with their blood! They want to destroy us? Our 
age-old nation and its culture? Then, they shall also pay the 
price for it! And the price will be high! It will be enormous! 
May they come, the slave hordes of the tyrants! Stand your 
ground, my brothers and sisters! Now, Japan strikes back!" 

The giant crowd raved after the words of Matsumoto as 
though it was shaken by a tornado. Thousands of young 
men who wore headbands with the Japanese flag shouted 
at the top of their lungs and raised their fists. Women 
screamed and applauded. Flags and banners were waved 
and the crowd sung the old and new national anthem of 
Japan. The folk of the rising sun took arms. 

However, the Japanese high command had not yet decided 
on which front the foreign volunteers should fight. Also the 
soldiers of the „Nihon no Yah" unit had no idea, what was 
waiting for them. 

At the same time, the GCF army in the north of the 
Japanese archipelago was regrouped, in order to land on 
Hokkaido. The enemy had already concentrated bigger 
airforce squadrons on Kyushu, while the bombardments on 
Hokkaido only came punctually so far. 
The cities Wakkanai and Abashiri were attacked at first, and 
some industrial plants were destroyed. The GCF bomber 
fleet did not make a devastating strike like in the case of 
Kagoshima, because an enormous invasion force was 
waiting on the warships to attack the north of Japan. The 
World Government had recruited thousands of Chinese 
soldiers for the great assault on the coastal region. 
Two days still passed, necessary logistic preparations had 
to be done, then the warships brought the young men in 
great numbers from Sakhalin island and the Siberian port of 
Nakhodka towards Japan. The huge cargo boats and 
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destroyers of the GCF armada prepared for the invasion. 
Hundreds of armored landing boats, chock-full of new 
recruited soldiers, slid into the dark-blue sea. They moved 
towards the beach and fastly dived under the water surface, 
when they were in range of the Japanese cannons. These 
boats looked like a swarm of sharks which was waiting to 
jump out of the water on their victims. 
When the landing boats reached the coast, they finally 
emerged and their metallic bellies opened immediately, in 
order to spit out innumerable GCF soldiers. The fight began. 
As soon as the first hatches opened, the soldiers jumped 
into the flat water, while a deadly barrage of gunfire came 
over them from the Japanese trenches. A terrible hail of 
projectiles drummed on the armored boats and the 
unfortunate men who came out from them. 
The first attackers were just perforated by countless bullets 
and their bleeding bodies staggered into the water. Bloody 
clouds colored the water surface and numerous following 
soldiers climbed over the corpses of their dead comrades. 
In the meantime, heavy cannon shells exploded among the 
storming soldiers, strewing the blood-soaked beach with 
craters and shredded bodies. 

It was a terrible slaughter and the landing army of the GCF 
suffered great losses within only a few minutes. But all this 
was part of the strategical plan of the high command, 
because the beach of Wakkanai had to be overrun by 
masses of recruits. The new Chinese soldiers seemed to be 
the ideal "human material" for this ungrateful task. 
Many of them probably really believed, that they were in the 
right. Nevertheless, in their eyes, Japan was responsible for 
the bioweapon attack on their homeland. But when they 
were mowed down in masses by machine gun salvos, all 
the military pathos seemed to be lost. Between the 
countless corpses, which covered the whole beach, the first 
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invaders finally went flat and shot back at the Japanese. 
More and more of their comrades followed them and soon 
they were so legion, that even the furious fire hail of the 
defenders could not stop them anymore. 
While the landing boats brought more soldiers to the beach, 
the warships at sea suddenly opened a murderous 
bombardment. Within seconds, the salvos of their heavy on- 
board cannons plowed through the range behind the beach 
and tore some of the Japanese shelters to pieces. 
Sometimes, they also hit their own men. But even this was a 
part of the plan. The high command of the GCF knew, that 
there were enough reserves. 

The Japanese cannons answered for their part and tried to 
hit the warships, but the success was just moderate. Only 
two of the swimming fortresses could be seriously 
damaged. Matsumotcfs soldiers had entrenched 
themselves deeply in their bunkers and concrete shelters 
and their faces had become dark, furious grimaces. They 
bared their teeth like wild animals and the leaders of the 
platoons swore to hold their positions till death. But the bulk 
of GCF soldiers was just to big to drive it back. 
The attackers scurried over the corpses of their comrades 
and still came nearer. Their number appeared endless, 
mass over mass, too many for the few thousand Japanese 
who tried to hold the beach in front of Wakkanai. 
Finally, the fight lasted several hours and the heavy 
machine guns of the defenders went on to tear bloody gaps 
into the huge swarm of their enemies. Then the Chinese 
recruits had come close enough to start their counterattack. 
The threw grenades and burned the Japanese soldiers with 
flamethrowers. 

More and more jumped into the muddy emplacements of 
the defenders and struggled through the barbwire 
barricades, shooting and stabbing everything and everyone. 
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Particularly the Chinese raged with a terrible thirst for 
revenge and killed every Japanese they could get. Two 
hours later, Matsumoto's soldiers had been defeated after a 
brutal carnage. The GCF had conquered the beach. 

After the remaining soldiers had reached the land, the order 
to take Wakkanai was immediately given to them. Tanks 
and mobile cannons followed the infantry and were still 
unloaded en masse. A small part of the northern coast of 
the Japanese islands had already been conquered and 
now, an enormous army, flanked by tanks, marched 
towards the nearby city which had an important airport. 
In the ruins of Wakkanai, that the GCF airforce had already 
devastated, a large contingent of the Japanese army was 
waiting for the invaders. Tanks, artillery and masses of 
infantrymen lay in wait in the bombed-out streets. The 
Japanese swore to fight as courageously as their comrades 
who had given their lives in the battle for the beach. 
Furthermore, snipers lurked in the streets of the city center 
and were on the look-out for their victims. The slaughter at 
the landing bay had already caused heavy casualties for the 
GCF and now the warships had to bring further 
reinforcements. Wakkanai was waiting for the blood court in 
its streets. 

Kyushu, the southernmost of the four Japanese islands, 
was attacked in the meantime by a far greater invasion 
army under the command of general Williams. 
There were still some fights in the ruins of the large cities, 
particularly in Kumamoto and Fukuoka, but the most 
Japanese divisions had already been driven back to 
Honshu, the central island. Matsumoto had arranged a 
tactical retreat, in order to spare his troops against the 
superior enemy. Too many soldiers were fallen and 
currently there was no chance to hold Kyushu. Therefore, 
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Matsumoto decided that it was more important to defend the 
center of Japan. The next target of the GCF was the 
neighboring island of Shikoku and, above all, the city of 
Kochi with its big industrial plants. 

If this attack was also successful, and the advance in the 
north was likewise quick, then it was valid to start the deadly 
blow against the densely populated area around the 
Japanese capital and to finally win the war. 
Matsumoto's generals took therefore a great interest in the 
defense of Hokkaido. Hundreds of thousands of soldiers 
were waiting in Wakkanai and around the regional capital of 
Sapporo. Meanwhile, the heart of Japan, Tokyo, Yokohama 
and the other larger cities, were nonstop pumping weapons 
and ammunition through the country, in order to make a 
counterattack possible. 

But things looked black. At this time, the number of GCF 
soldiers, airplanes and war machines, invading the country, 
appeared endlessly. Something had to happen to safe 
Japan's existence. Again, the poison of resignation crept 
into the hearts of the inhabitants of the renegate country, 
while the dark shadow at both ends of the archipelago 
continued to grow. 

In the south, on Shikoku island, the coastalnear cities of 
Uwajima and Matsuyama had already been conquered by 
the GCF. Meanwhile, the Japanese army was on a more or 
less ordered retreat. 

At the same time, a brutal trench warfare for every inch of 
land was raging on Hokkaido. Wakkanai could still be hold 
by the defenders and the soldiers went on to kill each other 
in the ruins of the city with murderous frenzy. It finally lasted 
until the middle of the next month - conquer and recapture, 
urban warfare, fight for every street. The advance of the 
GCF had been stopped by the fanatical resistance of the 
Japanese army, for now, and the casualties of the 
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international force were increasing more and more. After a 
while, the high command of the GCF was flustered. 
Meanwhile, the soldiers killed each in the devastated streets 
of Wakkanai with bayonets, folding spades and combat 
knives, when they had no more ammunition. The world had 
not seen such a barbarian warfare since decades. 
Over 100000 GCF soldiers were already fallen during the 
battle for Wakkanai - and about 50000 Japanese. The 
defenders had the advantage of operating from well 
protected positions. Nevertheless, the international media 
just spoke about great victories and military triumphs, and 
showed only happy and successful soldiers. 
However, the bloody reality looked different. The houses of 
Wakkanai had already been razed to the ground and the 
noise of assault rifles, the clatter of heavy tanks and the 
screams of soldiers still resounded through the apocalyptic 
landscape. 

The Japanese, among them even women, defended every 
inch of their city with mad fanaticism and were not willing to 
give up. Not until the GCF artillery bombarded the city with 
chemical weapons. Only after this murderous hail of shells, 
the morale of the defenders was slowly fading away. The 
barrage with chemical bombs was finally the guarantor for 
the inglorious victory of the GCF. 

The international press did not mention the use of chemical 
weapons with one word and just glorified the slaughter of 
Wakkanai as a "great success for all peace-loving people". 
General Takeuchi, a tough and stubborn man, who had 
commanded the defense of Wakkanai, instructed his 
soldiers, after some more bloody days, to withdraw to the 
hinterland. Soon after, he was sent to Sapporo by 
Matsumoto's high command, in order to strengthen the 
enormous defense belt around the metropolis. Some of his 
soldiers had finally comitted harakiri, the ritual suicide in 
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case of defeat, before their emplacements had fallen. 
However, only a few soldiers and civilians reached Sapporo 
alive. 

Exhausted and slowly demoralized GCF troops followed 
them and took Abashiri and Kitami which could not be 
defended anymore. Shortly afterwards, their advance 
stopped, because the decimated troops had to be reinforced 
and new soldiers were brought from the warships. 
The stubborn defense of Wakkanai had gained time for the 
Japanese and the staff of the GCF army had to admit itself, 
that they could not take Japan with a coup de main, 
although the operation in the south was still running 
according to plan. 

But Sapporo could not be eluded, because the metropolis 
was too important and blocked the entrance to the central 
island of Honshu like an adamant rock. Over one million 
Japanese soldiers had been positioned here, waiting in 
endless trenches and emplacements around the strategic 
aim. Behind them, a large part of the Japanese airforce and 
several divisions lay in wait, while modern anti-aircraft guns 
expected the GCF bombers. 

If the fight for Wakkanai had already been very bloodily, the 
attack on Sapporo would still become a much more terrible 
trench warfare. The metropolis with its 2.5 million 
inhabitants had to be besieged and starved out. 
This was, from the point of view of the invaders, no 
satisfying initial position, so that they nevertheless thought 
about the use of nuclear weapons against the densely 
populated area around Tokyo, in order to demoralize the 
Japanese. However, president Matsumoto threatened the 
World Government in a radio speech to reply every atomic 
bomb on Japan with own nuclear strikes against cities in 
North America, England or the Near East. 
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"As long as one single Japanese is still alive to press the 

red button, we will also defend ourselves with nuclear 

weapons!", warned Matsumoto. 

But the plan was soon rejected by the World Government, 

and the land invasion was continued with conventional 

weapons. 

In the more weakly defended south of Japan, the GCF was 

mostly successful. Kyushu and Shikoku had already been 

brought under control by the invasion army of general 

Williams. Only Kumamoto remained as a place of 

resistance, but in the long run, the Japanese were 

chanceless. 

Williams seemed to be very confident and said in an 

interview that Matsumoto was almost defeated. Soon after 

the conquest of the southern islands, the battle for Sapporo 

could be started. Now it was time to bleed the Japanese 

slowly to death. When Sapporo would have been taken too, 

the whole country could be crushed like a nut from both 

sides. 

But meanwhile the World Government had some problems 

to recruit new soldiers in China. Too many young Chinese 

had not come back home from the front and an increasing 

number of them just felt utilized by the GCF. 

Even the hate against Japan which had passionately burned 

after the attack on Hangzhou, had abated now and could 

not be stimulated anymore, despite of intensive war 

propaganda on television. 

Nevertheless, the armies of the Lodge Brothers were still 

legion, but now, more and more soldiers from other regions 

had to be carried to the front. 

A worldwide recruting campaign for the war against the 

allegedly ..fascist regime of Matsumoto" started. New 

soldiers were mustered, from North America to Africa. 
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Thousands of young men were brought to the Asian 
battlegrounds - to die for the interests of the chosen few. 
President Matsumoto believed, if the war would continue for 
years, that there was no chance for his nation to hold the 
invaders back. But maybe the enemy propaganda which 
always seemed to be confident had just deceived him, 
because the casualties of the GCF were substantially higher 
than expected. 

Same was valid for the morale of his people that impressed 
Matsumoto once more. The 150 million Japanese had soon 
understood, what a defeat would mean for their country. 
More and more young men were volunteering for the front 
and flowed to the recruitment posts of the Japanese army. 
Perhaps, as the president hoped deep inside, the World 
Government was still not invincible. Anyhow, the decrease 
of Chinese voluteers was a first partial success. Matsumoto 
did not lose his hope, although it was not too big. 
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The Way to Sapporo 



The first half of September had already passed and Frank, 

Alfred and about 1000 other volunteers were waiting in the 

military base of Mito for the trip to the front. Meanwhile, the 

two men from Lithuania were sick of the monotonous in the 

camp. Particularly, their desire to fight had noticeably 

decreased and they did not know, what the future would 

bring. 

The Japanese television showed really atrocious pictures 

and also continuously war propaganda. The news about the 

situation on the fronts in the south and the north, were 

spoken with blaring voices. The Japanese army always 

seemed to be brave and successful, as the propaganda 

machine pointed out. 

The foreign volunteers, who did not understand anything 

except for "Matsumoto" and "Ninon", were tortured every 

day by the resounding television and radio reports which 

came from the loudspeakers. Victory here and victory there, 

victory everywhere! Frank and Alf began to hate it. 

This morning, there had been a bigger controversy between 

some volunteers. A man from India and a Pakistani had 

tried to stab each other after a longer dispute. Three 

Japanese officers had restored order by beating them down 

with some clubs. Frank and Alf still did not know the reason 

for the quarrel. 

Yesterday they had received an unexpected visit. Mr. Taishi 

and his wife had come to the camp to bring the two 

Europeans a delicious cake. 

The elder Japanese businessman had told them, that his 

son was meanwhile stationed in Kobe. But the war had not 

reached the city yet, as Taishi said. Apart from that, the 
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situation in the south let not much room for optimism. A few 
hours later, the "Ninon no Yari" unit had been called to the 
drill ground. A Japanese officer had explained the 
volunteers, in hardly understandable English, the decision of 
the high command. Tomorrow, the unit should be brought to 
Sapporo to strengthen the western defense ring around the 
city. This did not sound good. 

Frank and Alfred called Mr. Wilden in the evening and told 
him the news. The village boss just congratulated them, 
because he regarded it as extremely important that Sapporo 
was not conquered by the GCF - and he was also far away 
from this war. 

However, the two men from Lithuania worried about the fact 
that the GCF had formed a giant army in front of Sapporo. 
So the day slowly passed and Frank brooded until he was 
tired enough to sleep. Finally his nightmares came back 
again... 

Between Frank and the strange, dark shadows on the 

opposite side was a broad river with deep, black water. 

From the riverbank, the young rebel could only recognize a 

cloud of hazy entities that hatefully stared at him. It were the 

vengeful souls of those who had been killed by his bomb in 

Paris. 

When they recognized Frank, they started to shout: „There 

is the murderer Frank Kohlhaas!" 

The young man became frightened and answered: „Who 

are you?" 

„We are your victims! In our earlier lifes, we have been 

policemen, politicians, journalists..." 

Frank was silent for a short moment and winced. „What do 

you want from me?" 

The souls cried: „We want to haunt you! Our faces shall 

anguish you in your sleep. We will come over you, again 
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and again, to drive you insane! Murderer! Murderer! 

Murderer!" 

The young man was suddenly seized by anger and he 

replied: „You call me a murderer? You have killed my father 

and my sister! You have tortured me and millions of people 

have already died because of you!" 

The souls of Frank's victims hissed and howled. They did 

not want to hear that and a malicious murmuring resounded. 

„You are a murderer, Frank Kohlhaas! Nothing else, only a 

dirty murderer!" 

„lt is your fault!", yelled Frank furiously at them. „You have 

made me to the man, that I am now!" 

„No, the murderer has always been inside you, we have just 

unlocked the cage which has held it back!" 

Kohlhaas clenched his fist and spat on the ground: „No, you 

are liars, all of you! I was a good person, until my life was 

destroyed by you! I was good, before you have tortured 

me!" 

The dark cloud of souls began to swell and was screaming 

like a suffering child. Kohlhaas plugged his ears and closed 

his eyes. 

"You love to kill, and you can not deceive us!", cried the 

souls with shrill voices. 

„You have started all that bloodshed. Tm not afraid of you! I 

hope you burn in hell now! This is the place, where you 

belong!", he screamed. 

„We are here, behind the river, in the realm of the dead. And 

we will wait for you, Frank! All too soon, we will welcome 

you here!", they murmured with gleeful voices. 

„Burn in hell!", shrieked Frank again. 

..Murderer! Murderer! Murderer!", howled the souls. 

"Liars! It is your fault!" 

"Murderer!" 
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It continued in this way. The sleeper rolled restlessly on his 

bed and flailed around. First, Frank did not awake and just 

whispered incomprehensible things. Suddenly he startled up 

like a rocket and opened his eyes. 

One of the soldiers beside him was woken up by Frank's 

talking in the sleep and his screams. He got out of his bed 

and shone Kohlhaas in the face with his flashlight. The 

German stared at him and stammered: „What? What do you 

want?" 

„Hey, man! What is wrong with you?", asked the soldier, 

annoyed about the fact that Frank had robbed his sleep. 

Kohlhaas blinked and yawned quietly: ..Nothing! It's all 

right!" 

„We all want to sleep, man!", hissed the strong man, whose 

dark eyes looked threateningly. Probably he was an Arab. 

„Okay...", gasped Frank and rolled to the side. It was 3,00 

o'clock in the morning. Today, their own war would begin. 

Three hours later, the Japanese officers awoke the men in 

the billet and put on the lights everywhere. Frank hummed 

confusedly and rubbed his eyes. 

..Stand up, soldiers!", it resounded in Frank's ears. 

With a silent grumble the German tumbled up from his bed. 

Today they would be brought to Sapporo. Where the hell 

wasAlf? 

Kohlhaas' friend was already in the wash room and brushed 

his teeth, around him were about fifty tired men from all 

countries. Outside they heard the officers roar: ..Nihon no 

Yari unit! In ten minutes!" 

Moments later, the soldiers went to the armory and got steel 

helmets, rifles, grenades and other gear. A short speech of 

the camp leader followed, in which the Japanese praised 

the outstanding courage of the foreign volunteers. Finally, 

all went to the transporters which left Mito at full speed. 
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The trip to Aomori, in the north of the central island of 

Honshu, lasted several hours and many of the soldiers used 

the time to make another nap. The atmosphere in the truck 

was tired, but full of expectation. 

„They send us directly to hell!", muttered Alfred and 

nervously chewed the collar of his uniform jacket, while the 

other soldiers looked at him with a smirk. 

„The GCF has conquered Wakkanai, as expected. I have 

heard it has been a very brutal fight", said Frank. 

Alfred increased his chewing activity, while more and more 

other volunteers stared at him. 

"Sapporo is a real fortress, but the GCF army is about one 

million soldiers strong. I hope our enemies will have a tough 

time with us..." 

„We will kill the GCF!", exulted a very young man with Italian 

accent and raised his forefinger. 

„We will see!", remarked Frank unemotionally. 

After a while, the transporters had reached the coast and 

were brought to the island of Hokkaido by ship. It seemed to 

last an eternity until all soldiers had been loaded on the 

cargo boats and had stowed their luggage. 

Meanwhile, Frank and Alfred played a card game with three 

Russians to kill time. The men from Moscow had already 

heard about that Freedom Movement of the Rus too, as 

they told them. The described themselves as "Russian 

patriots" and seemed to have some sympathies for the 

mysterious dissident Artur Tschistokjow. Frank and Alf 

found the conversation very interesting 

From the coast of Hokkaido they drove to Hakodate and 

finally reached Sapporo. The silhouette of the northern 

metropolis looked futuristic and impressing. 

„lt still seems to be quiet here. Thank God!", said Frank, 

when the trucks drove through the city center. Baumer 

hardly listened to him. He stared at the pretty Japanese 
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women and girls who welcomed the volunteers with shrill 

voices and Japan flags. 

„Hey, Alfi! Tim takling to you!", shouted Frank and gave 

Baumer a nudge. 

J heard it. Wow, look at these nice girls!", answered the tall 

man. 

"As I have already said, you need a girlfriend, dude! No 

doubt, Alf. I have heard, the girls in Japan like sexy school 

uniforms, he, he!", teased Kohlhaas. 

"Good idea! Come to uncle Alf, he will protect you!", bawled 

Baumer over the street. 

Now the women threw some flower bouquets at the trucks 

and the soldiers tried to catch them. Frank did not join the 

horseplay and just thought of Julia. 

„l will call her this evening...", he promised himself. 

The largest city on Hokkaido was an unusual sight. Many of 

the enormous skycrapers in the city center were 

multicolored, what looked strange. Red, brownish and even 

yellow skycrapers could be seen here! 

The architecture was likewise different from Frank's rotten 

hometown Berlin, it just looked modern and partly even 

futuristic. 

Furthermore, beautiful avenues and large parks were here 

in great numbers. The young man was astonished. Such a 

clean and tidy city he had never seen before. But it was to 

be feared that these beautiful streets would soon be 

covered with corpses and debris. 

In the background, grey mountains, wrapped by clouds, 

could be recognized. Sapporo had each year a traditional 

snow festival, because the winter here was always very 

cold. In the year 1972, the Olympic winter games had taken 

place in this city. However, for the volunteers from Europe, 

Japan was a completely unknown world. 
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The native mentality was still unusual for Frank. But the 
different nations, cultures and races on earth were simply 
different by nature. A truth, the Lodge Brothers avoided like 
the plague. Nevertheless, it was a fact. The transporter 
convoy finally stopped in the late afternoon in the northwest 
part of Sapporo, an outskirt of the city. Now the two young 
men could see miles-long trenches and emplacements. 
Tanks were waiting for the enemy and the long gun barrels 
of some highly technicalised anti-aircraft guns seemed to 
reach for the sky. 

All this did not look peacefully anymore. What a difference 
to the center of the city. The volunteers who had been 
transported to Sapporo today, were friendly welcomed by 
the officers of the Japanese army, and later accommodated 
in large tents. After a meager dinner most of the soldiers 
went to bed. 

However, Alfred had the idea to go back to the inner city, in 
order to meet one or two of the pretty Japanese girls, but 
Frank told him that such things were strictly forbidden by the 
high command. Finally both men went to bed too. This night 
remained quiet. 

It was 7.00 o'clock in the morning. The "Ninon no Yari" unit 

had mustered on an asphalted place in the proximity of the 

trenches, and was listening to the words of general Katsuya 

Takeuchi who had welcomed the volunteers before. 

„ln the next days, maybe today or tonight, the GCF will 

begin their attack on Sapporo!", he shouted and walked up 

and down in front of the soldiers. 

The Japanese appeared old and had almost white hair, his 

face looked embittered and at his belt Frank could 

recognize a samurai sword. 

„Brave volunteers, we thank you very, very much that you 

risk your life in the fight for a free Japan! Tm sure, that one 
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day, even your homelands will be liberated from the terror of 
the World Government!", he continued. "We have already 
lost Wakkani! Tm general Takeuchi, and I swear on my 
honour, that we will never lose Sapporo! We must not lose 
Sapporo!" 

Some of the men murmured and appeared impressed by 
the veteran. Takeuchi explained at least that about 300000 
GCF soldiers stood opposite to the northwest of Sapporo. 
He swore the men to hold the line and insured that they 
would fight together with numerous and well trained 
Japanese comrades. Frank and Alfred breathed deeply and 
looked at the sky, which was filling with gray clouds. To 
bleed for Japan was really a "great" idea. 
But the day passed, perfectly quite again, and the most 
exciting were the strategic instructions of the Japanese 
officers. However, the soldiers just played cards or tried to 
challenge their Japanese comrades in a baseball game. 
But the locals were clearly superior, because baseball had a 
long tradition in Japan. Finally, everything was still all right. 
On that day, there were no quarrels among the volunteers 
and no enemy appeared. 
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All Quiet on the Sapporo Front... 



Meanwhile, the calendar sheet showed the 3th of October, 
2031, and it was still quiet on the Sapporro front. It came 
down in torrents and the autumn slowly started to show its 
face. The trees began to carry yellow leaves and the 
beautiful Odori park in the center of the city discoloured like 
a big chameleon. 

Boredom prevailed in the military camp, but most of the 
soldiers preferred this to a massive GCF attack. Today, 
Kohlhaas had talked to Julia Wilden for a long time. She 
had been glad to hear from him. Furthermore, Julia had 
asked for Alf and the others, and Frank had insured her that 
everything was still peaceful and quiet. 
It had been wonderful to hear her voice and Kohlhaas had 
finally returned to the camp with a happy smile. Later, Frank 
and Alf had also talked to Mr. Taishi who had excitedly told 
them, that Tokyo had been hit by some missiles again. The 
situation in the south was becoming worse. 
Soon, the shadows of the night came over Sapporo and all 
soldiers went to bed, except for some guards. However, 
most of the men always slept with one eye open and this 
time it should be more necessary than ever before. 
Shortly after midnight, over 500 GCF bombers started a 
large-scale attack on Sapporo, from several directions. The 
terrifying hissing of their engines could be heard on the 
horizon, then the murderous assault came with full force 
over the Japanese population and the soldiers. 
Frank and Alfred jumped out of their beds and landed on the 
dirty ground, while the thunder of explosions came nearer. A 
moment after, the inner city of Sapporo glowed in an eerie 
red gleam. 
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„Alarm! Let's get the hell out of here!", roared Baumer and 

pulled an overslept Iraqi from his camp bed. Frank grabbed 

his clothes, took the rifle and ran out of the accommodation 

to a large meadow, where hundreds of soldiers had already 

gathered. 

Sirens howled and officers screamed orders through the 

rainy night. Kohlhaas stared at the city center. Enormous, 

fiery blooms grew between the skycrapers, accompanied by 

the deep grumble of detonations. 

The Japanese anti-aicraft artillery was shooting with all its 

might and the dark sky above the city was filled with blazing 

lightnings and fireballs. The bomb attack of the GCF airforce 

took about half an hour, then a massive assault of the 

enemy infantry and numerous tanks followed. All men ran to 

the trenches and manned the emplacements. Frank and 

Alfred were assigned to a machine gun post and stayed 

together. Behind them, a Japanese sergeant screamed in 

deafening loudness. 

..Artillery fire!", shouted the soldiers beside them and tried to 

find cover somewhere. 

A moment later, a hail of heavy shells pattered on the 

trenches and hold the soldiers down. They crawled over the 

muddy ground and pressed their hands on the faces, while 

all hell broke loose around them. 

Explosions shook the ground, cries resounded in every 

corner and clouds of dirt flew through the air. The GCF 

cannons unleashed a murderous fire and devastated the 

entire environment. 

Behind Frank, several Japanese soldiers got a direct hit and 

their death screams still echoed in the head of the young 

volunteer after a minute. Frank was sure that he had heard 

the sound of crashing bones and tearing flesh. Meanwhile, 

Alfred had crept through the mud and stared at his friend 

with fearful eyes. After half an hour, full of fright and panic, 
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the bombardment stopped. Palls of smoke left the trench 

and Frank heard the cries of dying and wounded soldiers 

from a distance. Now the enemy tanks and the GCF 

soldiers advanced. Their outlines were hardly to recognize 

in the blackness of the night and through the obscure fog 

above the ground. 

„Damn!", hissed Kohlhaas and squatted behind his machine 

gun. Alfred's face was full of mud splashes and showed his 

fear. Frank tried to endure the following, gnawing minutes, 

while he waited for the enemy that slowly came nearer. 

Meanwhile, he was drenched and clutched his gun 

nervously. 

"Can you see something?", whispered Alf. 

"No! Because of this fucking fog!", answered his comrade. 

Then the first black points became visible on the dark 

horizon, it were thousands and thousands. Between them 

drove tanks which opened the fire with their cannons now. 

Further explosions and shots followed, then the enemy had 

already come closer. 

Frank lifted his hindering steel helmet that still appeared 

heavier now, in order to have a better sight. Alfred 

swallowed and held his breath. The first enemies appeared 

out of a mixture of darkness and vapor, while the Japanese 

soldiers around started to shoot. 

..Don't wait, Frank! Fire!", yelled Baumer and Kohlhaas sent 

his first bursts of fire at the enemy. Finally, chaos broke 

loose. 

Frank could spot a group of GCF soldiers, trying to destroy 

some barbwire barriers. He wildly shot at them and two of 

the men tumbled over with painful screams. Now, also Alf 

began to fire. 

The machine gun hammered its deadly metallic song and 

sent several dark shadows to the ground. Meanwhile, the 

Japanese tanks had moved forward and attacked the fast- 
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approaching enemies with their automatic cannons. Their 
projectiles chopped bloody wounds into the broad front of 
the opposing army, but it were just too many attackers. 
Suddenly Skydragons appeared, dashing forward out of the 
darkness of the night sky, and firing with their heavy 
machine guns at the Japanese emplacements. Blood 
sprayed everywhere and dead bodies slipped down the 
muddy trench walls. The defenders answered with 
bazookas and rocket launchers. 

Some of the Sykdragons exploded, others were still mowing 
down their enemies, speeding away above their heads, and 
leaving behind a terrible bloodbath. 

„Can you estimate their number?", screamed Baumer in 
Frank's ear. 

"Shit! No! Maybe about 5000 men...", answered Kohlhaas 
and hid his head behind the wall. "Ten GCF tanks! There!" 
Alfred gestured and crept over the ground again. Now the 
GCF soldiers were close enough to return fire. After they 
had advanced further hundred meters and had struggled 
through a great number of barriers, they started to run. 
Frank fired now like a madman and shot a large gap in the 
swarm of soldiers in front of him. He clenched his teeth, so 
that they crunched like a rotten, old sailing boat in a storm. 
The defenders heard their enemies scream with rage, while 
they tried to storm the Japanese emplacements. Frank saw 
some twinkling bayonets and laid his folding spade beside 
him. 

Alfred still huddled behind him in the dirt and fixed his 
bayonet. From the corner of his eye, Kohlhaas could see 
that the Japanese had destroyed some GCF tanks. A 
screaming man climbed out of one of the vehicles, then the 
tank exploded. Soon the enemy infantry was directly in front 
of the trench. Hateful faces stared in Frank's direction and a 
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swarm of GCF soldiers jumped now into the moat, wildly 

firing, roaring and cursing. 

"Damn! They will overrun us!", shouted Baumer who shot an 

assaulting enemy in the face. 

"Get ready!", Frank grabbed his friend at the sleeve and 

pulled him to the right, his heart pounded in panic and he 

thought about nothing in this second. 

His face changed to a malicious grimace and looked like 

that of the GCF soldier beside him who had jumped into the 

trench to stab a terrified Japanese soldiers with his bayonet. 

Frank shot at the tall, dark-skinned man and hit his neck. 

The attacker tumbled down with a short death rattle. A 

brutal slaughter began now, and the frenzied soldiers were 

shooting, stabbing and hacking each other down. 

Kohlhaas roared and his dirty face let him look like a 

demon. He brandished his folding spade, loudly screaming, 

and smashed the face of another enemy. Alfred still shot at 

the attackers in front of him, then he shouted: 

"Flamethrowers!" 

A GCF soldier with one of these feared weapons 

approached and held his flame into the trench beside him. 

An uncanny hissing followed, while Frank heard the loud 

cries of burning volunteers who jumped out of their 

emplacement. 

Kohlhaas crept among his dead and dying comrades 

through the morass, and crawled over a young Japanese, 

whose clothes were soaked with blood. Glassy eyes stared 

at the German. 

Meanwhile, the soldier with the flamethrower continued to 

burn everyone in sight, but he did not notice Frank who 

suddenly emerged beside him - then it was too late. 

Kohlhaas jumped on him with a loud scream, out of the 

darkness of the trench, and attacked the GCF soldier with 

his folding spade. The man turned around, but he was not 
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fast enough to swerve Frank's brutal cut. Kohlhaas hit his 

nose which broke with a cracking sound. Immediately, the 

soldier lost his weapon, lurched back and had to face the 

raging German volunteer who slayed him with another 

strike. 

„Go away!", Frank heard behind himself. A Japanese waved 

him nearer and summoned him to fall back to the next line 

of trenches. The young man currently scurried backwards. 

Kohlhaas and the others had to disappear, otherwise the 

enemies would have overrun them, because they were just 

too numerous. 

„Alf, to the next line!", shouted Frank and the two volunteers 

ran over their dead comrades to the trench behind them. 

Meanwhile, the attackers had won ground and came closer. 

Now the Japanese opened the fire from the rear 

emplacements and many opponents were killed. 

Shortly afterwards, Frank and Alf were lying in the mud 

again and tried to decimate the mass of the GCF soldiers. 

Suddenly several dozens of Japanese tanks attacked the 

enemy's flank and the GCF soldiers finally backed out. It 

was over, for this day. 

They had survived the first great assault of the Global 

Control Force in this part of Sapporo, but the casualties 

were high. Hundreds were fallen, only in this front section. 

Nevertheless, the enemy had not penetrated the city and 

had still much more dead soldiers to deplore. 

The world had not seen such a form of war since decades. 

At the beginning of the 21th century, when the USA had still 

been the only superpower, fighting with its superior 

technology against the Arabs, the match had always been 

unequal. 

On one side, there had been the hightech army of the USA, 

while its enemies had often just been farmers with old 

weapons, trying to fight a guerilla warfare. Here in Japan, it 
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was different. Both sides, the GCF and the Japanese army, 
had a considerable and very similar military technology. 
Nevertheless, the resources of the GCF were much bigger. 

„God, I nearly snuffed it...", said Frank and tried to calm 

down. Baumer was silent and stared into space. He got a 

vicious headache and just wanted to stay in a dark corner, 

in order to rest. The shock of this first fight sat deeply in the 

minds of the two volunteers and now they had a small 

foretaste of the brutality of the Japanese war. 

From the 1000 soldiers of the "Ninon no Yari" unit, over 200 

men were dead or heavily wounded. Frank crept back to the 

first trench and saw a picture of horror. Everywhere lay 

deads which seemed to sink slowly down into the mud. 

It was raining again now, but the young man enjoyed the 

cool water drops on his face at that moment. Beside him, a 

Japanese struggled for air and clutched his blood-smeared 

belly. 

„Help!", gasped the man with the last of his strenght and 

frantically looked at Frank. 

„l bring you a physician!", promised Kohlhaas and tried to 

find a medical tent. After he had finally found it, the 

physician just shook his head and showed him dozens of 

other wounded men who were begging for his help too. 

Kohlhaas looked for another medic, and finally came back 

to the wounded Japanese, after half an hour. It was too late, 

the soldier had already bled to death. 

..Everything is just shit...", hissed Frank and was close to 

tears. 

The Japanese still stared at him, with a deadpan 

countenance, as if he wanted to ask Frank, why he had 

forgotten him. 
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The next days were quiet. No more GCF attacks and no 
more bombardments of the city. The enemy high command 
had probably just wanted to test, how strong the defense of 
the Japanese really was. Nevertheless, there was not much 
time for sleep or recovery. So the most men just dozed off 
and were more or less halfawake for days. Frank and Alfred 
planned to sleep for not less then a whole week, when they 
were back in Ivas. 

Yesterday, they had made a short trip to the center of 
Sapporo. Many of the exotic houses had been destroyed by 
the first great bomb attack and the streets of the city were 
still covered with rubble. Thousands of civilians had already 
left Sapporo and tried to reach the island of Honshu. 
But General Takeuchi had some good news for the "Ninon 
no Yari" unit: The defense had held on all important fronts. 
Nowhere, the GCF troops had penetrated the metropolis. 
Nevertheless, they had meanwhile almost completely 
encircled the city and had received further reinforcements 
from overseas. Furthermore, the high command of the 
northern invasion army had given the order to besiege and 
starve out Sapporo. 

Soon the heavy cannons of the GCF battered the Japanese 
city with a merciless fire from a safe distance. Countless 
tons of conventional or chemical bombs came from the sky - 
to make Sapporo to a giant cemetery. 
General Daniel Schwarzer had made the offer to his 
opponent Takeuchi, before the beginning of the gruelling 
bombardment, that he would get a safe conduct, after an 
immediate surrender of Sapporo. Otherwise, the city would 
be annihilated without mercy. 

But Takeuchi had ignored the offer and Sapporo still 
remained a giant fortress, blocking the way of the GCF 
invasion army like a mountain chain. Indeed, the old 
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Japanese general knew that his stubbornness would bring 
hell on earth to the inhabitants of the city. 

Kohlhaas hold his head. Alf and he were waiting here on the 
front, while the thunder of detonations slowly drove them 
crazy - since more than a week, day by day. Missile after 
missile came down on the metropolis, crushing one house 
after another, piece by piece. 

In order to destroy the hostile cannons, some Japanese 
pilots had made several suicide attacks by charging the 
artillery emplacements of the enemy, but all in all, it had 
been nothing but a senseless waste of lives. 
Furthermore, the Japanese had no chance for a sally and 
were just trapped in their own emplacements. General 
Takeuchi had become grumpy and had every reason for it. 
Even the courageous defenders of Wakkanai had already 
been slowly demoralized by the same strategy. 

„That slop is just ugly!", said Frank and spat out an unknown 

part of a Japanese dish, swearing loudly. 

„Well, I like it!", replied his friend. 

"Sometimes, I would really be glad if we could just teleport 

back to Ivas. Just out of this fucking city", muttered 

Kohlhaas. 

Alf hesitated. ..However, it is important that we are here!", 

meant Baumer. 

His comrade was silent for a while. ..Important? In the next 

days, weeks or months, we will croak here. No one of us will 

leave this fucked up Japsenloch alive, Alf...", hissed Frank 

and shook his head. 

Alf just munched. ..Anyhow, who has always said that he 

wants to become a rebel? Well, this is real rebellion, no 

Robin Hood game, just an eternal and desperate fight of us 

against a superior enemy." 
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J know...", grumbled Kohlhaas. 

Japan is important, Frank! Important! Important! Important!" 

„Really?" 

„Yes, for sure! We have already talked about that topic with 

Wilden, for a million times!" 

Frank sat down on an old can and let his fingers crack. Tm 

just tired, man. This damn barrage. Boom! Boom! Boom! All 

day long. I think, I will lose my mind if it goes on in this 

manner. Do you really believe that we have a chance?" 

„My nerves are raw too, Frank. But this is the usual tactic of 

the GCF. Don't panic!" 

„lt is just a illusion to win this war, isn't it?", asked Frank and 

appeared hopelessly. 

„Do we have a chance? You ask, if we can really win? What 

chance did we have in Paris? What do you think, my friend? 

Did you really believe that the world system would collapse, 

only because of the fact that we have killed Wechsler? 

Kohlhaas said nothing and stared sadly at the sky. Then he 

just walked away. 

At the end of the camp was a telephone, and Frank thought 

about calling Julia, but in front of the phone was already a 

crowd of other soldiers. 

The young man muttered a curse and went back to Alf. The 

friend clapped on Frank's shoulder and said: "I prefer to 

stand here with you and all the others, to fight for our 

freedom. It is so much better than hanging around in that 

cage called "Central Europe", living a worthless life. Yes, I 

prefer to die here as a free man. This is far greater, than just 

vegetating as a slave with a citizen number." 

"Maybe you are right, Alf!", answered Frank and sat down. 

"Have you heard something from the southern front?" 

"Don't ask, what I've heard is not very inspiring. Hofu and 

Yamaguchi, at the coast of Honshu, have totally been 

destroyed. And the GCF still marches on, towards Tokyo." 
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"Shit!", hummed Kohlhaas. "What may the others from Ivas 
do at the moment? Are they still alive?" 
"Let's call Wilden this evening", decided Alf and slapped on 
Frank's shoulder again. 

Shortly afterwards, they heared that Thomas Baastfeldt had 
already been killed in Kagoshima a few weeks ago. But 
Sven and the others seemed to be still alive. After the 
village boss had talked about his own "theorectical strategy" 
to win this war, unnerving Frank again, the young man 
asked for his daughter. 

Julia was overly pleased, when she heard that they were 
well. Her voice sounded like the chant of a wonderful angel 
in Frank's ears, and even drowned the terrible roar of the 
bomb impacts in Sapporo's city center for some minutes. 
Kohlhaas felt inspired again and ended the conversation 
with the words: „l think of you, Julia! Every single day!" 
This was quite a unusual revealing of feelings for a man like 
him and Frank felt happy for the rest of the day. He was 
more than proud on himself, that he had finally dared to say 
these words to Wilden's daughter. 

On the next day, GCF units tried to penetrate the northwest 
of Sapporo again. This time they came around midday. But 
the attack was half-hearted and probably just another test of 
the Japanese defense. 

After one hour, the enemies backtracked with great losses 
of men and several tanks. The food supply of the defenders 
was still intact, but it would be only a question of the time 
until the supplies would be exhausted. Nevertheless, the 
moral of the Japanese and their allies was still high. 
While the ruthless bombardment of the metropolis 
continued, gradually devastating the former beautiful city, 
the Japanese war propaganda still knew only one 
watchword: ..Holding out! Fight to the last man!" 
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The first period of the monsoon season had begun, on the 
jungle-covered islands of Okinawa, and it was raining all 
day long without ceasing. General David Williams stood in 
front of a big map of Japan and looked at the other officers 
in the conference room. Then he pointed at the map and 
said: J hope, that my colleague, Mr. Schwarzer, can soon 
accelerate his advance in the north. So far, the World 
President is still content with our military successes, but he 
just expects faster victories. We won't disappoint him and 
have to reach the south of Honshu in time!", explained the 
tall man with the gray temples. 

"The Japanese have heavily fortified Kobe, Kyoto and 
Osaka with many units. What would happen if we find there 
a similar situation as in the case of Sapporo?", asked one of 
the officers. 

A murmur went through the room and general Williams 
seemed to be annoyed, because of this question. 
„Nonsens! The situation can't be compared with Sapporo. 
However, the morale and confidence of the Japanese still 
rises with every day, on which Sapporo withstands us. 
Matsumoto's war propaganda is better and more successful 
than we have imagined. We probably underestimated his 
talents in this context. Anyway, this will not save our 
enemies. Kobe will soon be bombarded as the first 
metropolis on the Japanese central island, and the industrial 
plants will be the most important targets for our bombers!" 
Michael McBruce, a veteran officer of the GCF, raised his 
hand and Williams nodded. „What is about the rumors that 
the Japanese war will probably exceed the costs, that have 
originally been budgeted by the World Government?" 
General Williams harrumphed and some of the other 
officers stared at the asker. Actually, such questions should 
not be posed in this conference. 
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„Well, what do you want to hear? Am I the minister of 

finance? If no unexpected delays appear, or even military 

setbacks, then there is no reason to worry about such 

things. 

So far, we could keep the schedule for the most part, and if 

Sapporo can't be taken by Mr. Schwarzer, we will still 

overrun the Japanese defense in the south - in the long 

term. We have enough "human resources" for this war, 

don't forget that!" 

"What is with our great casualties, Mr. Williams?", McBruce 

pumped Williams. 

„Mr. McBruce...", replied the general annoyedly. „Our 

human resources are still big enough! Believe me!" 

Shortly afterwards, the critical officer raised his hand again, 

but general Williams just ignored him. Finally, the meeting 

continued with some strategic explanations. 

At the same time, the presidential palace in Tokyo was 
abuzz with excitement. Haruto Matsumoto had already a 
screaming tantrum behind himself, after one of his advisors 
had revealed him the military situation in the southern part 
of Honshu. Once again, his foreign minister, Akira Mori, had 
to help his best friend to calm down. He showed him some 
facts which the very emotional man had probably ignored. 
J don't want to blandish the situation, Haruto. Because our 
situation isn't good at all, and I still know that. Nevertheless, 
Kyushu and Shikoku are not representative for the rest of 
Japan. Our defense in Sapporo is still strong, furthermore, 
even in Kobe and Osaka. And these cities will still be in our 
hands for the next weeks - or even months!", explained 
Mori and gave the president a glass of water. 
Matsumoto breathed deeply and emptied the water glass 
with a single sip. Then he walked nervously through the 
room: "Even if it doesn't look catastrophic in the north so 
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far, we must do something in the south. A counteroffensive! 

Otherwise, the GCF will win this war, even if we can 

persevere in some places!" 

"The high command works day and night on a plan to retake 

the southern regions. But we need more soldiers - and 

more tanks and more artillery. We will be able to strike back 

in the next weeks, but I can't tell you...", returned Mori. 

„The counteroffensive will come? But when, Akria? I hear 

that since weeks!", screamed the president, while some of 

his advisors winced. But Mori remained rational. 

Actually, Matsumoto was an emotional, but otherwise 

balanced and buoyant man. However, the months-long hate 

campaign against him, and finally this war, had made him to 

an exhausted and depressive person. 

Meanwhile, folds had crept over his face and sleep 

disturbances seriously attacked his health. The foreign 

minister brought a second glass of water and answered in 

his usual, rational manner: J would say, that about two 

months will be necessary until we have the military strenght 

for a counteroffensive..." 

"Two months, Akira?" 

„Yes! At the minimum..." 

„Two damn months?" 

„And there is still something, I have already talked about 

with general Uesugi." 

„What else, Akira?" 

„That counteroffensive would be much more effective if the 

southern GCF army would fall into confusion..." 

„What do you mean by that?" 

„We should just try it. Let's talk about this tomorrow, in 

confidence!" 

"To hell with that nonsense! But if you mean...", growled the 

president. 
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Haruto Matsumoto emptied his glass with a single sip again, 
and finally left the room. He went to his bedroom, drew the 
curtains and sat down in a dark corner. 
„l should have become a little employee, like my father. Yes, 
this would have been the right way. "The policy", she is 
nothing but the scummiest whore of all whores...", he said 
quietly to himself. 

Some days had passed, and rain and cold weather slowly 
come over Sapporo. Yesterday, some GCF units had 
broken through the defense ring in the northeast of the city, 
and the Japanese had been driven back to the area in front 
of the university of Hokkaido. However, general TakeuchTs 
soldiers had retaken the lost streets in a night attack, and 
the house-to-house fighting had lasted till daybreak. 
At end of the month, the GCF made another great attack 
with over 400000 men. Frank and Alfred had entrenched 
themselves, together with other soldiers of the "Ninon no 
Yari" unit, in a destroyed house and had repulsed several 
attack waves of the enemy. 

Four Japanese who had defended the emplacement with 
them, had been killed during the fight. Alf got a graze wound 
on the arm and had to be doctored, but it was, however, 
fortunately only a harmless laceration. 
Now the constant attacks slowly increased. In the morning 
hours, the south of Sapporo had been attacked by GCF 
bombers and many houses were still burning. The two 
soldiers from Ivas had helped to bring civilians into the 
bunkers or metro tunnels. And they had seen terrible 
scenes. Women, who still held their children in their arms, 
lying charred and mutilated in the ruins of their houses. It 
had been another morning of terror, and many more should 
follow. On 26.10.2031, around noon, the sun tried to send a 
few rays through the gray cloud cover above the city, but 
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only a few reached the humans down on earth. Somewhere, 
the enemy cannons thundered again, in order to lay the 
Japanese metropolis piece by piece in ashes. 
Suddenly, the alarm sirens started to howl because the 
enemy artillery began to shoot at the northwest city. All 
soldiers immediately ran under cover, while another great 
assault followed. 

Dozens of heavy tanks moved over the line of sight on the 

horizon and started to fire. Behind the terrifying vehicles a 

swarm of GCF soldiers was spreading, using the tanks as 

cover. Their number appeared enormous. 

„You, come on!", roared a Japanese officer and waved 

Frank and Alf nearer. They scurried into a bombed out 

house and ran over some concrete stairs to the upper floor. 

A group of volunteers from Canada and a few Japanese 

soldiers already huddled there. 

Terrible noise came from outside, gunfire, screams and 

detonations. An incredible din. The Japanese artillery 

answered and let a hail of shells go down on the tanks and 

the infantery of the GCF. 

Some of the steely beasts exploded, but most of them still 

rolled unwaveringly forward, spitting their projectiles on the 

Japanese lines. After half an hour, the enemy infantry 

attacked with loud yelling and drove the Japanese units out 

of their emplacements. 

General Takeuchi had relocated the front line some hundred 

meters backwards, that his soldiers could entrench 

themselves better in the house ruins. 

„They will soon be here!", shouted Baumer and fired from a 

window. Meanwhile, the first frontline was already overrun 

by the enemy. Many Japanese fled or were just shot down 

in their trenches. Frank turned around and crept under the 

window. Beside him was a young Japanese who began to 
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quail, when he recognized the GCF tanks, breaking through 

mountains of rubble and coming nearer. 

„Give me your bazooka!", screamed Kohlhaas and tore the 

panzerfaust out of the boy's hand. 

A tank cannon hit the already half destroyed roof of the 

house and ripped it off. Frank looked out the window and 

targeted one of the enemy tanks, a next hit could completely 

destroy the house and no one of the men inside would 

survive this. 

Frank shot at the tank and the missile bored itself through 

the side of the vehicle. Instantly, the tank turned its gun 

barrel towards the ruin, from where the shot had come, but 

then it exploded with a loud bang. 

„Die, bastard!", hissed Frank quietly and crawled back over 

the dusty ground. 

„We must get out here! The next tanks are already coming!", 

shouted Baumer and stared at his comrades. „Come on! We 

must get out or we will die!" 

The men ran down the stairs and hid behind a concrete wall 

in a side street. Beside them, some houses already blew up 

and they heard loud screams. More and more enemies 

appeared and now even the Skydragons came from the sky. 

„Brrrrrttt!" This terrible sound made the men's blood run 

cold, because it was the sound of a gatling autocannon. 

Dozens of military helicopters opened fire on the fleeing 

Japanese soldiers, and one of the Skydragons tried to 

target Frank and the others. It shot and his salvo hit the 

concrete wall, while the horrified soldiers hit the dirt. Then 

they tried to run to another house. 

Above their heads, the Skydragon flew away, turned around 

and the next volley of gunfire came from the sky. Two young 

Japanese were perforated by bullets and broke down. 

Finally, the Skydragon pointed its terrible weapons at 

another target. 
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"Hurry up! In there!", roared Baumer and jumped into the 
house ruin. The rest followed him, while more and more 
tanks could be heard in the proximity. 
Frank still carried the bazooka and destroyed another tank 
with a well-aimed shot. The others fired at a group of enemy 
soldiers and killed three of them. Then they tried to find a 
safer place. In the chaos of the battle, Frank had already 
lost his overview. Meanwhile, his only thought was to 
survive. 

Shortly afterwards, they got the message that the Japanese 
had given up their emplacements and were on the way to 
the city center. Now the enemy was already close to the 
Maruyamapark. Even the camp had totally been destroyed. 
This day ended with a defeat. 

The defenders had fought bravely, but the sheer force of 
numbers of the GCF soldiers had decided the fight for the 
benefit of the attackers. Nevertheless, the casualties of the 
enemy were very high again. However, 46 GCF tanks had 
been destroyed and thousands of soldiers had fallen. 
The strength of the "Ninon no Yah" was now at 477 men, 
what meant that over 500 soldiers were already dead or 
were lying in one of the military hospitals, somewhere in the 
city. Even at other places, the GCF had won ground. 
General Takeuchi still mused about the new situation and 
finally ordered a counterattack - tonight! In his eyes, it was 
important that the GCF could not use the conquered places 
as bridgeheads for further attacks on the inner city. 

Baumer smoked one of his cheap cigarettes which he had 
won in a poker game. 
..Counterattack? Tonight?", he groaned. 
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„Yes, as officer Kan has already explained it. It's an direct 

order from the general...", said Frank and held his growling 

stomach. 

..Counterattack! Deep in the night! Shit! Starving and 

fighting, that's all they can give us!", grumbled Alf. 

„ln one hour, we will get emergency provisions, if I have 

correctly understood that message", answered Kohlhaas. „l 

could just eat up the Japanese islands..." 

Meanwhile, Alfred made a mental trip to a luxury restaurant, 

where he solemnly swore to devour everything he could get. 

"The meal rations have become smaller in the last days", 

remarked Frank and his growling stomach seemed to agree. 

His friend nodded and leaned against a concrete wall. 

„lt looks terrible in the city center. Everywhere, corpses of 

civilians, en masse, they already rot. The Japanese burn 

them as huge piles to prevent epedemics", said Baumer 

quietly. 

„l know, I have seen it too!", answered Frank. „We can't 

hold the line forever. Soon the big hunger will come over us 

all, over soldiers and civilians. The leaders of the Japanese 

army don't say it openly, but meanwhile we are low on 

everything", whispered Alf quietly and closed his eyes, in 

order to make a nap. 

„lf the GCF will use as many chemical bombs as in the case 

of Wakkanai, Sapporo will finally become an enormous 

mass grave", added Frank. Alf just swallowed and turned 

his head to the side. 

It still became colder and darker. Frank looked at his watch: 

22,30 o'clock. Suddenly the radio crackled and general 

Takeuchi gave new orders to all units. The rest of the 

"Ninon no Yari" unit should start their counterattack at 4.00 

o'clock in the morning, together with their Japanese 

comrades. They had to assault the GCF emplacements 

near the Maruyamapark. 
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The two volunteers from Ivas and ten further soldiers 
huddled in the dirty living room of a bombed out house. 
There had been a little dispute concerning the question, 
who had the privilege to sleep on a dusty sofa. 
Finally, a volunteer from Iran, Nirwan, could succeed and 
fell immediately asleep. One of the other men made a 
campfire on the ground of the room which had a collapsed 
sidewalk It was a strange sight. They lived like rats here. 
Even Frank and Alfred snoozed for a while, in the cold 
darkness of the night. 

At 3.30 o'clock, the Iranian woke them up and they talked 
for a short moment. This soldier looked like the picture of an 
old Persian warrior: He had a brownish beard, bright green 
eyes and was amazingly tall. Nirwan hated the World 
Government from the bottom of his heart, because his 
parents and the rest of his family had died, when the GCF 
had attacked the rebellious Iranian state with nuclear 
bombs. It had been in 2019. At that time, Teheran had been 
devastated by three atom bombs. Nirwan had never been 
able to forget this horror. 

„We must regroup with the other squads at Toroshi Street!", 
he explained and Frank and Alfred followed him. 
Tired, hungry and freezing, they recognized about 200 
comrades who had gathered between the ruins. Some fixed 
their bayonets, others loaded their weapons or counted their 
hand grenades. Many of the young men seemed to be 
scared of the coming fight. It was dark, cold and an icy rain 
came down from the sky. All lights had been switched off 
and the soldiers were just silent. At 4.00 o'clock, the unit 
started moving, slowly, some new orders were whispered, 
while the soldiers looked around. 

"Welcome to Japan!", said Baumer cynically and stared 
nervously in Frank's direction. 
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The soldiers crept through the dark streets and walked 

loudlessly towards the Maruyamapark - its trees and bushes 

looked like dead spiders. 

Soon they had reached the area which was occupied by the 

GCF troops and still more Japanese soldiers came out of 

the dark streets around them. It was silent for a short 

moment, nothing could be heard. Nothing but the pattering 

of the rain drops on the roofs of the houses. 

From a distance, Frank could see some sandbags and the 

helmets of GCF soldiers behind them. Finally, general 

TakeuchTs voice came over the radio again, just ending the 

sinister stillness. It was 4,00 o'clock: Attack! 

„Banzai!", yelled the Japanese, rushing out of the darkness, 

wildly firing and screaming. For a short moment the GCF 

soldiers were surprised, but then they returned fire. 

The first Japanese were mowed down by machine-guns. 

Frank and Alfred charged forward, trying to find cover 

between the wreckage that was covering the street. Then 

they shot at the GCF soldiers too. 

Soon the enemies were close. They screamed and pointed 

their weapons at the Japanese and the volunteers. Baumer 

shot one of them down, while Frank came from the side to 

stab another with his bayonet. Meanwhile, the other 

volunteers killed the GCF soldiers behind the sandbags. 

"Go in there! Hurry up!", hissed Alf and some men followed 

him into a drab apartment block. Here they discovered a few 

GCF soldiers who were still drowsy. Some tried to get out of 

their camp beds, when a hand grenade rolled into the room 

and detonated immediately. Cries resounded, stabbing and 

shooting - then the house was finally taken. 

From here, they had a good strategic position to open the 

fire on the next group of GCF soldiers, that ran across the 

street in front of the house. Now Frank crept to the other 

men and took his assault rifle. Down on the street, their 
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comrades ran over the asphalt and came upon some 

enemies at the next corner. Both groups nearly collided and 

the men slaughtered each other without hesitation. Frank 

beheld a Japanese soldier who slayed an enemy with his 

samurai sword. He raged like a berserk in his fearsome 

frenzy. 

"Okay, the street is ours!", shouted Kohlhaas and raised his 

gun. „On the street! Follow us! Go! Go! Go!" 

The remaining men ran down the stairs and tried to reach 

their comrades. Frank took the weapon of a dying GCF 

soldier and fired at some black shadows in a dark side 

street. Then he continued to rush forward. 

Soon, the killing was out of control and the soldiers could 

not make out friend or foe. They just fired at every man in 

front of them without thinking. They finally came to a house, 

that was brightly illuminated, but the enemies immediately 

switched off the light, when they saw the Japanese. Then 

they opened fire on the attackers. Frank dragged Alf to the 

ground. 

„Give me covering fire! Shoot at the windows!", shouted 

Kohlhaas and crept towards the house under the veil of 

darkness. 

The other men still shot at the windows and pieces of finery 

and concrete rained down on the wet asphalt. Kohlhaas was 

already close to the entrance now and suddely threw a hand 

grenade through one of the broken windows. A deafening 

explosion let the house quake and smoke clouds poured out 

of the upper floor. Then the soldiers jumped into the 

entrance with a loud roar. The first attackers were hit by a 

terrible burst of gunfire, but the rest still tried to storm the 

house. 

Frank threw another hand grenade into a side room and 

jumped away. An explosion let the house shake again, while 

screams and shots resounded around him. A moment after, 



111 



a Japanese with a flamethrower came through the front 
door and burned every enemy in sight. Suddenly, a wide- 
eyed GCF soldier with a dirty face staggered over the 
corridor and fired indiscriminately around. Frank and Alfred 
jumped sidewards, returned fire immediately and finally 
killed him. Shortly afterwards, the fight for the house was 
over. 

Baumer illuminated the man with his flashlight. „That was a 
GCF officer, look at the uniform! Perhaps, this house was 
something like a command post..." 

Frank bent down to the dead soldier and took the 
identification tag from his neck. „Major General Martin 
Chirac" was engraved in it. 

„Maybe a bigger number!", said the young man and grinned 
proudly. He let the ID tag slide into his pocket and showed it 
later to a group of Japanese soldiers who admired him for 
his "kill". 

Alfred finally became angry and meant, that this major could 
be "his shot" as well, because he had also been on the 
corridor and both men had fired at the same time. 

The counterattack had been a success and the GCF troops 
had been blind-sided in the most parts of Sapporo. On the 
next day, the street fights still continued. General Daniel 
Schwarzer finally gave the command for an ordered retreat 
and the GCF left Sapporo again. 

Now, the Japanese war propaganda made a mountain out 
of a molehill, because Matsumoto needed news about 
victories more than anything else. 

The Japanese television averred that they had routed the 
enemy - like the mongols in the battle of Kyushu. They 
finally prophesied that Sapporo, the "fortress of freedom", 
would never fall. 
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"Sapporo: Great victory over the slave hordes of the Lodge 
Brothers!", headlined Matsumoto's press on the next day. 
The reality was, however, far less spectacular. The GCF 
had been driven out of the city - that was all. Nevertheless, 
Sapporo was still under siege and the hunger slowly came 
over the whole city. Furthermore, the merciless barrage 
went on, day by day... 
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Leaving Hell 



The northernmost metropolis of Japan had always been 
famous for its spectacular snow festival, where talented 
artists from all over the world had delighted the people with 
their artworks of ice. 

Often, their skillful hands had let the visitors of the city be 
astonished. They had formed Japanese temples or 
enormous animals out of the material, what was distinctive 
for Sapporo during the winter months: Ice. 
This year, the snow festival was canceled and the people of 
Sapporo had other things on their minds, for example the 
question, where they would bring the countless corpses, 
covering the streets of the city. Furthermore, how they 
would safe the living from the coming hunger crisis. 
For the next days, it was quiet again on the fronts. No 
attacks of the GCF, no counterattacks of the Japanese. 
Daniel Schwarzer, the commander-in-chief of the northern 
invasion army, was just waiting. 

Then, it started to snow, became bitterly cold and the food 
supply finally broke down completely. For some days, the 
city center was attacked with chemical bombs which were 
much worse than every infantry offensive. Thereupon, some 
Japanese pilots tried to destroy the GCF artillery in the 
hinterland, but they were not very successful and most of 
them did not return alive. 

General Schwarzer planned to burn his enemies out like 
rats in a dugout. If they would not surrender, Sapporo would 
become a city of death. Chemical weapons, even poison 
gas, had always been doomed by the international media 
and the World President. As „great humanists", the 
polititians of the World Union, had nothing to do with such 
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cruel weapons. But all that was not worth the paper it was 
written on. However, the media just hushed up the use of 
these bombs. Only the people of Sapporo knew the truth. 

Frank Kohlhaas huddled in a dark corner and pressed the 
hands before his face. His friend, Alfred, was out to look for 
a telephone or an Internet access. Otherwise, nobody else 
was in the cold, destroyed house. The young volunteer 
withdrew into himself and still mused for some hours. 
The hunger tormented him, his neck and head hurt, and in 
the early morning hours of this bleak day, he had already 
cried. He missed Julia Wilden so much and had her picture 
in his mind since days. Yesterday night, his dead mother 
had visited him in his dreams. She had told him that 
everything would be good some day. 
„You will still live for a long time, my boy!", she had said to 
him with her tender voice. And finally, she had hugged him. 
Occasionally, a Japanese soldier came into the bombed out 
house, in order to look for a comrade. Frank tried to behave 
calmly, and hoped that nobody would see him cry. He was 
anyway „the hero" who had killed that GCF major. 
Meanwhile, even the Japanese talked about him, admired 
him. 

The GCF artillery had already shot poison gas shells at the 
city center of Sapporo several times, what had caused a 
giant tragedy. Meanwhile, a yellowish fog had slowly spread 
out and some quarters had been evacuated. Cold and 
hunger were distressing the city like Kublai Khan's hordes, 
and now there was that terrible barrage with chemical 
bombs. Soon, it would end. Frank was sure. 
He often doubted in these days that Alf and he would ever 
come out of this hell alive. But their fate had planned 
another task for them. Frank should experience it in the 
course of this hopeless day. 
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It was after 18.00 o'clock, Frank and Alfred had just 

swallowed another slop, tasting like nothing, when their 

Japanese platoon leader came to them. The man looked for 

Frank Kohlhaas, as he explained in broken English. 

"You!", he pointed at Frank. "You will coming with me, 

understand? General Takeuchi wants talking with you!" 

The two volunteers from Lithuanias looked at each other 

and Frank followed the officer. They went through some 

devasteted streets and finally came to TakeuchTs 

provisionally command post. 

This was the residence of the Japanese general, that dirty, 

ruined house. Takeuchi already seemed to wait for his 

guest. When Frank entered the room, the veteran smiled 

and fetched a bottle of sake out of a wooden box, then he 

asked Frank to sit down. The general gave him a sip of 

Japanese rice wine, still smiling. Both men examined each 

other. 

Some minutes later, Takeuchi began the discussion: „One 

of the Japanese soldiers has told me that you have killed a 

high rank officer of the GCF!" 

Frank nodded and showed Takeuchi the ID tag which he 

was carrying in his pocket since days - like a trophy. 

Kohlhaas put it on the table. 

J have killed this major general of the GCF!", he said. 

Takeuchi perked his eyebrows up and regarded the 

identification tag more exactly, then he grinned and gave 

Frank a wink. 

„Major General Martin Chirac. He was an important man of 

the northern GCF army. Good work, soldier!" 

„Thanks!", answered Kohlhaas, while the general gave him 

another glas of sake. 

„You are Frank Kohlhaas?" 

„Yes, Sir!" 

„Where are you from, soldier?" 



116 



"Litauen... Lithuania. ..But Tm German..." 

"German? Ah! German soldiers are brave!" 

„Thanks!" 

..Deutsche Soldaten sind gute Soldaten! Ha, ha!" 

„ln the olden days...", Frank smiled. 

"Woher sie sind?" 

..Tm from Berlin!" 

..Berlin, nice city...", meant the Japanese. 

„Not in our days!", said Frank with a shake of the head. 

The third glas of sake followed and both men became even 

more relaxed. Takeuchi, that embittered veteran, was 

suddenly garrulous. 

..What is your contact person here in Japan?", he asked. 

"Mr. Masaru Taishi from Tokyo!" 

„Okay, I will call him and ask him about you. Please come 

back tomorrow and we will talk again..." 

Kohlhaas was more than surprised about that conversation 

with general Takeuchi. And Alf did not know, what to make 

of the whole thing too. 

Finally, after a longer skat game, they went to bed. This 

night remained calmly, except for the usual bomb 

explosions that could be heard from a distance. On the next 

day, general Takeuchi let the young man call again. He 

seemed to be very excited and welcomed Frank with a 

broad grin. Again, he fetched his sake and gave it to his 

soldier. A moment after, he banged his fist on the table and 

laughed loudly. 

„My God! You have killed Leon-Jack Wechsler?", he 

shouted and was all smiles. 

Frank winced und just swallowed. Then he tried to grin. 

„Yes! My friend Alf, and me!" 

"You are Rambo, ha, ha!", returned Takeuchi. "Do you know 

Rambo?" 
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"Eh. ..no!", stammered Frank. 

The Japanese stopped him with a wave of his hand, grinned 

even broader and preked his eyebrows up. 

..Doesn't matter! This was only a joke! But who is Aruf?" 

"Alfred Baumer... I call him Alf. He is my best friend and he 

also fights in the "Ninon no Yari" unit!" 

"Oh!", general Takeuchi seemed to be delighted. „He is also 

here?" 

„Yes, Sir!" 

„The men who killed Wechsler in Paris, ha, ha! Nice!" 

Shortly afterwards, even Baumer had to come and the 

commander-in-chief of the Japanese army of Sapporo 

bombarded him with questions. Baumer drank some 

glasses of sake with the general too. Meanwhile, Takeuchi 

grinned from ear to ear. 

„Ha, ha! Nice! Nice!", it resounded through his office. 

Frank and Alf became a bit thoughtful. How could that 

Japanese know about the bombing in Paris? Who had told 

him, that they had killed the governor of ..Central Europe"? 

..Wilden! It was Wilden!", it flashed through Frank's mind. 

„He had told it to Masaru Taishi, and Taishi had told it to 

Takeuchi on the phone!" 

After some demands, the general confirmed that he had 

heard everything from Taishi. At that time, the bombing in 

Paris had even been on Japanese television. 

Wilden had probably bragged with them once again. That 

was not the exemplary secrecy he always talked about. But 

Taishi had not said a word about the bombing in Paris. 

Frank slowly became angry. What had Wilden said to his 

Japanese friend? 

Perhaps: „Hey, Masaru! Ich will send you my little 

superstars!" 
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However, that general in Sapporo knew everything and was 

apparently completely enthusiastic. It would not have taken 

much for begging them for some autographs. 

Takeuchi slowly calmed down, stopped smirking and finally 

behaved like a real general again. 

"The Japanese army wants you for a special mission. You 

will leave Sapporo and go back to Tokyo!", explained the 

commander-in-chief. 

"What mission?", asked Baumer. 

"They will tell you everything in Tokyo. You will leave 

Sapporo tomorrow! Good luck!", Takeuchi just said. 

Then the conversation was over and the Japanese general 

looked authoritative again. He shook their hands and bowed 

out. 

The two volunteers went back to the camp. Beyond doubt, 

hey were happy to leave Sapporo, but want meant Takeuchi 

with "special mission"? Frank mused, scratched his head 

and looked at Alf. 

"That was strange, wasn't it?", said Kohlhaas. 

"This is true enough...", answered Alf. 

Kohlhaas stopped walking. "Alf?" 

"What?" 

"Who the hell is Rambo?" 

"Rambo?", Baumer rejected the question with a shrug of his 

shoulders. "No idea!" 

At this night, Frank walked through the streets of Sapporo 
for a last time. The soldier nearly reached the inner city. He 
just wanted to be alone for a while and had told his friend, 
that he would soon be back in the camp. It was raining and 
snowflakes already came from the dark night sky, while a 
cold wind was cutting through his clothes. Nevertheless, 
Frank always just walked straight ahead. Sapporo, the 
metropolis with its 2.5 million inhabitants, seemed 
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meanwhile to be empty. Many of the beautiful houses were 

totally destroyed and somewhere, far away, he could hear 

the grumble of detonations. The young volunteer was 

depressed and wistful, in spite of the praise of general 

Takeuchi. 

„What is the sense of all this?", he constantly asked himself. 

..Holding Japan, holding Sapporo, holding any streets?" 

At a house entrance, beside him, Frank recognized a 

Japanese woman who was wrapped in tatters, holding her 

child in her arms. She sang a beautifully sounding song in 

her alien language. 

Frank stopped for a moment and considered her. The 

woman smiled, but her face looked sad and sickly. 

Kohlhaas just smiled back and finally walked away. 

When he came to one of the larger shopping streets, he 

could recognize men who pulled corpses out of the 

mountains of rubble. They just piled them up like firewood, 

in order to burn these remains of human life. 

The sight was terrible and Frank closed his eyes, hoping, 

that this horror would spare him. He had seen many dead 

men in the last weeks, but this sight was a much bigger 

torture for his soul. 

„lt is worth it?", he whispered quietly and went back towards 

the Maruyamapark. 

..Would this world be a better place, if I could rule it?", it 

bored in his head. 

It was gloomy what had happened to this former beautiful 

city. Everywhere lay rubble, debris and corpses. And there 

was no end of this insanity in sight. 

..Just because the Japanese wanted their freedom? All that 

bloodshed, that pain, that destruction for the interests of a 

small group of greedy devils. . .", he mused. 

„And I don't know if I really want to stop you anymore. I 

can't suffer this any longer, I don't want to fight, to kill, any 
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longer. If I am a hero, then a hero is just pathetic! I would 

say to my son: Become everything in your life, but never a 

hero!" 

Even the Maruyamapark was lonely. There was nothing 

here, nothing but dark trees without leaves and rain-soaked 

meadows. Frank sat down on a bench and stared at the 

ground. 

„This horror eats up my soul. I want to get out...", he 

whispered. "Out of this dying city, out of this doomed 

country." 

A little later he went back to the camp, where Alf was still 

waiting for him. He said nothing, just crept into his sleeping 

bag and stared at the concrete wall next to his head. 

One hour later, finally, Frank fell asleep. But another weird 

dream was waiting for him in the depths of his mind . . . 

Frank hoped that it was no dream, because it was great! He 
rode on a wonderful, white horse, dressed in a noble garb, 
towards a wonderful shining castle of pure ivory. Around 
him, the people cheered. 

Men, women and children worshipped him and called his 
name full of joy. The girls, at the side of the road, were 
beautiful like angels and threw multicolored flowers at him. 
„Frank Kohlhaas! You are our deliverer! You are our king! 
God bless you!", they shouted. 

The young man proudly looked at the people and waved his 
right hand which was in a fine velvet glove. 
„Crown him! Our deliverer, our hero! Frank Kohlhaas!", 
shouted the girls and threw more and more flowers at him. 
The horse carried Frank nearer to the wondrous castle and 
dignitaries, wearing velvet and silk, finally opened the gates. 
"Come in, great king!" 
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All bowed to Frank and one of the servants said: ..Welcome 

to your coronation, Sire! Mankind has never seen a greater 

hero than you!" 

Frank grinned and just nodded. The man was right, thought 

Kohlhaas. Honor to whom honor is due! 

Then the young man strutted over some long stairs which 

led into a splendid throne room. 

"You are our redeemer! Let us crown Frank! He shall be the 

king of the free people!", he heard the damsels and servants 

call everywhere. 

Finally, he sat down on a golden throne which was adorned 

with diamants and ornate images. One of the servants came 

to him and said: ..Noble gentleman, great hero, welcome to 

this place! Today we will crown you, as you deserve it! You 

are a true hero, a benefactor and liberator for all human 

beings!" 

Now the others began to cheer again and called his name. 

Kohlhaas smiled proudly - and a bit arrogant. 

Meanwhile, even more dignitaries came from the rear part 

of the hall, in order to give Frank his regalia. One servant 

carried a sceptre, wrapped up in a cloth of silk. The other 

dignitary had something roundish in his hand - probably the 

orb, but it was also covered with a cloth. 

Two other servants followed. One man had a meal tray in 

his hand, covered with a golden cap, while the other one 

raised a royal crown. 

The servants came to the golden throne, bowed again, and 

one of them said: ..Noble Mr. Frank Kohlhaas, today we 

want to celebrate your coronation! You will be the king of 

the free people!" 

Then the man beside him added: „You are a liberator of 

mankind, a heroic warrior, a messenger of the coming, 

golden age! 
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"Now you are the king of the free people, Sire! Are you 

glad?" 

Frank nodded and spoke: J am happy and I will be a worthy 

king to you! And now, give me the regalia which are entitled 

to me and let me taste from the meals which you have 

prepared for me!" 

„As you wish, Sire!", answered the servants and the first of 

them came up the stairs. He pulled the sceptre out of the 

silk cloth and said: „Sire, this shall be your sceptre! It is 

made of the bones of your unborn children. They could 

never be born, because you had no time for a family. Only 

war has ruled your life!" 

Then the second man followed: „Sire, here is your orb! It is 

the skull of Julia Wilden, that woman who has loved you a 

whole lifetime. Unfortunately, you had never had the time to 

answer this love, because only the eternal fight has ruled 

your thoughts!" 

Finally the third servant came to Frank and showed him his 

crown. „Your crown is made of the bones of those who have 

followed you into battle and have died in your name!" 

In a final step, the last dignitary lifted the golden cap from 

the meal tray. Frank frightened, because a heart and a brain 

were lying on it. 

The servant smiled and explained: „Eat these tasty meals, 

because they have already been a part of you, Sire! You 

have given them to us, many years ago, so that we can 

crown you today!" 

The young man jumped up from his throne and called: 

„What is that? Whaf s about all these terrible things you 

show me here? I thought, that I would become the king of 

the free people..." 

A loud murmur went through the spectators of the ceremony 

and many of them looked at Frank with a lack of 

understanding. 
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The dignitaries finally chorused: „Sire, did you really believe 
that you could become a king without making sacrifices?" 
Kohlhaas woke up, startled and looked around. Nobody was 
there, except for Alf and some snoring soldiers. The young 
man left the tent and ran through the cold night. It was still 
raining and Frank felt alone... 
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Grief and Doubts 



On the next day, Frank and Alfred were brought from 

Sapporo back to Tokyo with a transport aircraft. The flight 

was smooth and nothing happened. The airplane flew over 

one of the few places in the south of the Sapporo which 

were, more or less, still safe. 

The two men had a last look at the destroyed city and were 

just glad to leave this hell alive. General Takeuchi had 

finally said goodbye to them, as well as many other 

comrades. Furthermore, Takeuchi had thanked them for 

their valor in the fights for Sapporo. 

Bravery medals decked their uniforms now. Both men were 

just silent and thanked God that they were allowed to leave 

Hokkaido behind them. Frank was so tired that he snoozed 

during the flight and only woke up, when they were near 

Tokyo. 

The Japanese high command had arranged that they could 

stay again at the Taishis for the next month. Afterwards, that 

so called "special mission" was planned, but the whole thing 

was still top secret and they got no further informations. 

The former businessman picked them up in the city center 

of Tokyo, shook their hands and drove home with them. But 

Masaru was taciturn and appeared depressed. 

„Are you all right, Mr. Taishi?", asked Frank. 

„No!", returned Taishi and quietly stared at the street. 

The Japanese accompanied his guests into the house, 

briefly explained the fact that they could stay from now on in 

two rooms on the upper floor, and just walked off. 

Frank and Alfred went up the stairs and didn't see Mr. 

Taishi for the rest of the day. TaishTs wife had also just 
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briefly welcomed them, and had finally disappeared too. 

Something was wrong. 

On the next morning, their host hardly said a word during 

the breakfast and also his wife and his daughter were silent. 

They wished the two volunteers a nice day and drove away 

with their car. About noon, the came back again. 

Frank asked Alfred to stay in his room, because the Taishis 

obviously wanted to have their peace. They behaved very 

strangely. Frank furthermore assumed, that Mrs. Taishi had 

cried before the breakfast. She was, like the rest of the 

family, apathetic and depressive. 

Frank and Alf did not ask, but already had a bad boding. 

The former child's room of Kazuko, the son, was directly 

next to Frank's bedroom and in the evening hours, the 

German heard a quiet sobbing, when he was on the way to 

the toilet. 

Kohlhaas had a short look at the room and finally saw Mrs. 

Taishi, drowned in tears, in front of a photo of her son. Now 

everything was clear. Kazuko was dead. She noticed his 

presence and looked up at him. 

„Come in, Frank!" she sobbed. „He is dead. My son Kazuko 

is dead!" 

Kohlhaas had no words, her voice sounded like a swarm of 

wasps, jabbing into his ears. 

J feel sorry for you, Mrs. Taishi!", said Frank and tried to 

find a better answer. 

„Okay! It is not your fault!", whispered the mother. „Please 

leave me alone, my friend!" 

He crept again back into his bedroom and quietly locked the 

door behind him. Now he knew it. Alfred had already 

anticipated the harm yesterday. 

In the next days, Frank and Alfred tried to help the family 

where they could. They washed up, vacuumed the living 

room and did a lot of other things. That was probably their 
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way to show something like condolence. However, it helped 

not very much. The house was still filled with an enormous 

cloud of mourning and depression, and all their help could 

not change the cruel fate of this family. 

Mr. Taishi had gotten the message of the death of his son 

one week ago. It had been inconceivably terrible and the 

Japanese family had almost lost the nerves. 

Mrs. Taishi had broken down and since this terrible day, she 

took countless tranquilizers and pills, in order to get along. 

Sometimes, Frank and Alf heard the three Japanese argue, 

on other days Mrs. Taishi just screamed hysterically. 

Even an emergency ambulance had to come once, because 

the woman had collapsed. This whole situation was worse 

than the Saporro front for the two Germans. Finally, Mr. 

Taishi asked them if they would prefer a hotel, but Frank 

told him that they could deal with all this. 

Often Mr. Taishi said to himself that his son had fallen for a 

better Japan, but these slogans, even if they were true, 

could not take the pain from his soul. 

„He was one of best students of Mathematics in university!", 

he told Frank, completely whacked and always crying. 

"I just have no words...", answered Kohlhaas quietly. 

"Okay!", Mr. Taishi wiped off the tears form his face and 

tried to hold his nerves. „Today we all go to Tama zoo of 

Tokyo. The whole family Taishi and their guests Frank and 

Arufred!" 

Alfred nodded and gave the man another handkerchief. 

Perhaps, it was no bad idea to concentrate the thoughts on 

that. The grief would still come to the Taishis - often 

enough. Frank Kohlhaas knew this feeling all too well. The 

holo cell and the following liquidation of his father and his 

sister had given this feeling to him a million times. 
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„These rats, they just force this madness upon these good 

people. Just for money and power...", he hissed quietly. 

Baumer agreed. 

"Do you think that dead people are still living in another 

form? You understand?", asked Taishi with a tearful smile. 

"Well, I hope so. I hope that we will live on somehow after 

our death", returned Alfred. "Basically, Tm sure!" 

„Then Kazuko is still here. He will also go with us to Tama 

zoo!", said Taishi, embracing Baumer with tears in his eyes. 

The visit of the zoo brought them some kind of „fun". At 
least, it drove the sadness back, for a short moment, and 
gave them some diversion. 

Nevertheless, Mrs. Taishi still looked like a corpse, pale, 
with a bloated face, always close to another breakdown. 
Occasionally, Masaru Taishi had to give her some pills. 
Nanami Taishi, the daughter, was silent and, so far, Frank 
and Alfred hadn't seen her all too often. Except for a short 
welcome, when they had arrived, they had never talked to 
each other. 

Meanwhile, she had become totally quiet and just looked 
around with her sad eyes. Actually, she was a pretty woman 
and probably about 20 years old. But now she appeared, as 
if all the pain of the world was lying on her shoulders. 
Nanami was often at her boyfriend in the neighboring 
district, so that the two guests had nothing to do with her. If 
they had understood Mr. Taishi correctly, she also studied in 
Tokyo. Today, however, she was joining that strange trip to 
the zoo. 
..Elephants!" 

Mr. Taishi pointed at a group of gray giants behind a high 
fence. One of the animals, probably a bull, roared in 
deafening loudness and the other elephants went out of its 
way. Perhaps, this elephant was some kind of ..World 
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President" in this compound. Shortly afterwards, they 

walked away and only Mr. Taishi talked to Frank and Alf. 

His wife and his daughter just trudged behind him, never 

saying anything. Sometimes Frank heard them cry quietly. 

The Tama zoo was gigantic and impressive, all animal 

species of the world, at least those which had not yet been 

exterminated, could be found here. 

Fishes, reptiles, mammals and multicolored birds en masse. 

The wolves with their shining white fur pleased Frank 

particularly well. He had never seen so many animals in his 

whole life before. 

In his hometown Berlin were primarily rats which dwelled 

the garbage cans and the canalization. Those disliked 

creatures had followed the great decay of Germany's 

former capital in the last decades. 

After a while, they came to a terrarium full of little rodents, 

lying everywhere behind the pane. The animals had large, 

yellow teeth and a rough brown fur. They dozily looked at 

the visitors, giving them not too much attention. 

How relaxed these little things were, as if there would be 

nothing evil in the world! The rodents looked just nice, and 

even Nanami had to smile for a short moment. 

Subsequently, they went to a cafe in the center of the zoo 

and tried to relax too. Mr. Taishi brought Frank and Alf a hot 

cocoa. 

„Will Sapporo be conquered by the GCF?", he asked 

Kohlhaas after they had drunk up. 

.Things look black... ", remarked Baumer, while he was hit 

by the venomous look of Mrs. Taishi. 

She said something to her husband in Japanese and was 

again close to tears. Masaru stared at his German 

dictionary and was silent for a second. 

„Please, say nothing more about this war, okay?", he 

whispered. Afterwards, Mr. Taishi tried to direct the attention 
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on other things, the Tama zoo was big and there was still a 

lot to see. They stood up silently and walked to an 

enormous hall full of colorful, loudly screaming birds. And 

there were insects too: Ants, hairy spiders, millipedes in 

considerable sizes and so on. 

Thereupon, they went into an enormous complex with large 

aquariums. Sharks stared at them through the thick panes 

and swarms of multicolored fishes passed by. Mr. Taishi 

told Alf something about fish species and tried to find the 

right German words. 

„When I was a child, I have fish with my father often. 

Understand?", said the Japanese 

„Fished...You have fished...", said Frank. 

"Fished!", explained Taishi. Japanese fish much!" 

"Something like that...", Kohlhaas smiled. 

A moment after, Avaka took her husband to the side and 

walked away with him. She was crying again and her 

husband embraced her. „We must go now home. Avaka 

does not feel well!", said Masaru and waved his guests 

nearer. 

A new week began and a officer of the Japanese army 
asked the Taishis about Frank and Alf. The man explained 
that the two men should be brought to an army base in 
Chiba till the middle of December. But he still didn't talk 
about that "special mission". 

In the evening, they all got a good message, that even 
pulled Mr. Taishi out of his state of mourning and lethargy 
for a short moment. Another revolt against the World 
Government had started on the Philippines. In the most 
important city of the country, Manila, a large crowd had 
besieged and finally attacked the seat of government. 
Police and military could just barely quell the riot. Even 
some GCF units, had to be withdrawn from the south of 
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Japan, in order to restore order on the Phillipines. 

Apparently, the population was also there no longer content 

with the policy of the World Government. The Japanese 

media spoke of an "open rebellion against the slave owners" 

and declared their solidarity with the rebels. 

In the following weeks, there was even a bombing at a GCF 

base in Manila, with several deads. The Japanese television 

glorified the revolt to a "great victory", while the international 

press spoke of "terrorism" and "fanatics". 

However, it was a fact that the GCF had big problems to 

find new recruits in China and Korea. Meanwhile, the World 

Government pressurized the sub-governors of the Asian 

regions more and more. Finally, a forced recruitement was 

commanded, what led to public protests in some parts of 

Asia. 

"This rebellion is a great success, even for Japan!", called 

Mr. Taishi and stared at the TV screen. His wife hissed 

something in Japanese and left the living room. The two 

guests didn't say anything. 

Then, Masaru looked at them and turned the television off: 

„Avaka says, it is my fault that Kazuko has gone into war! 

But it is not true! I did not want that!" 

„Which mother ever wanted that?", answered Frank quietly. 

Mr. Taishi started to cry and brought a bottle of sake from 

the kitchen. "Perhaps, my wife is correct. However, my son 

Kazuko wanted to go to the army!" 

Masaafs wife finally returned and started a loud 

controversy with her husband. She seemed to be close to 

another emotional outbreak and was still streaming in tears. 

Avaka Taishi had not understood anything of the 

conversation in German, but she just knew that the had 

talked about this bloody war again. 

Frank and Alfred went out of the room and left Masaru and 

his wife alone. Shortly afterwards, they heard the couple 
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screaming and crying below. The two volunteers stayed for 
the rest of this day in their rooms. While the hours passed in 
depression and hopelessness, and Frank also mused about 
the sense of all this, the GCF started another great attack 
on the meanwhile flared out and tired Japanese soldiers in 
Sapporo. 

Hardly 200 men of the "Niho no Yari" unit were still fit for 
action, the rest was dead or was lying heavily injured in the 
overcrowded military hospital barracks of the destroyed city. 
Frank and Alfred were glad that they had escaped the hell 
of Sapporo. Nevertheless, this war had already prepared 
the next bloody nightmare for them. 

It was on 14.12.2031, when hundreds of thousands of GCF 
soldiers overran the outlying districts of Sapporo, and drove 
the defenders back to the inner city. It was a disaster. Now 
the Japanese entrenched themselves in the ruins and were 
waiting for the end. 

Meanwhile, the food supply had completely broken down 
and an icy winter tormented the soldiers, while the shadow 
of death came slowly over them. Parts of the civilian 
population tried to flee to Honshu, through the few gaps in 
the circumvallation of the GCF. But the were massacred in 
great numbers by general Schwarzefs soldiers. 
Those who had still remained in the city, had to stay in cold 
house ruins or had fled into the endless metro tunnels, 
which were soon overcrowded with freezing and hungry 
people. Now the high command of the GCF had arranged, 
that all life in Sapporo should be wiped out with more and 
more chemical bombs. General Takeuchi already knew that 
the end was near. 

He thought about hara-kiri and said to himself, that he had 
lived long enough. There was no more hope for him and the 
rest of his army. His old samurai sword which he had once 
gotten from his father, was always lying at hand, beside his 
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bed. And it was only a question of the time until he had to 
use it. 

„Frank, nice to hear you! How are you?", Wilden was beside 

himself with joy, when he heard Frank's voice on the phone. 

Tim not dead - so far!", answered Kohlhaas soberly. 

..What's up with Sapporo? Things look black, right? I have 

seen a report on television...", said Wilden, but he was 

interrupted. 

"Things look black! Right!", returned Frank. "But Alf and me 

are back in Tokyo. Thank God! That was like hell, and it is 

even worse now. All are hungry and freezing. The city will 

fall - soon!" 

"You are at Masaru?" 

"Yes!" 

"How's he doing?" 

"How? He feels like shit, his son is dead!" 

The older gentleman at the other end of the phone line was 

quiet for a short moment, Frank heard him inhale. 

.That's terrible. I don't know, what to say..." 

..Another fallen hero!", said Frank cynically. "Anyhow, 

Taishi's son is but one of many. Now, I'm waiting, when 

death finds me..." 

"Don't say such things, Frank! God, I'm so happy to hear 

your voice, boy!" 

"What's about the rest of our men from Ivas? Have you 

heard something, Thorsten?" 

The village boss was silent again. This augured ill. ..After 

Baastfeldt, also Dennis Muller has been killed. His brother 

got a shot in the shoulder and lies in a hospital in Matsue. 

His wound became inflamed, but he will probably pull 

through. The others are still alive. Sven wrote me that his 

unit has withdrawn to Honshu and is in Hiroshima now. 

There are still heavy fights, as he says!" 
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„Dennis Muller is dead too?", inquired Frank again. 

„Yes, unfortunately... " 

„Hugenfeldt?" 

„He also wrote me! Rolf was evacuated from Abashiri and 

is now in Morioka!" 

„Okay! Now tell me, Thorsten, how could Taishi know about 

that bombing in Paris?" 

Wilden hesitated and seemed to look for an answer. "Well, 

Frank...l just told him some. ..I'm sorry!" 

„Pah! You have probably boasted with Alf and me, haven't 

you?" 

,,1'm sorry!", returned Wilden, somehow embarrassed. 

"Shit, but we can't change it anymore. In the future, I expect 

a bit more discretion from you!" 

"Okay! Sorry again..." 

Frank said nothing for half a minute and looked around in 

the dark living room of the Taishis. The family was not at 

home on this evening, because Mr. Taishi had suggested a 

trip to the cinema, hoping that his wife and his daughter 

would get some more diverson. 

„Thorsten, now explain to me again, what we do here in 

Japan! But in an understandable way please!" 

At the other end, Wilden brooded and looked for a suitable 

answer. „Why do you ask me that now, Frank?" 

"Why? Because Tim only surrounded by death and pain, 

since weeks. We kill them or they kill us. We defended any 

streets in Sapporo, in a city. ..Shit! I have hardly heard of this 

fucking city before all this insanity. Now tell me! What is the 

sense of all that fucking killing in that fucking doomed 

country, Wilden?" 

The village boss paused and listened to Frank's silent 

wheeze. „Do you like to live a free life in Ivas?", he finally 

asked. 
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„What has Japan to do with Ivas?", grumbled Frank 

nervously. 

„Well, just think, if you defend the street „X" in Sapporo, 

Tokyo or somewhere else in Japan, you would fight for Ivas, 

for Berlin and for the whole world!" 

"I shall think that? I shall think that, when Tm surrounded by 

dying women and children? When I shoot, stab and slay 

people? When I look into the glassy eyes of my comrades 

who got some bullets in their heads?" 

"Frank, Japan is not "any" country, it is "that" country! It is 

the only country on earth which has freed itself from the 

World Government. It is that bulwark of freedom. If Japan 

falls then all our hope falls too. 

All people who are pursued and tormented by the 

henchmen of the World Government look at Matsumoto and 

Japan in these days. 

They think to themselves: „The Lodge Brothers are strong 

and have all the power in their hands, but they will fail 

against Japan. Japan will defeat them, because they are no 

gods, they can also bleed, fail and die!" 

Frank gasped and pressed the receiver against his ear, 

while Wilden continued: Japan is like a single viewer in a 

fully occupied cinema hall, during a propaganda film. This 

viewer suddenly jumps up in the last row and screams: 

„This films doesn't show the truth! It shows us lies! Don't 

believe them! They lie!" 

All the other viewers are just silent and believe everything 

they tell them, but this single man shouts out the truth. 

Do you really think that we will be safe forever? In our nice, 

little Ivas? Do you really believe this? " 

The young man remained silent and Wilden explained: "If 

Japan will be crushed by the Lodge Brothers, the most 

important fortress of rebellion will be destroyed too. Japan is 

a world power, it has a high technology and can achieve a 
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lot. It points the way for others, it is our light, our hope! 

Never forget that!" 

"But I can't stand it anymore. My nerves...", said Frank. 

„l wish, that I could help you, my friend. But it is your task to 

carry this burden - and I know, you will not break down!" 

Tm no hero, Thorsten. No, Tm just an ordinary, little human 

with a wasted life. From where shall I take the strenght for 

this eternal fight? Maybe I'm driven by hate, but hate is not 

the right motivation. The world system has murdered my 

father and my sister, and it has destroyed my own 

existence, but Tm full of doubts, Thorsten..." 

Wilden tried to calm him. "My boy, we all have our hate. 

With good reason! But not the hate shall guide you, Frank. 

The faith shall be your leader! 

But mind, Japan is our burning torch of hope. Soon our 

enemies will even come to Ivas, and they will strangle all 

free life under the sun in the long term. 

What they plan for the future, is still more terrible than our 

present. They will increase the surveillance and the 

oppression, everywhere! And finally, they will come to Ivas 

to destroy it too. 

Those devils plan to brand humans like animals, with 

implanted chips. They plan to kill billions of people with 

hunger and epidemics, so that they can control and enslave 

the rest much easier. 

Do you want that? If we don't stop them, there will be no 

tomorrow for no one! I have told you, who they are, Frank. 

They are the children of satan! Just look, what they have 

done to Germany, and Europe, and the rest of the world. 

But this is just the beginning of that hell on earth the want to 

bring upon us!" 

Kohlhaas groaned and said: "I just want to come back 

home. Maybe you are right, Thorsten, but Sapporo was a 

nightmare!" 
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„Today, the battle is fought in Japan, and tomorrow perhaps 
at another place, but we must fight it. There is no other 
way", answered Wilden. 
..How's Julia doing?", asked Kohlhaas now. 
„Well, she is already standing behind me and is waiting for 
you", said the village boss laughing. „Now talk to my 
daughter, Frank! Tm more than proud of you, bye!" 
The young man still talked to Julia for almost one hour and 
her voice was like balsam for his maltreated soul. Julia told 
him, that they all already looked forward to Christmas. 
They were baking cookies and even a Christmas tree stood 
in their living room now. For a short moment, Kohlhaas 
imagined to be at home, far away from this terrible war. But 
then he remembered that he was still in Japan - and here 
was no Christmas. And the only one who gave gifts here, 
was the Grim Reaper. 
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Special Mission 



After breakfast, Frank and Alfred left the house of the Taishi 

family. Some soldiers of the Japanese army picked them up 

and brought them to an outlying district of Tokyo. Here, in 

an underground command post, they should receive the 

next informations concerning their special mission. 

An officer with a scarry face welcomed the two volunteers at 

the entrance of the base, led them through a weakly 

illuminated tunnel, opened a steel door and said: „Come on! 

Go in there!" 

The soldier closed the door again from the outside, and the 

two Germans looked around in the half-dark chamber. 

Frank hated rooms with solid steel doors since his time in 

the holo cell. 

In front of them was an empty desk, behind it was a map, 

which showed a group of small islands. Suddenly they 

heard steps and the door was opened again. A Japanese in 

the uniform of a general entered the room. 

„rm general Sasuke Tatemono from the army of Japan!", 

said the Asian and distrustfully examined the two foreigners. 

„Frank Kohlhaas!" 

..Alfred Baumer!" 

After they had introduced themselves, the Japanese sat 

down behind his desk. 

„You are here to take part in a very important special 

mission! Do you understand?" he explained and browsed in 

some documents. 

..What did he say?", asked Baumer. 

„Er sagt, dass wir an einer Spezialmission teilnehmen 

sollen. Sehr wichtig!", translated Frank quietly. 
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„The Japanese army command is looking for brave soldiers 

all over the country. We have chosen you, Frank Kohruhaas 

and Arufred Baumer!" 

"Sie haben uns als tapfere Soldaten ausgewahlt...", 

explained Frank and Alf nodded. 

Kohlhaas inquired: „Why did you choose us?" 

The general just simled. „You have made the bomb attempt 

on governor Wechsler and general Takeuchi has told us 

that one of you has killed a high rank GCF officier!" 

"They even know us here!", said Frank to his friend. 

„The special mission is very important in this war. You will 

go with 500 other men to the islands of Okinawa..." 

"To Okinawa?", Alf was surprised. 

„Yes, to Okinawa!", repeated general Tatemono und pointed 

at the map behind him. 

„Why shall we go to...", Frank was just disturbed, but the 

Japanese cut in. 

„On Okinawa is the headquarter of the southern GCF army. 

Your mission is to attack this headquarter and to kill general 

David Williams." 

"What?", Baumer gaped. 

„Yes! You and 500 very brave soldiers of the Japanese 

army will do this special mission! Have you understand?" 

The Germans nodded, and Tatemono slowly became more 

exact. He explained that the front in the south of the central 

island of Honshu was at the point of collapse. Hiroshima 

had been conquered by the GCF and soon probably Kobe 

would be besieged. 

Matsumoto's high command planned to start a 

counterattack in the next weeks. At present, more soldiers 

were recruited and the Japanese arm industry worked at full 

speed. 

The counteroffensive in the south of Japan had to be a 

success, as the Japanese explained, because a failure 
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could lead to a military disaster. Shortly before the start of 

the counterattack, the commander-in-chief of the southern 

GCF invasion army should be eliminated by a special unit. 

The Japanese hoped to bring thereby confusion into the 

chain of command of their enemies. 

"This mission is very, very important!", stressed Tatemono 

and stared at the two Germans with a serious look. 

Shortly afterwards, he explained that time was pressing and 

extensive bomb raids of the GCF, on the densely populated 

area around Tokyo and Yokohama, would destroy the most 

important armament factories in the long term. 

So far, the GCF had just attacked this region with their 

missiles from the warships and apparently the enemy had 

planned to start the great land invasion on Honshu with 

massive airstrikes. 

Furthermore, Sapporo was close to capitulation and in the 

south were Kyoto and Osaka, likewise important centers of 

the Japanese armament industry, the next targets of the 

aggressors. Frank and Alfred just listened. That mission 

seemed to be, more or less, a suicide command, but 

„Kamikaze" had already a long tradition in Japan. 

„My men will bring you to the military camp Toyohashi! 

Good luck!", said the general before he left them alone 

again. 

Frank and Alf got into a jeep and were brought to 

Toyohashi. Their Japanese driver immediately started a 

conversation. 

„Are you from Germany?", he asked. 

„Yes!", answered Alf. 

..Don't worry. Toyohashi is a more or less safe place. Not 

many GCF bombers there", said the soldier, turned around 

for a second and smiled. 

„l hope so!", whispered Kohlhaas. 
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„My name is Gosho, ha, ha...", said the Japanese. 

Now the two volunteers from Ivas introduced themselves 

too. 

„Gosho, from Hitachi. Do you know where Hitachi is?" 

"No!", responded Alfred irritatedly. 

„North of Tokyo. North. I live there with my wife Yumi. She is 

very beautiful." 

"Why can't this guy just shut up?", muttered Baumer and 

nudged his partner. 

„What is the name of your wife?", Gosho turned around. 

Frank hesitated for a short moment, giving Alf a wink and 

answered: Julia! She is blonde and very nice!" 

"Ah! Blonde! Good!", said Gosho from Hitachi. 

„And your wife?" Now he talked to Alf. 

„Eh..." Baumer pondered. „Steffi, she is also very nice and 

has huge tits!" 

The Japanese was puzzled: „Huge? What is huge?" 

„Big! It means „big"!", explained Frank and grinned. 

Gosho looked at the driving mirror and perked his eyebrows 

up, then he laughed loudly and the vehicle nearly span out 

of control. 

„Steffi!", whispered Frank and clapped Baumer on the back. 

"Idiot!" 

The little Smalltalk about various futilenesses lasted the 

entire trip, and after a while they reached the military base. 

The garrulous Gosho laughted for a last time and finally said 

goodbye to the two Germans. 

Now they had to report to commander Saito. The Japanese 
officer was very friendly and looked like an old samurai. His 
skin was fair and his face extremely thin. He just looked 
somehow European. Probably he even had some European 
blood, nevertheless, 3500 years ago, some tribes from 



141 



Europe had migrated to Eastern Asia and had in fact 

reached Japan. 

"He has Sakian ancestors!", joked Frank and examined the 

Japanese. 

„Sakian what?", muttered Alf. 

"A long time ago, several Indo-Germanic tribes came to 

Eastern Asia. The most important tribes of that group were 

the Sakians and the Tocharians. They were of European 

heritage and many of the nobles and kings in ancient China, 

Korea and Japan were Sakians or Tocharians. Even in old 

Mongolia. I have read it in one of Wilden's books", 

explained Kohlhaas. 

"You know a lot...", returned Alf and looked surprised. 

The commander harrumphed and tried to listen to the 

coversation of Frank and Alf. But they talked German and 

so he could not understand anything. 

Now he smiled and said: ..Welcome here! Tm Isamu Kaito, 

the commander of this army base! From this place we will 

bring you to the special mission on Okinawa islands!" 

"Okay!", returned the two volunteers. Then the talk was over 

and the Germans were brought to the barracks. About a 

dozen other soldiers were also there. They just nodded 

briefly and ignored the two new ones. 

The next day, they were woken up, together with 498 other 

elite soldiers, by loud screams which came from the drill 

ground. Most of the men were Japanese, some of them 

looked like dangerous criminals, staring at everyone with a 

sinister eye. 

These soldiers were another kind of men, as the Japanese 

in Sapporo. Now an officer ran over the drill ground, 

positioned himself in front of the unit and roared something 

in Japanese. Finally, the English translation for the 20 

foreign soldiers followed: „You are now a soldier in the 

Hukushuu-unit! Follow me!" 
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The soldiers were brought to another part of the large 

military base. Shortly afterwards, the men sat down on in a 

big hall and saw an enormous screen in front of them. The 

officer immediately began with some strategic instructions, 

first always in his own language which could be understood 

by over 90% of the unit. 

Then briefly in English: „Hukushuu-unit! We give you now 

the orders for the special mission!" 

A map appeared on the screen and the officer explained: 

"This is Okinawa!", he said. "Our Okinawa!" 

The Japanese shouted something like a battlecry, the officer 

nodded and smiled defiantly. Now he spoke Japanese 

again, and forgot to translate it. But it must have been no 

important things, as Frank thought. 

"How shall we come to those islands?", whispered Frank. 

"Search me!", hissed Baumer back and tried to understand 

something. 

„This is the headquarter of the Southern army of the GCF!" 

The officer pointed at a red point on the screen. Then he 

continued with his explanations. 

„What did he say?", asked Alf after a while. 

„He said that our unit will be devided in five smaller platoons 

of always 100 men. Moreover, every platoon will be brought 

to another place of Okinawa", told Frank, while the 

Japanese in front of him turned around and signaled that 

the whisper went on his nerves. So the two Germans were 

just silent and listened. 

„There are a lot of small GCF camps all over the main 

island, so be careful!", they heard. 

Meanwhile, Kohlhaas examined the other soldiers. This unit 

seemed to be more than weird. Maybe some of the guys 

here were the best soldiers of the Japanese army, but 

others just looked totally desperate. One or two appeared 

even psychopathic. 
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„We will bring you to Okinawa with submarines!", elucidated 

the officer now. 

"With submarines?", Frank was astonished. 

After that lecture which had lasted about one hour, the 

Hukushuu-unit was finally divided in five platoons. 

Frank and Alfred were now a part of „Hukushuu II", that 

should destroy an important radio communication system, 

apart from the attack on the military base. The two men 

looked at each other, when the lecture was over. This all 

sounded extremely dangerous. And it would be another trip 

to hell. Frank was sure about that. 

Only a weakly shining office lamp sent some light through 
the conference room, where the World President was 
waiting for his guests, otherwise it was dark. The leader of 
the World Union sat behind his desk and played with a gold- 
plated ballpen. Sometimes he briefly looked out the window 
of his splendidly equipped mansion in the south of 
Washington, just counting the minutes. 
For this evening, the Coucil of the Elders had cited him to a 
discussion - about the Japanese war. The politician was 
also one of the 13 members of the highest committee of the 
hierarchically structured worldwide organization, but today, 
he had to explain himself in front of the 11 other gray 
eminences, whose names the publicity had hardly ever 
heard. 

In the reason, only 12 persons were present at these 
meetings, and were "real" persons, because one chair 
always remained free for „him", the symbolic and spiritual 
master of the organization. 

However, the World President waited and became more 
and more nervous. What would the other Elders want to 
hear from him today? Were they still content with his work? 
He played the serene man, when the door finally opened 
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and his guests entered the large conference room, 

welcoming him submissively. As usual, he just showed them 

his cold smile. 

These men brought the newest messages from Japan. They 

took place and Ben Sandler, the boss of the GSA, finally 

started the conversation: „Mr. World President, I would like 

to begin with the official casualties of our armies!" 

The World President interrupted him immediately. „Well, Mr. 

Sandler, please don't waste my time with this stuff. I'm not 

interested in that, and the Council of the Elders isn't 

interested in that too. So just tell me the important things!" 

Sandler looked up, opened a briefcase and fetched some 

documents, then he continued: ..Hiroshima could be taken 

this morning. General David Williams assured me that also 

Kobe will fall in the next two weeks. Subsequently, our 

troops will besiege Kyoto and Osaka. 

Osaka will be completely destroyed, not only the numerous 

factories of the Japanese armament industry, but also the 

rest of the city. Moreover, general Williams plans a similar 

destruction as in the case of Kagoshima." 

..Nice!", muttered the World President. 

„l would like to add something...", remarked Theodor 

Newman, one of the most powerful bankers of the sector 

"North America". 

„We already exceeded the budget for this war with nearly 20 

billion Globes, three weeks ago. I ask to consider this!" 

The World President sullenly declined and looked again at 

the GSA boss: „Mr. Sandler please!" 

„ln the north of Japan, Sapporo stands shortly before the 

fall. They can't resist us any longer, and when this important 

city is taken, our armies will march on to Honshu, Sir!" 

„How is the morale among the soldiers?", asked the World 

President now. 
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Sandler took another document out of his briefcase, then he 
waited for some seconds. 

„Well, internal GSA studies unfortunately speak of a sinking 
morale. The forced recruitments in China and Korea don't 
bring us much sympathies in these regions. Furthermore, 
the new troops which we have recruited in Africa and 
Russia are quite undisciplined and their fighting spirit isn't 
very high too." 

"Despite our daily war propaganda?", asked the World 
President with surprise and narrowed his eyes to slits. 
Shortly afterwards, the media tycoon Zacutoni from Italy 
tried to describe the situation more exactly: „Mr. World 
President, it is not easy to induce men from Africa to die for 
us in Japan? Or also men from Russia? Why should they 
give their lives on the Japanese battlefields for our 
interests? We can't do more, than sending war propaganda 
all day long..." 

"Increase the propaganda!", hissed the World President and 
banged on the table. "Make a great victory out of everything! 
Preach them that Matsumoto wants to destroy the whole 
word, including fucking Africa and everything else!" 
..However, many people just don't believe our propaganda 
anymore. No matter how often...", answered Zacutoni. 
..Bullshit! These animals believe everything if we scream it 
into their ears. We just have to scream it often enough!", 
grumbled the leader of World Union and slowly became 
angry. "What shall I tell the other members of the Council of 
the Elders, Mr. Zacutoni? That the masses don't believe us 
anymore?" 

"It seems to me that some mistakes have been made during 
the preparation of this war", remarked a subordinated Lodge 
Brother now. 

The World President stood up from his place and his face 
became a malicious grimace. He stared at the man with 
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growing anger, while the Brother winced and immediately 
became silent. 

"Mistakes? Are you serious?", he inquired spitefully. 
"Well...", returned the man, but he was interrupted. 
..Mistakes were made? Do you really want to say that the 
Council of the Elders is able to make mistakes? What do 
you think, brother?", hissed the World President, being 
close to a tantrum. 

The subordinated fellow started to sweat and asked his 
master for forgiveness, but the World President was still 
staring at him with an evil eye, and finally chucked the man 
out. The other guests were silent now. After a while, the 
GSA boss was requested to continue with his report. 
„lf no unexpected incidents appear, Japan will be smashed 
in a few months. Nevertheless, there are signs of a 
counterattack in the south of the archipelago", said Sandler. 
..Counterattack?", asked the World President doubtfully. 
"Well, it seems to be so. If the informations of our agents in 
Japan are right. But we don't know anymore details yet. 
Now GCF general James Bright added some informations: 
„ln the next days we will start with our bomb attacks on the 
region around Tokyo. Furthermore, our fleet will bombard 
this area with missiles. It is only a question of time until 
Japan will be defeated. Don't worry, Mr. World President!" 
"I hope so!", murmured the man behind the desk. "I give you 
the order to destroy the Japanese armament industry as 
fast as possible!" 

"Thus, many arsenals are already subterranean. It is just a 
fact that Matsumoto's preparations for war are better than 
we have thought in the beginning. But Japan will fall, there 
is no doubt about it." 

The World President closed his eyes and breathed deeply, 
then he said: „We won't take prisoners anymore! Liquidate 
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every Japs! All you can get! Everyone - even civilians! If 

necessary, we will exterminate that damn folk!" 

„As you please, Sir!", answered the general baffledly. 

"Yes, as I please, general! We won't play games anymore. I 

don't have to tell you the consequences if Matsumoto really 

wins this war. We have said to the world, that we will make 

an example of Japan - and now, we have to make it! You 

got that?" 

"Why do we still avoid the use of nuclear weapons?", asked 

one of the other guests. 

"Not because of any - humaneness!", snarled the leader of 

the World Union. "But we have to make the next important 

step of the Great Plan, and the use of nuclear weapons just 

doesn't fit to this step. The next step will be the 

implementation of the implanted Scanchip. We have an 

image problem and nuclear weapons are just not the right 

thing to solve it!" 

„ln addition, Matsumoto has nuclear weapons too!", said 

Scott Cohen, the banker from Miami. 

„Pah! I just wish that Matsumoto would be that stupid to 

attack us with some atomic bombs! This would be great! 

Then we could make some nice compassion propaganda 

out of all this. Crying children, the whole program. 

Yes, I wish that he would be stupid enough to do us such a 

favor. That would be outstanding, because then, we could 

finally say to the people: "Look at this evil dictator! He is a 

danger for all of us!" 

But Matsumoto is not naive, he is no little idiot, who would 

ever make such a strategic mistake. No, he is waiting for us. 

Nevertheless, even if he would drop his few atomic bombs, 

he wouldn't have a chance against our arsenal of nuclear 

weaponry..." 

The World President turned away from his guests and 

showed them the back. The meeting of the Council of the 
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Elders was scheduled for 20.00 o'clock, and it would 

probably become very unpleasant for the leader of the 

World Union. 

After a while, the guests left the room and only the World 

President remained in the dimness of the conference room, 

staring ruminatively into space. 

„ln not later than three months, I want Matsumoto's head!", 

had been the last, his visitors had heard before they had left 

the conference room behind them. 

Frank and Alfred had found an interlocutor. Carsten 

Madsen, one of the three foreign volunteers who had been 

assigned to the „Hukushuu II" platoon. Madsen was 

accommodated in the neighboring billet and the two 

Germans visited him this evening to play chess. The soldier 

brought a small chessboard and had already defeated Alf 

for the second time. Now he was waiting for Frank, as his 

new opponent. 

Madsen was a very tall, strawberry blond Dane from Varde. 

The former farmer who probably was around forty, was a 

little expert of the chess game, and also Kohlhaas had no 

greater chance against his skills. The Dane could speak 

German fluently. 

J have already been in Berlin many years ago", said 

Madsen to Frank and smiled. 

"It's a shithole, isn't it?", answered Frank. 

„Well, Denmark is a shithole too, like the rest of Western 

Europe!", returned the Dane and his bright eyes sparkled 

thoughtfully. „Once, I have been a farmer in Denmark, but I 

had to sell my manor some years ago..." 

"What has happened?", asked Alf and stared still brooding 

at the chessboard. Madsen scratched his head, then he 

returned: „The politicians have the land economy... What is 

the German word?" 
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.Agriculture!", explained Kohlhaas. 

„They made the agriculture broken. You understand? My 

family became indebted and finally we lost everything. I 

couldn't survive any longer as a farmer. So I sold the house 

of my father and all my property", described the Dane. „You 

understand?" 

"Yes! And then?" 

„Well, my wife left me and my daughter came into a house 

for children without parents, because I was too poor...", told 

Madsen and seemed to fume with rage. 

..Orphanage! Such a house is called orphanage, my nephew 

is in an orphanage too", explained Frank. 

"Orphanage. ..okay...", said the Dane. "When this war 

started, I have immediately joined the Japanese army. I 

don't have to lose anything, understand it?" 

"Yes, sure!", returned Kohlhaas. 

..These fucking bureaucrats made me finished! Laws against 

the farmers they have made!", vociferated Madsen. 

While they talked, some of the Japanese soldiers examined 

them with distrust. Frank looked around and could 

recognize a man, who was playing with a knife, trying to cut 

himself on the arm. 

"What's up with that guy?", Kohlhaas pointed at the 

Japanese who was huddling in a corner. 

Perhaps he is gaga!", said Madsen. 

Now the Japanese started to hum a song and continued to 

cut himself on the lower arm, while blood flowed in thin 

threads down to the ground. 

„ril have a look", remarked Alf and went to the soldier. 

"What do you do with that knife, buddy?", he asked. 

Suddenly the Japanese glared at him and muttered 

something in Japanese. 

„Don 't hurt yourself, my friend!", said Alf, but the strange 

guy ignored him, still humming a song. Meanwhile, he had 
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carved some characters in his lower arm. Then he jumped 

up, staring at Baumer. 

„Kore wa watashi no ai desu!" The Japanese showed him a 

photo of a woman. 

„Watashi no ai!", he shouted again. Finally he started to grin 

insanely and brandished his knife. 

Madsen came from behind and Frank followed him, the 

other Japanese soldiers were silent. 

„The photo, I think it is his wife, his love. Whoever! Maybe 

she has been killed", said the Dane and asked the two 

Germans to leave the man alone. "We can't help him..." 

„Kore wa watashi no ai desu!", screamed the Japanese and 

kicked against the wall. Then he jostled Baumer away, left 

the billet and howled loudly. Some drops of his blood had 

come on Alf s uniform jacket. Baumer shook his head. 

"This guy is freaked out. I hope that he won't attack us one 

day..." 

Madsen tried to calm his comrades and Frank finally asked 

him: „You know some Japanese words, isn't it?" 

„Only a few...", answered the Dane. 

„Do you know what „Hukushuu" means?", inquired 

Kohlhaas. 

Now the Dane took a small dictionary and looked for 

"Hukushuu". 

Shortly afterwards, he explained: „lt means „revenge" or 

even "retaliation"..." 

„Heavens! Then we are in the "revenge unit". It becomes 

better and better", said Frank sardonically and Alfred shook 

his head again. The three soldiers still played another chess 

game, then Madsen went to bed. Alf fell asleep fastly - and 

snored loudly, as always. But Frank was not able to find 

sleep in this night. "Revenge unit" - this did not sound 

good... 



151 



The Jungle Calls 



Firing practices and a revitalization of hand-to-hand combat 
skills determined the next four days in the military base, 
then the 500 soldiers were brought to the port. In this last 
night, before the beginning of the important mission, Frank 
had slept very badly again and had dreamed of all kinds of 
unpleasant things. So he was still bleary-eyed, when the trip 
started. Five smaller submarines of the Japanese navy 
which had had heavy casualties in the last weeks and 
months, during the sea-battles against the GCF in the 
Pacific, expected the elite soldiers at 6.30 o'clock in the 
morning, at the port of Toyohashi. 

It was raining and a cold wind was coming from the sea, 
roaring over the coast. Meanwhile, the submarines were 
actually too old for the regular army and had only a 
transportation function. In the last months, they had brought 
food by the ton to regions that were blocked by the GCF 
fleet. 

Now they should bring 500 soldiers to a highly dangerous 
mission on Okinawa. Frank and Alfred felt not very well, 
when they recognized the submarines in the harbor basin. 
Above all, since his captivity in the holo cell, Frank suffered 
under claustrophobia. 

"Shit! No, I won't go into that can!", whispered Kohlhaas and 
stared at the submarine in front of him, frozen in terror. 
Shortly afterwards, a hatch was opened. 
"Get a grip, Frank! This mission will be much worse. Just 
keep cool", answered him Alf. A Japanese soldier crawled 
out of the submarine and waved the soldiers nearer. 
Meanwhile, Kohlhaas thought of running away for a second. 
He imagined to be in that narrow sardine can, surrounded 
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by a bunch of crazy, aggressive Japanese with innumerable 

cubic meters of water above him. The young man broke out 

in a cold sweat and looked at Alf, seeking help. Then the 

first soldiers already flowed into the steel bellies of the 

submarines. Frank tried to switch off his mind and simply 

followed the other men. Finally he came in, sat down and 

held his breath. Now there was no more possibility to get 

out and the hatches were closed again. 

Here they sat now, over 100 soldiers who hardly knew each 

other. Deep inside the guts of that terrible steel thing. 

Compressed, like cockroaches in a long pipe. The air was 

stifling, the light faint, Frank felt like in a coffin. 

However, Alf seemed to be much more calm, although he 

also could not hide all signs of tension and nervousness. 

Furthermore, the most Japanese soldiers felt the same. 

Some of them were ashen or even vomited. 

It was strange, they all were on the way to a deadly mission, 

perhaps a suicide command, but the most soldiers here 

seemed to prefer a bloody fight at the surface to a trip 

through the dark depths of the Pacific. Shortly afterwards, 

Frank heard the engines hum and the submarine slowly 

started to move. 

"From one pile of shit to the next...", moaned Alf and tried to 

make a nap. 

"How can you think of sleeping - in such a situation? Are 

you not nervous?", whispered his friend with surprise. 

At this moment, Frank had loved nothing better than 

smacking that tall guy from Dortmund in the puss. 

„Well, I can nevertheless try to snooze. Why not?", said 

Baumer and crossed his arms in front of his chest. Frank 

was baffled. 

„You would even snooze on the way to your own execution, 

right?", came from Kohlhaas. "Ignorance is bliss..." 
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Frank fumbled with the buttons of his uniform jacket and 

examined the Japanese full of sorrow. In situations like this, 

he just admired partner. The submarines were not the 

newest anymore, but they had nevertheless some kind of 

"cloaking device", that made it difficult to locate them 

underwater. 

Hours passed and Frank believed that he would lose his 

head during the trip. He bit in his arm and tried to 

concentrate on nothing but the pain, in order to forget that 

he was in a submarine, somewhere in the depth. This 

almost drove him insane. Around him, the Japanese also 

became more and more nervous. Where were they now? 

Through which wet darkness did this submarine slide in this 

minute? 

„That steel thing is like the holo cell. I am trapped here - 

forever! Want to get out, out, out, out!", he whispered quietly 

and stared at the hatch next to him. "Getting out! Hell! My 

arm hurts. ..bite in my arm. ..Shit!" 

Now his friend prodded him. Frank turned around and his 

face was as white as limestone. 

"I don't feel. ..feel cooped up..." 

„No problem, Alter!", said Baumer quietly. Just try to calm 

down!" 

"I will walk.. .walk around. ..must move and walk. ..That damn 

sardine can, holo cell, coffin..." 

The young man gasped loudly and struggled through a 

group of Japanese soldiers, while the Asians grumbled 

something in Japanese behind his back. It was all the same 

to him. Frank just had to walk, had to move his body. 

It was so damn tight, narrow, cruel in this submarine. How 

long did this trip already last? Two hours? Three hours? 

Now, Kohlhaas went into another part of the submarine and 

could recognize Madsen behind a steel ladder. Next to the 

Dane stood a Japanese officer who googled at Frank and 
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the young man seemed to give him the creeps. No wonder, 
because Kohlhaas was walking around like a zombie, still 
with an ashen face. 

"Madsen, are you okay?", stammered the claustrophobic 
volunteer. The Dane tried to smile and clapped Frank on the 
back. 

"You look like dead, man. What's up?", asked Madsen. 
"I just. ..hate places like that...", complained Kohlhaas. 
J understand you. I also don't like submarines. But we will 
get out here - soon!", explained the Dane. 
Suddenly the submarine stopped and the light was 
immediately switched off. Even the monotonous noise of the 
engines abruptly became silent . 

„What the hell is happening now ?", asked Kohlhaas and 
panic crept into his guts like a worm. 
J don't know!", said the Dane. Some of the soldiers around 
Frank whispered secretly in the darkness, while a Japanese 
officer quietly snarled at them. 
„Damn! Shut up!", he hissed. 

This was a terrible moment. Kohlhaas believed to hear the 
quiet swoosh of the sea, but this could not be. Probably they 
had been located by an enemy warship, because now the 
submarine just slid through the water. Suddenly, they heard 
a loud bang while the submarine tried to reach a greater 
depth. At a single blow, it was perfectly quiet - and pitch- 
dark! 

Only a few soldiers could still be heard somewhere, they 
were whispering something in Japanese. Alf came along the 
dark corridor and touched Frank's shoulder. "Be calm!" 
It lasted about twenty minutes and Kohlhaas felt, as if he 
would be strangled by this horror. He could hardly breathe 
and just huddled somewhere on the cold ground. 
Shortly afterwards, another explosion let the submarine 
quake and Frank fell on his back. Some of the Japanese 
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soldiers cried up and were thrown over the dark corridor. 

And the fright continued. 

"Boom!" 

A further detonation shook the water at some distance and 

the submarine slowly crept deeper and deeper. Silence 

ruled again. The hull of the submarine began to creak and 

suddenly the scared face of a Japanese came out of the 

darkness, right before Frank's eyes. 

"They got us!", whispered the Asian, Kohlhaas winced. 

"Depth bombs...", said Alf quietly and wiped off the sweat 

from his brow. 

Another explosion resounded in greater distance, while the 

submarine increased its speed and seemed to rise upward. 

However, the light was not switched on yet. 

Then it accelerated and Frank heard a loud crunch. Then 

the light came back and the soldiers exhaled. Frank thought 

that he had already been devoured by a terrible kraken, to 

be spit out again. It was over, as he hoped. 

"We are still alive, my friend!", said Madsen and smiled. 

They finally crept through the narrow corridor back to their 

places and were totally exhausted. Around them, some 

Japanese had already vomited and an ugly stench stung 

into Frank's nose. 

It was more than unpleasant, down there in the deep sea. 

One of the GCF destroyers had briefly located them and 

had finally tried to hit them with depth bombs. What had 

happened to the other three submarines, they did not know 

at that moment. Nevertheless, Neptune had saved their 

asses this time. 

The two men from Ivas could not remember, how many 
hours the submarine was already diving through the Pacific. 
Maybe it was late afternoon, at the surface. Meanwhile, the 
submarine had come closer to Okinawa in the greatest 
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possible depth, and it was still underwater. Furthermore, it 
was possible that the GCF destroyers were still there - 
searching for them. But the biggest part of the GCF fleet 
was in the east and south of the Japanese islands, while 
there were only a few warships in the proximity of Okinawa. 
However, endless hours in this submarine followed and the 
soldiers slowly became nervous and panicky. One of the 
men, already close to insanity, was beaten down by a 
Japanese officer, because he had attacked his comrades. 
Who cried loudly or hammered against the steel walls in 
panic, got very hard punishments by the troop leaders. 
Kohlhaas pinched in his flesh until it hurt, or just bit in his 
arm if the fear threatened to explode. Alf tried to care for 
him and urged his friend to behave disciplined. 
Finally, an officer came along, passing the nervous and 
sweating soldiers, and explained: „We will leave the 
submarine in two hours!" 

All men groaned. Still two more hours in that damn sardine 
can. Subsequently, the soldiers of the „Hukushuu II" platoon 
should swim to the beach with rubber dinghies, at dead of 
night. Meanwhile, the time seemed to pass slowlier than 
ever before. At 2.00 o'clock in the morning, the submarine 
finally emerged and a wave of gladness seized the men 
inside. 

The soldiers packed their bags, took their weapons and 
made themselves ready for the mission. The hatches of the 
submarine opened squeaking, while a beautiful starlit night 
sky appeared above the heads of the men. Frank and Alf 
were overjoyed, like the rest of the soldiers, when they 
could draw the fresh sea air into their lungs. It was like a 
rebirth. The dark coast could hardly be recognized and was 
still a few hundred meters away. Now the soldiers jumped 
into the dinghies and paddled as fast as they could. Soon 
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they had reached the beach and finally felt firm ground 

under their feet. They were more than happy at that 

moment. No matter, what would expect them in the next 

days. The men who had reached the mainland at first, 

hopped over the beach, full of joy, and dug their fingers 

deeply into the damp, salty smelling sand. 

Frank and Alfred did the same and lay on their backs for 

some minutes to look at the beautiful sky. It was just great! 

Countless shining stars could be seen at the firmament 

above the Pacific. Frank started to dream for a short 

moment. 

The platoon leader finally came and restored silence and 

order. Whisper or even whoops were strictly forbidden, in 

order to safe the operation from any enemy attention. A 

Japanese soldier who had uttered a loud cry, because of his 

ebullient joy, was beaten down by the furious veteran. 

Then the officer waved the soldiers nearer and let them hide 

the dinghies in the thicket of the nearby jungle. Shortly 

afterwards, everything was calm again. The submarine had 

meanwhile disappeared in the dark water. 

„The submarine that has transported the „Hukushuu IV" 

platoon has been hit by depth bombs, they had to return to 

Toyohashi!", told a Japanese. "Now we are only 400 men on 

this island!" 

Baumer scratched his head and growled: "Okay, one of the 

submarines has been hit! More than hundred men less! 

Shit!" 

J hope for them, that they will make it to Toyohashi", said 

Frank. 

The soldiers quietly followed the officer into the undergrowth 

of the jungle which covered this part of the coast. It was 

calm, nobody seemed to have noticed them. Only some 

birds could be heard in the distance. The platoon was now 

in the north of the main island of Okinawa, and advanced 
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slowly into the deep jungle. After approximately one hour, 
they rested and ate. The platoon leader came to his soldiers 
and introduced himself to them. 

„rm Takeo Oda, your officier!", he told Frank and Alf, 
smiling coldly. 

No one of the soldiers made a sound, most of the men just 
tried to sleep. Frank thought about all the little creatures 
which were crawling through the undergrowth in this jungle. 
After a while, he became nauseated. Nevertheless, he also 
made a short nap. 

A few hours later, they continued their march. Platoon 
leader Oda sent out some scouts who told him in the early 
morning hours that Oku, a small town near the coast, was 
close to them. Again they rested in the thicket, while platoon 
leader Oda huddled under a big tree with a DC-stick in his 
hand. 

The three other platoons of the "Hukushuu unit" had 
meanwhile also gone ashore and had disappeared into the 
jungle. „Hukushuu I" and „Hukushuu IN" had come out of 
their submarines near the town of Bise. The „Hukushuu V" 
platoon had entered the jungle of Okinawa near Kayo. The 
most important military base of the GCF was in the south of 
the island, therefore, Frank and Alfred had the longest way 
to go - directly through a large sea of trees and leaves. 
The other platoons should wait for them and had to hide 
somewhere in the thicket until their comrades appeared. 
Many of the old U.S. military bases had been given up in the 
year 2015, and the jungle had already retaken these places. 
Creepers were slowly growing over concrete walls and 
billets, covering everything with a green carpet. 
Nevertheless, the GCF had built new bases elsewhere, that 
had to be vacated after Matsumoto's takeover. Meanwhile, 
they were in the hands of the World Government again. 
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The current headquarter of the southern invasion army had 

been called „Camp Foster" in former times, and had already 

been used by the U.S. army. The most important 

communication center of the enemy was just north of the 

main base, at the coast near the town of Kadena. 

This target had to be destroyed at first. Over 60 kilometers 

of impenetrable jungles still lay before the men of the 

"Hukushuu II" platoon, however, they were relatively safe 

here, because the presence of GCF soldiers was small in 

this region. 

In former times, there had been a wide training area of the 

U.S. army, where the soldiers had learned jungle warfare, 

but today, only a small GCF outpost had remained. 

The scouts came back and were already quite dirty. Platoon 

leader Oda looked nervously at the thicket around him and 

tried to contact the other platoons with a coded radiogram. 

Finally, the soldiers crept on through the deepest jungle and 

disappeared. 

It was relatively cool and it started to rain, but the muggy 

tropical heat of the summer months was not missed by the 

soldiers. Again the troop had a longer break and the 

soldiers made another nap. When it slowly became dark, 

they continued to march southward. 

Frank was angry about the fact, that the platoon leader had 

forbidden them to make a little campfire. He crept back to 

Alf and waited again, while some Japanese sat down beside 

them. 

Jm Saburo!", said one of them and gave Alf a cigarette. 

Baumer smiled and was more than pleased because of this 

gift. 

„This jungle is fucked up!", remarked Frank. 

„Yes, in the Second World War, there was a great battle on 

Okinawa", told the man. 
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"I know!", answered Baumer and took another pull on his 
cigarette. 

„How many GCF-soldiers are on this island?", asked Frank 
the Japanese. 

The Asian cocked his eyebrows. J think about 30000 men!" 
„What?", Kohlhaas seemed to be shocked. ,,30000 GCF- 
soldiers?" 

..Commander Oda has told me that!", said the Japanese and 
sorrowfully looked at Frank. 

"If the whole thing ends in a disaster, we can try to swim 
back to Lithuania with a damn hooker!", muttered Alf 
cynically. 

..After the operation, the survivors shall immediately return 
to Arume at the east coast. They will pick us up there!", said 
Frank. „The Japanese have explained it in the camp..." 
„l failed to hear that. Anyhow...", whispered Baumer. 
The slit-eyed man listened to them with great interest, 
although he did not understand anything. Now he looked 
astonished and asked: „Are you German?" 
„Yes!" 

..What are you doing here in Japan?" 
"Fighting for a free world! What else?", Frank grinned and 
showed the Japanese a victory sign. 
Saburo began to laugh. „ln this force are the bravest or 
most insane soldiers of the Japanese army", said the man 
and pointed at some of his comrades. „Do you know, what I 
mean?" 

"Yes! I see that!", joked Baumer and looked around. 
Indeed, some of the men here seemed to be the right 
personal for a suicide squad. Suddenly the officer returned 
and made a hand gesture. The platoon had to march on. 
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After a while, they stopped and waited again for the 

darkness. Officer Oda had contacted the other platoons and 

Frank heard his whisper somewhere under a bush. 

J hope they haven't discovered our comrades yet. But if 

they creep through the thicket like swamp rats, as we do it, 

that whole operation should sail smoothly", said Frank to 

himself. 

The advance was very slow and quiet. The soldiers 

cautiously moved forward and only the clamor of a swarm of 

birds resounded through the twilight. Mosquitoes buzzed 

around their heads, otherwise it was just dark and quiet. 

Shortly afterwards, they heard a quiet splatter in the 

distance, it was a river. The scouts had already talked about 

it. 

„Damn! And now?", grumbled Baumer. 

A black watercourse blocked their way. The other soldiers 

cursed in the worst Japanese. 

„We will have to swim!", said Frank and threw his backpack 

on the ground. 

Oda talked with some of the men and they slid into the dirty 

water and reached the opposite side of the river just barely. 

One of the Japanese was almost torn away by the stream, 

but his comrades could hold him. 

"I don't want to know, what ugly critters live in that swill!", 

remarked Frank and Baumer nodded. 

Then they waded through the water too. A few minutes 

later, they reached the other side. The river had stopped the 

platoon for a long time, but finally all soldiers crossed the 

obstacle safe and sound. Now they were soaked to the 

bone. Meanwhile, the scouts had run ahead and came back 

to the platoon a little later. They were nervous. 

„There is a small enemy outpost, one kilometer southward!", 

they told the foreign volunteers. 
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The platoon leader ordered his men to wait here at the river, 

while he studied a digital map. Then he said that they 

should bypass the outpost and creep along the river. The 

two men from Ivas ranted and Madsen came to them. They 

had marched for a while, when Baumer suddely felt a 

stinging on his lower leg. Immediately he pulled up his pant 

leg and Madsen borrowed him a flashlight. 

Jgitt!", exclaimed Alf and saw a fat, black leech. 

J will do that...", said the Dane, took his knife and cut off the 

parasite. Alf shook his leg and was disgusted, while the 

blond man started to grin. 

„Sapporo, submarines, jungles! What is next?", muttered 

Baumer. 

Madsen laughed. „l_eeches always look for the sweetest 

humans..." 

„Very funny!", replied Alf and plodded through the night. An 

hour later, they had bypassed the outpost and entered the 

deepest jungle again. About 15 to 20 miles still lay before 

them. Time passed and the monotonous march through a 

sea of bushes, leaves and trees began to debilitate them. 

In the periphery of several kilometers, there was only wild 

nature, untouched and free from any civilization. Japanese 

settlements existed only at the seacoasts. The probability to 

be discovered by the enemy, under a close roof of leaves, 

was small, here in the north of Okinawa. 

Nevertheless, they could not be careful enough. Meanwhile, 

many Japanese had rubbed their faces with black mud and 

looked like demons, lurking in the darkness of the jungle. 

Their clothes were still wet and they were sticking on their 

skin like the tongue of a slimy bullfrog. Fortunately, it was 

pleasantly cool and not like that sticky as in the hot season 

of the year. 

After the soldiers had waited under some giant, old trees, 

they finally came to a glade. The jungle had probably been 
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cleared here some years ago. Now they looked at a few 
barracks which were covered with creepers. A torn and 
rusty fence surrounded the rotten buildings. This camp had 
been a part of the test area of the U.S. army in former times, 
and served them now as some kind of landmark in the deep 
jungle of northern Okinawa. 

Meanwhile, the other platoons of the "Hukushuu unit" had 

made their way to a near area, still waiting for their 

comrades who were wading through an endless appearing 

sea of plants. 

„We are now near Higashi, the town is in the West!" 

explained Oda. "At Higashi there is a bigger GCF base. We 

must be careful!" 

They waited for the dusk. From now on, as the platoon 

leader had decreed, they would only march in the blackness 

of the night. They finally reached a broad, muddy road 

which interconnected Ogimi and Higashi. The scouts 

disappeared between the leaves of the jungle plants and the 

rest of the platoon waited. After half an hour, the scouts 

returned and excitedly reported that the road was flanked by 

several watchtowers, which were posed in the distance of 

some hundred meters. Oda told the soldiers to crawl quietly 

forward. 

„There are two men on that tower over there!", whispered 

Alf and pushed some leaves to the side. 

„We must somehow cross this road, without being noticed", 

said Frank nervously. 

Madsen came from behind and stared at the watchtower. 

Officer Oda finally instructed three Japanese to kill the 

guards on the nearest sentry tower. The soldiers 

immediately crept away and stalked up on the enemy. 

"Shit! There are a lot of these damn towers. If we use our 

guns, we will warn the whole GCF in the periphery of 
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several kilometers", hissed Kohlhaas and clenched his 

teeth. 

From the corner of his eye, he could see the three 

Japanese comrades as dark points between the bushes. 

They carefully crawled forward and crossed the road, about 

fifty meters behind the watchtower. 

It was quiet now, only the distant roar of some jungle 

animals could be heard. The platoon remained nervously in 

the wet thicket, between bushes and trunks. The sentry 

tower was about fifteen meters high and under its roof, 

Kohlhaas could recognize two GCF soldiers. One of them 

was smoking and his cigarette glowed as a tiny reddish 

point in his dark face. Smoke clouds blew away under the 

roof. 

"They climb up the ladder. I hope that they make no 

mistakes", whispered Madsen quietly. Like creeping cats, 

the three Japanese came out of the forest behind the 

watchtower and started to climb up the ladder with supple 

movements. They made no sound. All the men stared 

unstrungly at the scenery. 

„The first one is already there...", said Baumer silently. 

Frank hold his head and felt the excited pounding of his 

heart. The three Japanese had also rubbed their faces with 

black mud, what made them look even more scary. Now 

they had finally reached the top of the sentry tower. Knives 

were twinkling between their teeth, otherwise their faces 

were as black as the night. There was no more room for 

mistakes at that point. They crept nearer, nearer - and 

attacked. 

The first GCF soldier was torn backwards and got a stab in 

the neck, his comrade turned around with a loud cry and 

tried to pull his gun. One of the Japanese shot him in the 

head and the GCF soldier tumbled over - that was not 

planned. Platoon leader Oda swore quietly. The operation 
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had been much too loud and he had actually forbidden the 

use of guns. 

Shortly afterwards, the three Japanese threw the two GCF 

soldiers from the tower, climbed downward and pulled them 

into the jungle. Then they disappeared again. 

„Fuck! Just stay down!", hissed Frank at the other men. 

Some minutes later, a light cone could be seen, 

accompanied by the hum of an engine. Finally a jeep 

approached and calls resounded from a distance. The 

vehicle stopped and five GCF soldier jumped out of it, then 

they looked up at the sentry tower. 

„Hey, guys! Are you shooting at birds? Are you okay?", 

shouted one of the soldiers. 

Some of the Japanese got ready to attack even these 

soldiers, while platoon leader Oda brandished his gun and 

tried to stop them. He was close to a tantrum. 

„lie! lie!", he whispered and pointed his pistol at the group of 

undisciplined men. 

„Where are you?", came from another GCF soldier who 

fetched his flashlight and entered the nearby jungle. The 

silent hissing and whispering in the bushes had made him 

wary. 

„Maybe some animals. Where are the others?" 

Now they looked for their two comrades. The soldiers still 

talked for a while, after they had unsuccessfully tried to 

establish a radio contact to the two men from the sentry 

tower. Frank and Alfred could only understand, that they 

probably assumed, the men from the tower had gone 

somewhere into the forest. They finally talked about 

reporting the incident and drove away. 

Takeo Oda breathed again, strained his brawny body and 

told his men to cross the muddy road, quietly and carefully. 

The platoon crept slowly forward and the three Japanese 

joined the group again. 
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„God! That was close! I hope that the other GCF soldiers 
hadn't smelt a rat", said Alf silently, follwing the rest of his 
comrades. Frank and Madsen nodded. The platoon 
disappeared again into the dark forest. 
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On the Warpath 



The other platoons of the "Hukushuu unit" were already 

waiting in the thicket since over one day. A bright, thick 

moon had illuminated the jungle above the elite soldiers till 

dawn, now she slowly vanished to make room for the 

coming day. 

The „Hukushuu II" platoon was still in the deep jungle and 

after a laborious creeping through the undergrowth, it had 

finally reached Arume. Now the fighters were lurking in a 

safe place in the thicket, while platoon leader Oda tried to 

contact „Hukushuu V" that was hiding in a small forest south 

of them. After a while, the connection was established and 

Oda was informed that also the other two platoons had 

reached the center of the island. 

The Japanese high command had arranged that every 

single platoon had to advance to the main base on its own. 

So far, this tactic had been successful. 

Accordingly, Frank and Alfred were already exhausted and 

grateful, when they finally got the permission to make a 

longer rest. 

„This damn jungle drives me insane", groaned Frank, 

unrolled a dirty cover and crept under a bush. 

Some ants had been startled because of his unheralded 

visit and ran confusedly over the sandy ground. Baumer 

followed his friend and said. „Thank God, that we have 

officer Oda, otherwise we would get lost in that jungle. 

Everything looks similar here..." 

One of the Japanese googled at them and showed Frank a 

little bottle. „No, thanks!", gasped Kohlhaas. He just wanted 

to rest for a while. Meanwhile, Takeo Oda instructed his 

men to stay at this place for the next hours. Many of them 
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were totally exhausted, because of the eternal march 

through the jungle. They slept half of the day in the 

protection of the large trees and bushes. Not even the 

drizzle which came from the sky, could awake them. Some 

of the Asians played some board games which Frank and 

Alf did not understand. 

The platoon leader announced that they would soon reach 

the communication station of the GCF and the southern part 

of Okinawa, which was much more sentineled. Meanwhile, 

the tension started to rise. 

When the shadows of the night took the island under their 

safe wings again, the soldiers continued their march through 

the jungle. Once, Frank would almost have shot an animal, 

that had come out of the thicket next to him. He became 

more and more nervous. 

Enemies were not in the proximity, just the other Hukushuu 

platoons, that followed them quietly at some distance. They 

always crept straightforward through the thicket for several 

hours. Finally, the platoon stopped and hid between the 

trees, till the dusk came again. 

"Have you heard something from the others? Where are 

they now?", asked Frank his comrade Madsen. 

„Oda has said nothing. But I think, that the other soldiers are 

somewhere in the jungle around us", returned the tall man 

from Varde. 

„The radio station is still ten or fifteen kilometers away from 

us. Dawn is breaking, we should sleep now", meant Alf. 

After some nervous hours, the morning sun rose up above 

the trees. A further marching was too dangerous now, 

because the hostile presence increased here, in the south 

of the island, slowly and constantly. 

„We must do it all in one go! At first, we must destroy that 

radio station, and then we must attack the military base and 

kill general Williams", groaned Kohlhaas and yawned. 
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Madsen still wanted to play another chess game, but Frank 

and Alfred rejected. 

They were too tired to be able to concentrate anymore and 

just wanted to rest. Meanwhile, the glaring sunbeams got on 

their nerves and they tried to find a dark corner, somewhere 

in the undergrowth. 

„Buah!", Baumer startled up and put his head to the side. 

Between some plants a large, twinkling millipede was 

crawling through the sand, refusing Alf a sleeping-place 

under its bush. 

"These fucking insects are everywhere! Hell!", growled the 

man. 

"This place is full of them", ranted Frank and stood up too. 

Beside them some Japanese whispered and volatilely 

looked at them. Tonight, the bloody and dangerous part of 

this mission would start. 

The enemy was already close. Now it was valid, to attack 

fastly and to end the operation in the early morning hours. 

The other men made a nap or talked quietly, killing time till 

noontime. Finally, the scouts returned from the south. They 

told officer Oda that they had counted about fifty GCF 

soldiers around the radio station. 

The platoon leader looked nervously around, took a silencer 

out of his backpack and stared thoughtfully at his MP5. 

Subsequently, he crept to his men and gave instructions. 

„The radio station isn't very well guarded, if I had 

understood that Japanese correctly. This sounds good to 

me. Nevertheless, there is a high fence which must be 

destroyed at first", explained Kohlhaas after he had spoken 

with the platoon leader. 

"Yes, we will see, buddy", answered Alf and closed his 

eyes. Meanwhile, he had a headache, because of the 

sustained marching and the lack of sleep. 
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The soldiers tried to kill time. Many of them knew that these 

hours would be the last of there life. Death was waiting for 

them, deep in the woods. 

Frank regarded his Japanese comrades. Most of them 

appeared tense and aggressive. But they tried to calm 

down. Some drank a few sips of sake which they had 

transported in small bottles in their backpacks. 

Actually, alcohol was strictly forbidden and who was caught 

drinking, got a very hard punishment. But now, this order 

was ignored by many of the Japanese. Kohlhaas had also 

observed one of the Japanese who had emptied a bottle of 

sake, but he did not tell it to the platoon leader. No, he was 

just silent. 

„Fuck it all!", he thought and looked at the cloudy sky which 

was filled by the afterglow. It was a strange horde of men 

that had been recruited for this special mission. 

Next to Frank and Alf were some Japanese who quietly 

hummed like in trance, tieing scraps of cloth, which were 

painted with characters, round their heads. 

Others murmured prayers in their alien language, while they 

rubbed their faces with dirt and mud, staring with hate-filled 

eyes into the jungle. A soldier came to them and grinned 

maliciously. He hissed something in Japanese and clapped 

Alf on the back. That sight, these 100 men, who lay in wait 

here in the thicket, gearing up for the fight, was really weird. 

Anger and despair ruled their minds. 

The Japanese high command had selected a lot of men 

who had lost their relatives and friends during the bomb 

attacks of the GCF, beside the particularly courageous 

soldiers, who had been noticeable in the last battles. About 

40 men were from Kagoshima. And these soldiers had only 

one thing on their minds: Revenge! 

They had obviously already arranged with death. At that 

moment, Frank thought that he was not really different from 
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these warriors, who were driven by hate and vengefulness. 

He was just one of them. A lost soul in a lost age. 

„Here!", Kohlhaas pointed at a puddle in front of him and 

dug his hands deeply into the dark mud. Alfred bent down 

as well and began to rub his face with mud too. 

After a few minutes, they looked like ores, with scary faces 

and watchful eyes. The platoon still waited for a while until 

Oda gave the order to sally. Frank tried to heat up himself. 

He remembered his father and his sister who had been 

executed by the rulers of this world, and he thought about 

his captivity in the holo cell. Slowly, he piled up his inner 

hate, piece by piece. 

When he crept through the walls of leaves of the jungle, he 

blustered himself into anger. He had to do it, because 

without rage he was not able to fight. 

Kohlhaas drowned his mind in all the bad thoughts and 

pushed his lower jaw forward, while his teeth twinkled like 

the tusks of a predator between the bushes. 

..Faster! Come on!", platoon leader Oda propelled his men. 

The scouts had told him about a small outpost behind the 

next piece of woodlands. 

..Silencer!", whispered the Japanese officer, while Frank, 

Alfred and the other foreigners nodded and screwed their 

silencers on their weapons. 

Shortly afterwards, they recognized the outpost. About a 

dozen GCF soldiers stood next to a few sandbags. Behind 

the emplacement, a small piece of jungle had been cleared 

and a narrow road was leading into the forest. The soldiers 

paused for a short moment. Oda gave further orders and his 

men swarmed out like a wolf pack, encircling the outpost 

within a few minutes. Frank gritted his teeth and waited. 

„Uiek! Uiek! Uiek!" 

What sounded like the call of a jungle bird, was the signal to 

attack. The elite soldiers jumped out of the dark thicket and 
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pounced within seconds on their enemies. Completely 
surprised, the GCF soldiers emitted only some cries, then 
they were already perforated by bullets. They did not have a 
chance against the 100 men who attacked them in the rear. 
One or two Japanese took their knives to stab all those, who 
were not immediately dead. 

Frank and Alf crept forward and saw a Japanese who tried 
to cut off the head of a GCF soldier with his machete, while 
he was snickering insanely. 

This guy looked like an Uruk-hai, driven by bloodlust. Officer 
Oda finally kicked the man in the back and shouted at him. 
The soldier finally threw his machete away. 
"What a psychopath...", commentated Madsen the scenery. 
They pulled the bodies of the dead GCF soldiers into the 
undergrowth of the jungle and continued to rush forward. It 
lasted not very long until they could see the radio station. 
High steel masts rose up into the night sky and the dark 
silhouettes of some guards appeared in the distance. The 
platoon stalked up on the complex and stopped then. 
Officer Takeo Oda crawled behind a tree and whispered 
something into his radio. „Hukushuu V" probably lay in wait 
some hundred meters away in another part of the jungle. 
The attack had to be coordinated again, because it had to 
be fast, quiet and effective. 

After a while, the assault started. Three men from every 
platoon crawled towards the enemy camp from different 
sides, in order to cut some holes into the high fence. They 
made no sound and soon the work was done. Frank 
believed to hear a quiet clicking in the darkness. A moment 
later, two big holes were cut into the protection fence. 
„Move!", hissed Oda and shooed his men out of the jungle. 
Like slowly creeping shadows, they encircled the 
communication station. Suddenly a cry resounded. 
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Some soldiers of the "Hukushuu V" platoon had probably 
been discovered by a guard. Several shots followed. 
„Shit!", whispered Baumer and scurried with the others 
through the hole in the fence. 

Now the outlines of buildings could be recognized in the 
darkness and the guards also discovered the other platoon. 
„Hey, there!", screamed a GCF soldier and fired nervously 
around. Officer Oda shouted something in Japanese, while 
his soldiers returned fire. 
„Pttt! Pttt! Pttt!" 

The improved silencers which had been developed by the 
Japanese, swallowed the noise of the fire hail to a great 
extent. Some enemies tumbled over, while the attackers 
rushed forward towards the buildings. The headlights of two 
watchtowers danced among them, then the enemy fired 
again. A friendly platoon had already reached the buildings 
and stormed inside. Frank heard cries and some of the men 
fell to the ground. 

„We must reach the hall!", Frank jumped behind some 
barrels and shot an enemy in the back. Alf, Madsen and 
some Japanese followed him and the firefight increased. 
Soon the main building of the radio station was in front of 
Frank and his comrades. They moved down a group of 
surprised GCF soldiers with their assault rifles, while the 
Japanese threw some hand grenades. 
Several explosions followed, cries resounded and further 
men came out of the smoke, in order to be shot down in the 
next second. A bullet just missed Frank's head and hit the 
chest of a comrade. The Japanese screamed and 
staggered against some barrels. Kohlhaas looked back in a 
blink of an eye, but the man was already dead. 
„ln there!", screamed Frank and shot at the entrance of the 
building. They killed the last GCF soldiers in front of the hall 
and finally recognized their comrades of the "Hukushuu V" 
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platoon. Meanwhile, the remaining enemies had entrenched 

themselves in the rooms of the main building. The men of 

the "Hukushuu unit" swarmed out between the barracks in 

the protection of darkness and crawled forward. 

Some of them were hit and broke down crying. Shortly 

afterwards, another volley of gunfire let the windows burst 

and the GCF soldiers in the main building hit the dirt. 

The Japanese finally destroyed the front door and hurled 

hand grenades into the entrance hall. Now also the rest of 

the unit rushed forward. 

A short fight followed, then the central complex was taken. 

The Japanese searched the building for enemies and killed 

everyone to leave no witnesses. 

"I hope, that nobody had escaped us. Otherwise the main 

base in the south will be warned", imagined Frank and 

looked out a broken window. 

Officer Oda and the leader of the „Hukushuu V" platoon 

conferred in a corner, then they went into the room with the 

computer systems for the radio station. They destroyed 

everything and came out again after some minutes. 

„We have 30 dead men in both units!", explained Oda with 

concern. 

Some of the soldiers who were already pronounced dead by 

him, were just heavily injured. But here, in the middle of the 

jungle, nobody could help them anymore. Time pressed and 

they had to reach the main base as fast as possible. So the 

poor soldiers were just left alone - dying. Officer Oda 

uttered a curse under his breath and finally gave the order 

to march off. 

Frank and Alfred gasped, totally exhausted, and listened to 

the desperate wailing of a comrade who was lying badly 

wounded on the ground. There was no more help for him, 

he would soon be dead - as Frank hoped. 
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Meanwhile, Kohlhaas tried to think about nothing, because 
the really bloody part of this operation would start now. He 
tried to switch off his mind like Oda had done it with the 
computer system of this radio station. But it did not work... 
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Hukushuu 



„Hukushuu II" and „Hukushuu V" left the radio station, 

leaving their dead and wounded comrades behind. 

Meanwhile, the strategic main base of the southern invasion 

army of the GCF was only five kilometers distant. 

Everything had to go fast. The two platoons rushed forward 

and tried to hide as good as they could. „Hukushuu I" and 

„Hukushuu III" had already followed them. 

„A large GCF airport is nearby the radio station. Tm sure 

that they have heard us", worried Baumer. 

„We are surrounded by outposts and camps. This is nothing 

but a fucking suicide command, Alf!", whispered Frank and 

continued to creep forward. 

They entered a narrow piece of woodlands, while they 

heard a helicopter roaring above their heads. From a 

distance, they heard some screams too. Platoon leader Oda 

had meanwhile become ashen and appeared very nervous. 

Nevertheless, they steadfastly groped forward through the 

jungle. Madsen came from behind now and clapped Frank 

on the back. 

„We can still play another last chess game. Maybe you will 

win this time...", he tried to joke. 

Kohlhaas just gave him a tormented smile. They needed 

two further hours to reach the big military base. Finally they 

could recognize a true fortress. 

"Look at this! Killing general Williams? What a nonsense!", 

ranted Baumer and crawled behind a bush. 

"How shall we get in there? And how - get out again?", 

growled Frank. 

They huddled in the morass and it started to rain heavily. 

Baumer pushed a few leaves to the side and examined the 
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military camp. His heart missed a beat, when he saw all the 

fences, gates and sentry towers in front of him. 

"The Japanese high command doesn't care, if we survive 

that mission. They just want us to kill general Williams, so 

we don't need to get out of this camp again", said the tall 

man from Dortmund. 

Frank had to admit himself that Alf was probably right. The 

military base was surrounded by a high fence which was 

additionally secured with barbed wire. Furthermore, it was 

an electrified perimeter fence with an infrared scan zone of 

100 meters. Whoever came into this zone from the outside, 

caused immediately alarm. 

Nevertheless, most of the soldiers in this camp seemed to 

sleep and only a few guards were outside the large 

barracks. Apparently, the GCF calculated on its hightech 

security system. 

In the meantime, platoon leader Oda was talking with 

another officer and appeared quite helpless. It was 3,38 

o'clock in the morning and still dark. 

But what should they do now? Just jump out of the jungle 

and shoot? 

That was no good plan. So they just waited in the thicket, 

while more and more soldiers started to become nervous. 

Behind them, officer Oda slowly became louder and tried to 

explain something to a group of Japanese. 

„The main building, where general David Williams is 

sleeping, is in the center of the camp - according to Oda", 

said Frank and scratched his head. 

„The planning of that operation is nevertheless fucked up. 

What's up now? ", whispered Baumer angrily. 

Shortly afterwards, the Japanese platoon leader came to 

the foreign volunteers and examined them. Then he said: 

„We need non Japanese soldiers to infiltrate the military 
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base. One of you must get in there and get a GCF uniform. 

Then you must open one of the gates!" 

Kohlhaas and Baumer did not trust their ears. He actually 

wanted that one of them crept somehow into the camp and 

opened a gate! Oda showed them a layout of the base and 

pointed at a red spot. 

„Someone has to open it! Understand?" 

„Damn! What is with that infrared scan zone?", hissed 

Kohlhaas. 

The officer tried to explain it. He talked about a small stream 

which was supplying the military camp with fresh water from 

the outside. It was at the other end of the camp and the 

electrical fence was not charged up there. 

Someone had to dive through the water to destroy the 

underwater barrier. The infrared system could not function 

under the water surface, as Oda assured. Meanwhile, also 

Madsen and four other foreigners had gathered around the 

officer. 

„We need a foreign soldier, who does not look Japanese!", 

explained the platoon leader. Alf groaned and let his head 

sink downward. The Japanese sharply looked at him and 

finally pointed at Frank. 

„You must do this job!", he ordered. 

Frank winced and was not delighted by this idea at all. He 

stared at Oda and asked: "Why me?" 

..Because you are the hero of Paris. I know about you!" 

answered Oda vigorously. "This is an order! Kill a GCF 

soldier and take the uniform. Then open this fucking gate!" 

"Hero of Paris...", whispered Kohlhaas to himself and cursed 

quietly. 

But he could not ignore this instruction. Moreover, Oda held 

a gun in his hand and seemed to be ready for everything. 
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„This is an order, soldier! You must obey! You are part of 

the Japanese army, understand?", hissed the officer and 

gave Frank a bolt cutter. "Follow me! Now!" 

Takeo Oda crawled away, huddled briefly behind a tree and 

finally crept through the jungle. Frank followed him. 

The rest of the unit slowly moved afterwards and hid in the 

deep thicket. Time pressed now, because the enemy 

soldiers were still in their beds, except for some guards. But 

all this could change from one minute to the next. 

After half an hour, they had reached the small river which 

flowed under the fence into the camp. On the way they 

encountered another platoon, that was already waiting 

tensely for the attack. Now they had to improvise. 

..Demnachst plant ihr eure Aktionen besser, ihr damlichen 

Reisfresser!", scolded Frank quietly. 

Oda turned around: „What?" 

..Nothing! It's all good!", returned Frank and rolled his eyes. 

His heart hammered and the inner tension increased with 

each step. Now they stood beside the stream which gurgled 

between some big jungle plants. It was pitch-dark here. 

Frank took the bolt cutter and the flashlight and finally 

jumped into the water. His weapons, except for a knife, he 

had given to Oda. 

..Good luck!", he still heard from his platoon leader, then the 

Japanese disappeared again. 

„Hero of Paris? Fuck you!", thought Frank and swam 

towards it. 

The electrical fence was still over hundred meters away, 

enemy soldiers seemed not to be in the proximity of the 

small river, which was surrounded by high plants and trees. 

This part of the large military camp was probably an 

"outlying district" and was not sentineled all too well. Frank 

took a deep breath, dived and was totally desperate. Only 

the glow of his flashlight could betray him now under the 
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water surface, but he had not yet seen any watchtowers or 
guards in this area. 

Kohlhaas recognized dirt and rotted pieces of wood before 
his eyes, otherwise the water was just a brown swill. He was 
careful and tried to stay underwater, because at some 
places the dirty water was hardly a meter deep. 
The current helped him to get faster into the proximity of the 
fence. But then it was necessary to take breath. Frank 
pushed his mouth only a few centimeters out of the water 
and drawed the cool air into his lungs. At this moment, he 
was close to lose his nerves. 
"Control yourself!", he thought and dived again. 
The infrared scan system did not react on him. So he 
moved forward and finally reached the barrier, which was 
covered with creepers and mud. Again, he briefly cut 
surface, in order to breathe, while he hoped that nobody 
would see the glow of his flashlight underwater. But the 
jungle plants protected him with their broad, green roof of 
leaves which was expanding till the electrical fence. 
It took some minutes, then he had cut a hole into the barrier 
and dived to the other side of the fence. Now the was inside 
the military camp and crawled out of the river. His head 
pounded and Frank felt dazed. 

Shortly afterwards, he heard voices. Two GCF soldiers 
approached and walked toward the fence. A tall, dark- 
skinned man called something at his comrade, then they 
disappeard again. 

Now he had reached the outermost part of the camp and 
hoped that nobody had seen or heard him. He did not know 
it and became more and more nervous. 
„Where can I get a GCF uniform?", he asked himself, 
whereby the answer was already clear. He had to kill 
someone. Oda had meant nothing but that. So he crawled 
under a big wooden pallet with some crates on it. Frank felt 
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that an insect was crawling over his face and tried to shake 
it off somehow. Finally, the two soldiers came back and 
were still talking. They spoke a strange language which 
Frank couldn't understand, although, it was actually only 
allowed to speak English in the GCF army. 
The young volunteer waited. He had no gun anymore and 
felt quite helpless under the wooden pallet. Kohlhaas just 
cursed the whole situation. 

The two men stopped and one of them laughed loudly, then 
they came still nearer to the pallet and started to smoke. 
Frank confessed himself, that this opportunity was not too 
bad and crawled loudlessly out of his hiding place. He 
looked around, carefully, like a predator, otherwise he could 
not see any other enemy soldiers somewhere. 
Meanwhile, the two men, probably Africans, chatted ever 
louder, while the German took his knife and jumped out of 
the shadows. 

The first soldier got a stab in the neck and roared out loudly. 
His comrade was paralysed with horror, and the cigarette 
just fell out of his mouth. A few seconds later, Frank 
attacked the other soldier. 

A hard strike hit the second man under the chin and he 
tumbled back. Kohlhaas kicked his opponent in the head 
with all his might and the soldier became silent. Meanwhile, 
his comrade tried to pull a gun, but Kohlhaas jumped at him 
like a panther, ramming his blade deeply into his chest. 
Finally the GCF soldier collapsed. The young man cut his 
throat and the dark-skinned man gasped quietly. 
A moment later, Frank's face petrified, because he heard 
further men, shouting from a distance. He pulled the two 
motionless enemies into a dark corner, whereby he 
suddenly heard a quiet, painful moaning. His first victim was 
still moving and tried to grab his leg with his bloody hand. 
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Kohlhaas stabbed again in his neck until the man made no 

more sound. 

Once again, soldiers came along and crossed the place, 

where Frank had attacked their comrades. But they did not 

notice the blood-soaked grass under their boots. They had 

probably heard wrongly or one of the guards had just made 

a joke by crying through the night, he heard them say in 

English. Finally the voices vanished, and Frank breathed 

again. 

"Sorry guys...", he said softly as he took one of the uniforms 

and a gun. "What have you done here in Japan? These rats 

of the World Government have just wasted you..." 

After several minutes, he left his hiding place in the clothing 

of the international forces. Now he had to find the gate in 

the northern part of the camp. 

Some soldiers passed him and greeted him in bad English, 

Frank just nodded and tried to smile. His heart pounded and 

he clutched the Scanchip of the dead GCF soldier in his 

pocket which would allow him to open the gate. 

The military base was really large, two tanks and several 

jeeps stood a few meters away from him in the shadow of a 

big building. Soon, huge billets surrounded him and Frank 

felt safe for a few minutes. From afar, he saw the main 

building of the military camp, where general David Williams 

was probably sleeping. 

"All hell will breake loose - in some minutes...", he said 

quietly to himself. 

Frank finally reached the northern entrance of the camp, 

where about a dozen soldiers were standing in front of a 

gate. He walked quickly in their direction and said gently: 

„We must open this gate! It's an order of the leading 

officier!" 

The soldiers hesitated and looked at him: „From which unit 

you are, soldier? What order?" 



183 



„rm from the...", he paused. "A jeep has to leave this 

camp. ..through this gate. Open it!" 

Without thinking, he went to the gate and pulled the 

Scanchip of the dead soldier through the laser scanner. The 

gate opened immediately. At that moment, two of the 

soldiers came to him. 

„What order? We don't know anything about such an order!" 

„An order from general Williams himself! He has sent me!", 

murmured Kohlhaas, becoming increasingly nervous. 

Frank thought about running to the nearby forest, but the 

soldiers had already surrounded him and one of them 

quickly grabbed him at the shoulder. 

„What jeep? What order?", asked the man, still staring at 

Kohlhaas. „Give me your personal number!" 

Frank's anxiety grew more and more. Presumably he was 

mentally disturbed, in the eyes of the guards, who stood 

around him. Meanwhile, one of the soldiers had gone to the 

gate and wanted to shut it again. But he still hesitated, 

turned around and looked at Frank, waiting what would 

happen next. 

"Give me your personal number, soldier Mgabe!", growled 

his comrade and pointed at the nameplate on Frank's 

uniform. Another soldier stared puzzledly at the traces of 

blood on the collar of his uniform jacket. 

Kohlhaas reacted within seconds. Like a flash, he pulled his 

gun and shot the men in front of him in the head, then he 

fired wildly around. The GCF soldiers jumped screaming to 

the side and tried to find cover. Frank ran toward the jungle, 

while some bullets flew after him. 

„lt is open!", he roared at the top of his lungs. 

A moment later, he saw many dark shadows, jumping out of 

the thicket and running towards the gate that was still open. 

The Japanese came and immediatley opened fire on the 

group of GCF soldiers in front of them. 
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„Pttt! Pttt! Pttt!", it hissed through the night, while the first 

GCF soldiers were hit by bullets. This was the start of the 

attack. 

The "Hukushuu unit" stormed through the open gate and 

killed the small group of enemy guards within seconds. 

Kohlhaas could recognize Oda's black face in the distance. 

The 370 men swarmed out and infested the still sleeping 

camp like birds of prey. 

However, they had triggered the infrared alarm and a loud 

howling tore the silence of the night. The order of the 

Japanese high command was clear: The elite unit had to 

move straight towards the main building to kill general 

Williams, every other enemy should be ignored. 

Now the lights were switched on in the barracks, while 

Frank tried to follow his comrades. Baumer recognized him 

and waved him nearer. 

Within minutes, a wild chaos broke loose. The Japanese 

fired at everyone in their way and killed numerous enemies. 

The searchlights of the surrounding guard towers were 

turned towards to the mass of the attackers and the first 

bursts of fire came from above. 

Frank, Alfred and a little later even Madsen stayed together 

as a group and hurried from one cover to the next. Some 

GCF soldiers in front of them jumped into a jeep and tried to 

start the engine, but Baumefs MG mowed them down. 

Meanwhile, a great number of enemies returned fire from 

the watchtowers and billets. More and more Japanese were 

killed, but the rest of them still charged towards the main 

building, driven by fanatical hatred 

Now the first GCF soldiers ran to their emplacements which 

were protected by sandbags, and started to shoot back. A 

Japanese officer shouted something behind Frank and a 

group of his soldiers attacked the opponents with machetes 

and bayonets. 
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"The main building!", roared Madsen and dodged a 

grenade. 

A brutal shooting and stabbing broke out everywhere. Frank 

heard the war cries of some Japanese who slaughtered a 

group of enemies, dozily tottering out of their billet, with 

samurai swords. Meanwhile, they had to hurry up, because 

more and more enemies came out of the barracks and took 

arms. 

The main building was already in sight and a terrible burst of 

gunfire came from the upper floor. The Japanese continue 

to rush forward, while many of them were torn by bullets. 

Officer Oda hurled a hand grenade through a window and a 

loud bang followed. Rubble and splinters rained down. 

Frank and Alfred closed up to the others, firing wildly. Then 

they ran zigzag through the shadows between the houses to 

escape the hail of bullets, coming out of the main building. 

Some of the Japanese ran fearlessly to the main entrance 

of the house and attached an limpet mine at the front door. 

Shots from all directions hit them and only a few of them 

survived this suicide action. Suddenly a loud explosion tore 

the entrance door and with it a part of the exterior wall of the 

house. 

The Japanese stormed into the building and the first of them 

were shot down. Their comrades answered with an angry 

backfire and killed a few soldiers and a GCF officer. 

Frank, Alfred and Madsen followed them and threw some 

hand grenades into the adjoining rooms. 

"Where the hell is Williams?", shouted Kohlhaas and 

clutched his gun nervously. 

"I don't know!", screamed Madsen. 

Meanwhile, the Japanese had reached the upper floor and 

suffered heavy casualties. Outside the main building their 

remaining comrades were massacred by an increasing 

number of GCF soldiers. Finally Frank came to the upper 
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floor too. Officer Oda had been shot in the stomach and was 
screaming in pain, while the German tried to find general 
Williams. 

The young man from Ivas ran through a cloud of smoke to a 
broken window and looked down. Below him, a group of 
officers tried to escape from the building and bolted towards 
an army jeep. 

"I will get you!", yelled the volunteer and mowed them down 
with his assault rifle. Frank fired until he had no more 
ammunition. Then he left the room with a triumphant 
scream. 

A moment later, a Japanese soldier jumped into the room, 
uttered a curse in his language, and also shoot at the 
already dead enemies. 
"Have you hit them?", called Alf from behind. 
"I don't know, if it was Williams. But I think he was one of 
them!", answered Frank, pushing him aside. "We have to 
get out. The whole camp is awake now. If we don't hurry up, 
nobody will survive this!" 

The GCF soldiers had meanwhile killed almost all attackers, 
who had reached the main building, and now, they were in 
the majority. Some of the Japanese had already escaped, 
hoping to make it to the jungle alive. 
"We can no longer get out through the main entrance. 
Follow me!", called Frank and jumped out of the window on 
a porch. Baumer, Madsen and some Japanese looked 
nervously after him. Finally they jumped too. 
They ran with all their might. Behind them, the men heard 
the sound of rifle fire, while numerous searchlights tried to 
catch them. Alf got a shot in the upper leg and three 
Japanese were hit in the back. They did not return fire 
anymore and just ran with the last of their strenght. After a 
few minutes, the gate appeared in front of them. It was still 
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open and nobody had closed it during the bloodbath, that 

was finally over now. 

"The Jeep!", shouted Alf, pointing at a vehicle which was 

behind a hut near the exit. 

They jumped into the jeep, and luckily the ignition key still 

stuck. Five Japanese followed them and climbed fastly into 

the rear end of the army vehicle to find cover. 

Frank started the car and hurtled off towards the exit. 

Several bullets rattled against the rear and a Japanese was 

hit in the shoulder. The onrushing GCF soldiers who had 

already killed all the Japanese around the main building, did 

not get them anymore. 

Frank raced with murderous speed over the muddy access 

road and after about two kilometers, they jumped into the 

thicket of the jungle. Meanwhile, countless enemies and 

even helicopters were upon their heels, while the sound of 

gunfire could still be heard in the background for a while. 

Baumer limped with his bleeding leg and his friend tried to 
help him as good as he could. The Japanese spurred the 
two Germans to follow them faster into the dark 
undergrowth to escape the GCF soldiers. 
One of the freedom fighters moaned quietly, clutching his 
shoulder. Who had survived the perilous assault on the 
military base and had left the scenario alive, Frank and Alf 
could not say at that time. Madsen seemed to be dead too. 
The sun rose slowly on the horizon behind them and sent 
some of his rays through the treetops. Around them, they 
heard the animals of the jungle wake up, chirping, 
screaming and hissing everyhwere. This night had been a 
true horror and they just thanked God to be still alive. 
"We have to make it to Arume! I hope that they really wait 
for us there", gasped Kohlhaas and ran through the thicket. 
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He wished that at least the five surviving Japanese would 
know, where they were now at all. 
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There and Back Again 



In the next hours, the seven men hid again, when the voices 
of GCF searchparties could be heard from a distance. Even 
one of the helicopters had flown above their heads and had 
tried to discover them in the jungle. 

The Japanese soldier was still bleeding and already deathly 
pale. In broken English, or even with hands and feet, the 
two volunteers from Ivas communicated with their Japanese 
comrades, who told them that they should march along the 
east coast northward, to reach Arume. 
Alfred had snapped a thick branch from a tree and used it 
as a crutch. He contorted his face with pain and was 
moaning quietly. Frank tried to perk up his friend, and told 
him that they would immediatley return to Ivas, when all this 
was over. 

"What's about the officiers of the platoons?", asked Frank 
one of the Japanese. 

"I think they are all dead", replied the Asian, and seemed to 
be sure. 

"We should pray, that the submarines are really waiting for 
us in Arume. This is our only chance to get away from this 
fucking jungle island!", cursed Frank and Alf nodded. 
They waded through a small river, and finally reached the 
deep jungle of the central part of Okinawa. Here they felt 
safer. Meanwhile, the heavily wounded Japanese had lost a 
lot of blood. 

He bit on a piece of wood in his pain and was at the end of 
his rope. His shoulder was already bandaged with a blood- 
soaked piece of his uniform. Eventually, they reached the 
coast and had something like an orientation. 
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Slowly the dusk returned, but they had no time to rest. So 

they trudged almost the entire night through the jungle until 

they were totally exhausted. Finally, the wounded Japanese 

collapsed and sat down under a tree. He told his 

countrymen that they should leave him alone and said 

goodbye to them for the last time. 

Meanwhile, Alf was also weakened and limped over the 

muddy ground of the jungle. Sometimes, Frank had to trail 

him. But the young man tried to help his best friend with all 

his might. Without Baumer and the rebels from Ivas, he 

would have already died a long time ago. Frank knew that, 

and now he had to help Alf. 

"One hand washes the other!", he said quietly to himself and 

heaved up the tall, hulking Baumer. Occasionally, he also 

helped one of the Japanese. 

After a short nap in the morning hours, they finally struggled 

through to Arume and arrived at the meeting point. They 

were just in time and about two dozen Japanese welcomed 

them enthusiastically. But Madsen, the Dane, however, was 

not among the men. 

"Even the Viking has been killed...", snorted Frank. "And I 

was already looking forward to another chess game." 

"I just feel sorry for him, he was a great guy. Fuck it all!", 

added Alf and looked sadly across the sea. 

Some small boats were waiting for them in the jungle, under 

some big plants at the beach. Far too many, for that little 

bunch here, because Frank counted 32 men who had 

survived the operation. 

"It was all in vain! Perhaps we haven't killed general 

Williams, just a few unimportant officers", wailed Baumer, 

clutching his bloody leg. 

"To hell with all this!", hissed Frank and sat down. 
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"I just want to go home. I won't lift a finger for the Japs army 

anymore, or for the fucking freedom of the world or 

whatever...", muttered Alf resignedly. 

They went to the boats and swam a few hundred meters out 

on the open sea. Then they waited for half an hour and 

trembled. Meanwhile, it had become dark again and the sea 

looked like a scary, impenetrable abyss. 

"How long shall we still float around on the open sea like a 

target?", growled Baumer, staring at the sky. 

"Don't worry, Alf! The submarines will come! But I hope, that 

some GCF helicopters doesn't find us before them...", said 

Frank full of sorrow. 

Suddenly they saw flashing lights below them. They 

breathed again, because it was a Japanese submarine. It 

rose slowly upwards and came out of the water with a loud 

splosh. The Japanese cheered. 

Shortly afterwards, two more submarines appeared in the 

distance. The soldiers crawled into the iron vessel and this 

time, Frank was not afraid of claustrophobia anymore. He 

was just too exhausted for it. 

The young German fell asleep, after he had sent a prayer to 

heaven. A Japanese medic doctored Alfs injured leg and 

finally gave him some painkillers. Maybe, that whole mission 

had been a flop, but they were still alive and this was not 

nothing. 

The two other submarines disappeared in the depths of the 
Pacific again, without taking any elite soldiers on board. 
One sumarine was enough to transport the pathetic rest of 
the "Hukushuu unit" back to Japan. 

The hours-long diving trip was peaceful and without any 
incidents. The submarine dived down to a greater depth and 
evaded the enemy warships, which still plagued Tokyo and 
the other major cities in central Japan with massive missile 
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attacks. Frank just let the time pass and slept. They finally 

reached the port of Toyohashi and were afterwards brought 

to Tokyo. 

Two days later, a cheer went through the headquarter of the 

Japanese high command. The international media had 

reported that general David Williams had fallen victim to a 

terrorist attack. 

Matsumoto's war propaganda spoke day and night of the 

"heroic attack on the fortress of the international mass 

murderer David Williams" and preached the Japanese, that 

the war had already reached a turning point. 

"Now, the world sees the true heroism of Japan, and now, 

our entire nation shall rise to drive the slave hordes of the 

World Government back into the sea!", said the 

propaganda. 

The campaign had been a tremendous success, and most 

Japanese started to believe that a victory was possible now. 

Schools, kindergartens and even universities should be 

named after the "Hukushuu unit" in the following years. The 

Japanese propaganda knew no more limits and it was quite 

successful - on the psychological front. 

Meanwhile, Frank and Alfred had been brought back to the 

Taishis. But it was just some kind of furlough, because after 

a month, they should return to the Japanese army as 

soldiers to support the counteroffensive in the south. The 

Taishis were more than proud of them, but the veil of 

mourning for their son was still under the surface. 

„The Japanese high command can kiss my ass!", Frank was 
lying on his bed and was sipping a cold beer. 
Alf grinned. "Tomorrow we will disappear. Forever! No 
southern or norther front will see me again - never!" 



193 



"We have fulfilled our mission. And it was not in vain. Thank 

God! And I'm sure, that I have shot Williams", said Kohlhaas 

proudly. 

"Ha! I think it has been the Japanese soldier, you have 

already talked about. He has also fired at that group of 

fleeing officers, right?", teased him Alf. 

"No, I'm sure! They already lay in the mud, when the 

Japanese shot at them!", returned Frank. 

"Anyhow, then carve another notch in your rifle butt, 

superman!", answered Baumerand laughted. 

"Never mind. The main thing is that we are still alive...", said 

Kohlhaas and fetched another bottle of beer. 

"Wilden is overjoyed because of that "Hukushuu thing". Now 

he jumps through his house, all day long - like a kangaroo. 

What do you think?", remarked Alf and smirked. 

"He bounces from Lithuania to Siberia!", laughed Frank. 

"And I will bounce too - when I see Julia again!" 

They packed their bags and watched TV or played cards for 

the rest of the day. Tomorrow the would leave this country 

forever. The Japanese army could look for other heroes 

now. 

While the two men enjoyed their rest, the southern invasion 
army of the GCF descended into chaos, just as the 
Japanese high command had hoped it. 
The multinational army was totally confused for several 
days and its soldiers on the battlefields were often 
confronted with contradictory commands. Suddenly the 
successful advance in the south of Japan stopped. 
Furthermore, president Matsumoto proclaimed the "great 
counterattack" on national television and masses of young 
Japanese marched to the southern front to drive the 
wavering GCF troops back. New tank divisions and aircrafts 
supported the huge assault of the Asians, while the war 
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propaganda stylized everything to a "Japanese awakening". 

Within just two weeks, the defenders repulsed the GCF in 

the south of the central island of Honshu and drove their 

enemies out of the most cities. Finally, the highly motivated 

and self-conscious Japanese soldiers defeated the GCF in 

a great battle near Hagi and took Honshu back. Shortly 

afterwards, the Japanese counterattack reached the two 

southern islands of Kyushu and Shikoku - with great 

success. 

Hundreds of thousands of Japanese soldiers flowed to the 

fronts and a wave of euphoria seized the whole country. 

Meanwhile, Sapporo was fallen and most of the defenders 

had been killed or had died of hunger, like the biggest part 

of the civilian population too. 

Nevertheless, the brave city which had held out for so long, 

became a national symbol of resistance against the World 

Government and was transfigured to a "monument of 

Japanese heroism" by Matsumoto's propaganda. 

In the end, the willingness to make sacrifices of the 

defenders of Sapporo inspired the Japanese soldiers that 

much that they even started a second counterattack in the 

north. 

In return, the GCF tried to break the Japanese morale with 

several air raids which devastated large parts of Tokyo and 

Yokohama, but that was not enough anymore. 

At the end of March 2032, the World Government had to 

admit that the invasion of Matsumoto's Japan had failed. 

Nevertheless, the battles in the bombed out cities of 

southern Japan and on Hokkaido went on for several 

months - and countless soldiers still died. 

Frank and Alfred still burst with pride when somebody talked 
about the operation on Okinawa. But now, the others should 
fight. They were sick and tired of the endless killing and 
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dying. So they just left the Taishi family and thanked them 
for everything. Shortly afterwards, they disappeard from 
Japan - with a foreign trading ship. Frank and Alf were 
brought to the Philippines and flew back to Vilnius as 
harmless tourists. John Throphy finally picked them up at 
the airport. 

"Holy shit!", said Frank, when he recognized the Irishman at 
the main entrance. At that moment, Frank realized that they 
had survived hell... 
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New Plans 



If Wilden had a great talent, apart from explaining world 
politics, then it was to get on the nerves of other people. He 
bombarded Frank and Alf with questions, again and again. 
They had to tell him everything about the Japanese war. 
After a while, they just hid from him. The other villagers 
were also proud of them and overwhelmed the two 
volunteers with praise and gifts. 

Meanwhile, it was April and the Japanese war was slowly 
coming to an end. While the international media still 
reported about some minor victories of the GCF, the armies 
of the World Government left Japan piece by piece. 
But the newscasters did not talk about casualties or dead 
civilians. Nevertheless, the number of them was high. It 
must have been millions and the war still raged in some 
regions. All in all, the Japanese were on the way to win. 
Like Kublai Khan's Mongols, who had ruled over a giant 
empire for centuries and had finally failed against Japan, the 
endless armies of the World Government had also been 
defeated by the stubborn island people. 
That all was a real disaster for the Lodge Brothers who 
controlled the world. The sole and unchallengeable authority 
on earth, as they believed, had accepted defeat. 
And for a world power which saw itself as invincible, there 
was nothing worse than a defeat, that destroyed the nimbus 
of invincibility before the eyes of mankind. 
It had been the same with the mighty Persian Empire, when 
the Greeks had stopped them at Marathon and 
Thermopylae. And also the nimbus of invincible Rome had 
crumbled after the defeat against the Teutons in the 
Teutoburg forest. And there were still more examples in 
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world history. Japan's survival was a great success, without 
doubt. And the aftereffects of this war were much more 
important. However, even the best propaganda of the 
international media had not the power to change the facts: 
The attack on Matsumoto's Japan had ended with a defeat 
of the Lodge Brothers. 

But the successful defense of the only state which had 
openly defied the rulers of the world, was accompanied by 
endless suffering and an never-ending procession of the 
dead. 

Even in Ivas, there was not just cheering among the 
inhabitants. The Mullers had lost one of their sons in the Far 
East and the same fate had overtaken the Dutch family 
Baastfeldt. Their Thomas did not return too. 
And Sven Weber? Frank and Alfred had not heard anything 
from him since months. His war fever had been the 
greatest, at the beginning of this conflict. 
Sven returned to his home village not until May 2032, and 
was no longer the same man. The young man had fought in 
many battles on the southern front and had also taken part 
in the great counteroffensive. 

One day, he had been hit by a grenade which had mangled 
a part of his face and had mutilated his forearm. Thereafter, 
he had been in a hospital in Kyoto for several weeks. 
Ultimately, the medics had just patched up his face as good 
as they could, but he had finally lost his left eye and an ear. 
Furthermore, three of his fingers had to be amputated on his 
left hand. The proud, young volunteer finally came back to 
Lithuania, disfigured and crippled. Frank and Alfred tried to 
care for him during the first weeks after his return. Rolf 
Hugenthal had been stabbed in the stomach with a bayonet, 
but he had survived the surgery. The other son of the 
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Mullers remained unharmed. The Far East had given him 
back to his lamenting family. 

Tm sorry, that Tve come so rarely in the last days, but your 

father is getting on my nerves", said Frank. 

Julia walked beside him on this sunny April day and just 

nodded approvingly. 

"He lives only for his politics", she said. "So he is, but he 

means no harm." 

"I know that. I like him too, but sometimes he just sees it all 

too theoretically. It was horrible in Japan. Certainly 

necessary and meaningful, and whatever. But I didn't want 

to stay just one day longer in this hell", answered Kohlhaas 

and sat down on the grass. Julia followed him. 

"I have really missed you, Frank. And I was full of sorrow...", 

she remarked quietly. 

"Oh, Tm the hero of Paris. ..and now.. .of Sapporo and 

Okinawa. Tm just hard to kill...", joked Frank and smiled. 

"Idiot!", Julia smiled back. 

"I have thought of you too - every day", whispered the young 

man and looked shyly at the treetops. 

"But now you will stay here, okay?", she said. 

"Maybe, but if another oppressed nation calls for me, I will 

have to go. Anyhow, or your father sends me to the next 

battlefield, ha, ha!", teased Frank the young woman. 

"Then I will beat him with his favorite weighty tome about 

world politics!", said Julia. 

"You were always my brightest star.. .eh. ..in the sky", 

murmured Frank quietly. Then he tried to behave like a real 

war hero again. 

Julia blushed and smiled at him. Suddenly she put her arm 

around his shoulder and gave him a gentle kiss on the 

cheek. Frank cleared his throat and smiled to himself. 

Finally he got a grip on himself and kissed her too. This kind 
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of "counteroffensive" had become strange to him in the last 
years, but now he just felt well and thanked God to be still 
alive. They stayed in the woods for a while and walked off 
then. Frank had missed her so incredible much and now he 
was with her. That was great! 

The chairman of the Council of the Elders stared at him with 

penetrating eyes and his face changed to a mask of 

malevolence. The World President coughed slightly, trying 

to ignore the steely glance of his master. But he was not 

able to escape his look. 

Some months ago, he had demanded Matsumoto's head, 

and now, his brothers in the Council of the Wise seemed to 

demand his own. 

"There will be no nuclear strike against Japan. Our troops 

will just leave the islands in the coming months. A victory 

against Matsumoto is no longer possible in the present 

circumstances. 

We won't forget Japan and in the next years, we will start 

another, still greater assault. But at present, this war 

endangeres our further steps", said the chairman, while the 

World President frowned. 

"And if the media just make a victory out of it all?", he asked 

then. 

"Nonsense!", grumbled another member of the Council. 

"Our lies are good, but not that perfect that they can 

accomplish this. Japan is still independent and Matsumoto 

rules over the country. Well, these facts will remain. No 

matter, what we tell the masses..." 

"Is the Great Plan in danger?", enquired a Lodge Brother 

with concern. "What do you think?" 

The Chairman shook his head and replied with obvious 

anger: "No! Of course not! This defeat won't influence the 

Great Plan. We will just go on as before!" 
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"We should focus on the implanted Scanchips! This is the 

most important step of all. Japan will remain isolated, for 

now. This is all we can do at the moment!", remarked a 

gray-haired man at the end of the large table. 

"I agree...", muttered another. 

"And we should just accept this defeat? Why don't we 

conscript another, greater army?", asked the World 

President who was getting angry. 

"No! The war is over! Our new strategy should be to ignore 

Japan basically. We won't mention this country or 

Matsumoto in our media again. Now, it would just be foolish 

to call this state back to the minds of the people. 

If we can't destroy it, then we pretend that this state has 

never existed. In a few years, we will prepare another 

attack", explained the chairman and straightened his tie. 

His cold eyes stared out of his old face, fazing the World 

President again. 

"Our perseverance has brought us global dominance, and 

also in the case of Japan, we will prevail in the long run", he 

assured. 

"Nevertheless, it doesn't alter the fact that our brother has 

made a lot of mistakes in the last months. He has harmed 

our image and we have to talk about that!", hissed a bald 

gentleman in a fine suit and pointed at the World President. 

His fellow gave him an angry look, but he swallowed his 

rude answer like a sip of poison. 

Then he twisted his mouth and said: "Well, I would like to 

come to the next item on the agenda." 

The chairman of the Council of Wise nodded and looked 

around. Then he played with the golden ring on his finger 

and waited for the reaction of the others. 

"We will still talk about some things, brother!", snarled one 

of the councilors and gazed at the World President. 
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"That's enough!", said the chairman and banged on the 
table. 

The head of the World Government was seething inside, still 
staring at the documents before him. His hand gripped 
some of the papers, while he tried to suppress a tantrum. 
This conference was more than unpleasant for him and he 
cursed the Japanese in his mind with all his malice. The 
secret meeting continued, because there was still much to 
discuss. The next steps for the total enslavement of 
mankind had to be well prepared. 
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Alexander Merow's "Prey World" 
books (Part 1-3, German version): 

Available In all book stores and at Amazon!!! 

Prey World I - Citizen 1-564398B-278843 

The year 2028. Mankind is in the stranglehold of a 
worldwide surveillance state. Frank Kohlhaas, a petty 
citizen, lives a cheerless life, working as an agency worker 
in a steel plant. 

One day, he gets into a conflict with the tyrannical system, 
because of an unfortunate accident. An automated trail 
convicts him to five years of imprisonment and Frank 
disappears in a detention centre, where he suffers under a 
cruel system of brainwashing and reeducation. After eight 
months of pain, the authorities decide to transfer him to 
another prison. On the way there, something unexpected 
happens. Suddenly everything changes and the young man 
finds himself caught between the fronts... 

Prey World III - Organized Rage 

In the year 2033 the economic situation in Europe is more 
hopeless than ever before. The World Government still loots 
the nations without mercy and holds them in its iron claws. 
Artur Tschistokjow, a young dissident from Belarus, takes 
over the leadership of the Freedom Movement of the Rus, a 
small group of rebels that fights against the Lodge Brothers 
in the underground. 

While a big economic crisis starts in Belarus, the rebels 
form a growing revolutionary movement. Frank, Alfred and 
an increasing number of discontent Belarusians join 
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Tschistokjow's organization. They finally follow the Russian 
dissident to a point of no return. 

Prey World IV -Counterrevolution (Coming soon!) 



www.alexander-merow.de.tl 
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Foreword 



This is the English version of the third book of Alexander 
Merow' s "Prey World" series. The novel was translated by 
Thorsten Weber and the writer. 

It is still no professional translation and the translator is still 
no "native speaker" or English teacher. He is just a guy, who 
loves science-fiction and dystopias. So try not to laugh at 
some of the translated phrases, or the wrath of a real freak 
will come over you! And Mr. Merow and his friend are really 
some kind of "freaks". 

The author has already found a lot of interested readers all 
over Germany, and we hope that he will also find some new 
readers in the English-speaking countries. Furthermore, we 
would be glad, if a "real" mother-tongue speaker would edit 
this English version one day. 

Now the fight against the World Government and the New 
World Order goes on. By the way, soon the fourth part of 
the "Prey World" series will be published in Germany. And 
we will also translate "Prey World IV - Counterrevolution" in 
the next months. Anyway, have fun with this book and start 
thinking about the world we live in. We are sure, that you 
will find a lot of similarities to reality. 

And always remember... 

"Only a fool would think that "Prey World" is nothing 
but fiction!" (Alexander Merow) 

Alexander Merow and Thorsten Weber, Berlin 2011 
Email: A.Merow@gmx.de 
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„My enemies will laugh about me. They will laugh about me 
and my movement, and will say: "That Tschistokjow is 
nothing but a little worm, because he has nothing. And a 
man who has nothing, is nothing but a little worm!" 
Yes, maybe they have all the power, the money, the military 
and the media, but they forget that I have a lot of very 
strong allies! My allies are: poverty, hunger, discontent, 
hate, injustice, fear, hopelessness, despair, oppression, 
disorientation and many more! 

A few decades ago, the Europeans have lived in a giant 
cage of illusions, our enemies had built for them. They have 
lived in the great illusion of freedom and wealth. And a false 
freedom and a deceitful wealth have been the two things 
which have made them to happy slaves. But these illusions 
have already died in 2018. 

And all what remained were our allies, that will help us now 
to fight the world enemy. God bless our allies! They make 
us the gift of millions of Europeans who have nothing to lose 
anymore. They force the people to fight and sort out the 
cowards and weaklings. Therefore, the enemy should never 
underestimate our allies, because they will give us the 
hotbed a revolution needs!" 

Artur Tschistokjow in: "The Way of the Rus", chapter XVIII, "The 
Coming Awakening" 



"If you give the right ideas to the European man, he 
develops an incredible eagerness to bring order to the world 
around him, he brings the light of civilization to other 
continents, he writes down the greatest works of philosophy, 
he invents planes and spaceships to conquer the sky and 
even the universe. But if you give him the wrong ideas, he 
will use the same eagerness to destroy himself!" 

Artur Tschistokjow in: "The Way of the Rus", chapter IX, "Rising 
from the Ashes" 



"What is the greatest talent of the tick? It is the ability to fall 
on a dog and crawl through its coat to find a place to suck 
blood - all without being noticed. Thaf s the great skill nature 
has given to it. 

But even thousands of ticks cannot rule over a dog's life. To 
the contrary, they can only suck their host dry and kill it, 
because nature didn't also give the tick the skill to reign. 
And it is the same with our enemies. The moment they gain 
command over this planet, their rule will start to crumble..." 

Artur Tschistokjow in: "The Way of the Rus", chapter VI, "The 
Enemy Unmasked" 



"The answer to the ingrained and malicious hate of the 
world enemy shall be the wrath of the righteous!" 

Artur Tschistokjow in: "The Way of the Rus", chapter VII, "The 
Intellectual Base of Resistance" 



Artur Tschistokjow 



It was raining outside and darkness had fallen over the 
bleak estate of prefabricated houses in the southern part of 
the Belarusian city of Vitebsk. Artur Tschistokjow, a tall man 
of 31 years, sat at his shabby kitchen table and played 
thoughtfully with a little shot glass which danced around 
between his fingers. 

He took another sip of cheap swill and stared at the wall 
with his bright, blue eyes. Today he was more nervous than 
ever, because the GSA, the international secret service, 
was upon his heels. Agents of the World Government had 
come to Belarus and intensively searched for him. This was 
no pleasant situation. But here, in this gray ghetto of 
apartment blocks, full of poverty and dreariness, they would 
not find him. Tschistokjow was not registered anymore, he 
had no more Scanchip and he left his apartment which had 
been rented by an unremarkable person, only in case of 
necessity. His friends and comrades supplied him with food 
and paid his bills. There was no other way. 
The young man was always quiet and appeared to his 
neighbors as a shadow, when he sneaked along the 
corridor of his floor in the night, never saying a word. 
Furthermore, he had no more telephone and no Internet 
connection. This was much too dangerous in a time of total 
surveillance. Artur Tschistokjow had just vanished, living a 
ghostly life now. No official data base could find him 
anymore - and this was his only chance to survive. 
The Russian went to the fridge, an ugly, battered thing in 
the corner of his kitchen, and took out a sandwich. Then he 
sat down in the living room to drink the next bottle of vodka. 
This life was painful, but it was still better, than being caught 



and liquidated. Artur stroked through his stringy, blond hair 
and his long face with the pointed chin became a tragic 
mask. He looked out the window again, but there was 
nobody. Only the rain, the darkness and an old street lamp 
with a loose connection, flashing all the time. 
Some of the windows in the block of flats opposite were still 
illuminated. Who lived his sad life behind those curtains? 
Perhaps a man who was just as unhappy as Tschistokjow. 
After a few hours, he fell asleep on the couch, with a woozy 
head. This day was over. 

In the early morning hours of the next day came Peter 

Ulljewski, Artufs best friend and political companion, 

bringing some bread and a dozen sausages. Peter was 34 

years old and a craftsman. A few months ago, he had 

moved to Vitebsk, together with Artur, and lived now in a 

small apartment in the outskirts. The strong man with the 

angular face and the broad shoulders told Tschistokjow the 

latest news, what made his friend still more nervous. 

"They have arrested two of our men last night, Andrej and 

Igor!", he said. "Both have distributed our newspapers, 

when the damn cops have caught them." 

"Two men less...", muttered Artur, falling back on his shabby 

sofa. 

"But this looks good, right?", remarked Peter, pulling a thin 

newspaper out of his pocket. 

He gave it to his friend. Tschistokjow examined everything 

and finally nodded. 

"Yes, it's a great work, Peter. My editorial about the new 

administration tax is on the cover page. Nice!", meant Artur 

and smiled for a short moment. 

"We will print about 10000 copies of this edition. I told our 

young comrades that they have to be more careful, when 



they distribute our promo material", said Peter and took a 

bottle of soda out of the fridge. 

"At first, we will spread our newspapers and leaflets only in 

Vitebsk - and only in estates of prefabricated houses. In 

quarters like this, we will get the most encouragement from 

the population", ordered Tschistokjow with serious face. 

"What's about the stickers?" 

"About 20000 are in print", replied Ulljewski. 

"Okay! This is better than nothing." Artur tried to smile again 

and went straight to the window. "And the group in Minsk?" 

"They want 20000 stickers too!", answered his comrade. 

"If there is some money left, then we let them print as fast 

as possible", said Tschistokjow and drew the curtains. 

"Three days ago, you were on television. They have shown 

a picture of you and asked the people for informations", told 

Ulljewski. 

"I already know that - from Vladimir!", the blond man 

returned quietly. "Was something in the papers too?" 

"Just a small article about our spraying last Tuesday. 

Nothing important, but meanwhile they know us! And they 

seem to pay a bit more attention to our actions..." 

"Certainly!", murmured Tschistokjow thoughtfully. 

"Anyhow, everything is ready for Saturday. What's about 

your speech, Artur?", asked Ulljewski. 

"I work on it! Don't worry. I know enough things to say. This 

is our smallest problem, my friend!" 

Some minutes later, Peter said goodbye and left the room 

silently. 

Til pick you up at 18.00 o'clock!", he finally whispered and 

shut the door behind him. 

Artur Tschistokjow looked nervously around, while he 

thought about all the possible incidents that could happen 

during the meeting on Saturday. He prayed that everything 

would run smoothly, because even a little gathering was 



dangerous enough for him. If the police or the GSA would 
ever catch him, it all would have been in vain. 

Two years ago, the young man from Kiev had assumed the 
leadership of the Freedom Movement of the Rus, an 
patriotic, anti-government organization of Belarusian 
resistance fighters who wanted to liberate their homeland 
from the tyranny of the World Government. At that time, he 
had still lived in Minsk. Meanwhile, the once tiny faction had 
become a small political factor, because of its restless and 
effective publicity campaigns. 

Many people seemed to have sympathies for the Rus, but 
now the authorities and the GSA followed their traces and 
would not rest until Tschistokjow was in their hands. The 
enemy knew that he was the leader of the organization and 
the great hunt for him had already started. 
Even television had reported about him several times, in the 
usual inflammatory way. He had been called a "terrorist" 
and a "dangerous lunatic". Furthermore, they had put a 
bounty on his head, although he just published political 
pamphlets and had never been violent so far. 
If he had to leave his unremarkable apartment by day, he 
had to creep out like a rabbit, searched by a pack of 
gundogs. 

He did not catch his neighbor's eyes so far, Artur felt 
certain. Otherwise, the police had already visited him. The 
young man shunned the inner city of Vitebsk which was 
meanwhile cluttered with cameras and eye-ball-scanners. 
His older brother and his parents had been arrested a year 
ago. With this action, they wanted to lure him out of his 
hiding place, but he was still nowhere to be seen. Perhaps, 
his family members had already been liquidated, because 
he had heard nothing from them since months. But to look 
for his parents and his brother, would have been some kind 
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of suicide. Because of all this, his hatred had grown 
enormously, but he still felt helpless. Although an increasing 
number of Belarusians had barely Globes to live, hated the 
World Government and became more and more discontent, 
only a small group of men had joined his organization. Most 
people were just scared of losing even the rest of their 
pathetic existence. 

The authorities threatened to block the Scanchips of all who 
supported or joined the Freedom Movement of the Rus in 
secret. In the worst case, helping the Rus could even mean 
imprisonment or execution. 

This situation was terrible for everyone involved, and slowly 
the concerns of the once so creative and fun-loving young 
man ate him up from inside. 

"I cut off, if necessary, to Japan, if I can't stand this hell 
anymore", he said sometimes to himself and felt a little more 
relieved. But this feeling never lasted long, because the fear 
in his head was always there, in these sorrowful days. 

„Goal!", screamed Frank Kohlhaas enthusiastically and 

turned around to his teammates. His best friend and today's 

opponent, Alfred Baumer, looked angrily at him and 

clenched his teeth. 

Frank had humiliated him again with his soccer skills. Now 

the goalkeeper shot the ball across the field and the match 

went on. 

"Give me that thing!", Frank heard his teammate Sven shout 

from the other end of the field and brought the leather with a 

deliberate kick in the direction of the young man. Header, 

goal, Alfred landed in the dirt again and cursed. 

"Baumer, even my grandma is faster!", scoffed a young man 

of Frank's team. Alf growled at him and gave the ball an 

angry kick. The game still lasted for a further hour. Today it 

was sunny and warm. An ideal day for a football tournament 
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in the Lithuanian village of Ivas. Finally, Frank Kohlhaas' 

team could defeat the other three teams from the tiny village 

and the young men walked off the field with a satisfied grin. 

"What was wrong with you today, dude?", asked Frank the 

frustrated Baumerwith sardonic undertone. 

"No idea! Maybe I just wasn't fit. Next time, we'll sweep you 

from the field, Kohlhaas!", grudged the giant and kicked 

against the ball with a silent snarl. 

Julia Wilden gave Frank an admiring glance and the young 

man answered with a broad smile. 

"Franky, go on!", she yelled and made a victory sign. 

"I dedicate my last goal to you, fair maiden!", called 

Kohlhaas and gave Alf a nudge in the ribs. 

"Fuck off!", whispered Baumer and sat down on a stool. 

It was a wonderful day. Julia was giving Frank all her 

attention and literally idolized him. Her father, the head of 

the village community of Ivas, clapped on his back and 

praised him too. "I didn't know that you're such a great 

dribbler, boy!" 

This summer day, full of sports and fun, did Kohlhaas good. 

Today, he had thought not a second about the horrors of the 

Japanese war, which had wrapped up his mind so many 

times in the last months. The policy, the war and everything 

else seemed to have vanished in the distance. And the 

young man was glad about it. 

"Let's go to Sven for a drink!", suggested Alf and gave the 

impression, as if he had calmed down. 

"Good idea, old man!", said Frank and smiled. 

They went back to the village and finally visited Sven who 

was waiting for them with a beer case. So much fun and 

relaxation, the two friends had not had since months. 

It was Saturday and the meeting was planned for today. The 
old warehouse, somewhere in the countryside of northern 
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Belarus, was filled with nearly 200 people who were eagerly 

waiting for Artur Tschistokjow' s speech. 

Except for a few abandoned farm houses and large fields, 

there was nothing around them. The leader of the Freedom 

Movement of the Rus looked nervously out the dirty window 

beside him. Meanwhile, it was 19.00 o'clock and it slowly 

got darker. 

"I hope there are no informers among the people...", said 

Tschistokjow quietly to himself, breathing heavily, full of 

worry. 

The fear that the police would suddenly approach, tortured 

Artur since hours. Some of his men stood near the entrance 

with guns in their hands, willing to defend themselves, if the 

cops should try to arrest them. 

The leader of the group of Minsk, Mikhail, opened the 

gathering and got thunderous applause. He railed against 

the Belarusian politicians who served the World 

Government as administrators of the country. He called 

them "traitors", "criminals" and "bloodsuckers". Things like 

this, the discontent men who had come to the meeting, 

wanted to hear. It sounded like music in their ears, in a time 

when all hope seemed to be lost. 

A comrade from Gomel turned to Artur and asked him to 

begin his speech. The young man walked up some wooden 

steps and went to an amateurish looking speaker's desk, 

his fellows had made for him. The front part of the desk was 

covered with the flag of the organization. 

Tschistokjow felt his heart pounding faster, while his 

comrades started to applaude. A very young boy came to 

the little stage and said reverently: Tm proud to meet you 

personally, Mr. Tschistokjow. I have seen a report about you 

on television!" 

The leader of the Rus smiled at him and beheld the naive 

appearing bunch of men in front of him. They looked up to 
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him like believers to a priest. But what could he really give 

them? 

"Not even a mouse must fear us...", he muttered to himself. 

Then he spoke to his followers. 

"My dear comrades! I welcome you warmly to this meeting 

of the Freedom Movement of the Rus, our organization, 

which opposes the ruling system with all its limited 

resources. 

There are some new men and women here today, some 

unknown faces, I don't know yet. This is the way it should 

be. I hope that the coming hours will be peaceful, and no 

policemen will disturb us. 

Today, we are about 200 people in this dilapidated old 

building. It is no great number, but it is better than nothing. 

You all risk your heads, when you come to us and join the 

fight against the exploitative system of global governance. I 

admire your courage, my comrades. And we will need brave 

men and women in the coming struggle for freedom. 

But what else remains for us in these days? Shall we better 

continue to keep quiet? Shall we just try to survive by 

crawling from one bad paid job to the next? Trying not to 

become one of the homeless, by keeping our mouths shut 

in front of our masters? 

No, this can not be the right way! We must defend ourselves 

and we will defend ourselves. Last week, the lackeys of the 

World Government in Minsk have started a new raid against 

our people. Raising the tax for administration, increasing the 

prices for electricity, even lower wages for those who still 

have some kind of work, and so on! They leave us no more 

air to breathe. They draw the noose tighter and tighter, 

squeezing the life out of our people. We should remember 

the old, better times. Times when a farmer could live from 

his yield, and a worker from what he has earned. Times 

when we had something like an own culture and were free 
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men and women. Now we are slaves, and our land goes, 

slowly but surely, down the drain. Meanwhile, the Russians 

have just a few children, because it has become to 

expensive to raise a family. 

Today, our young people have to emigrate to other 

countries to find work at all. Anyone who loses his job and 

doesn't find a new one in time, ends as a beggar, becomes 

homeless -just dies. 

In return, this government brings hundreds of thousands of 

foreigners from Asia and the Orient to our country, in order 

to get rid of the old Russian population. If you walk through 

some parts of Minsk, Moghilev, Grodno, Gomel and so on, 

you no longer believe that you are still on Russian territory. 

They want to create here a patchwork of different nations, 

races and cultures, because this patchwork won't resist 

them anymore. 

We, the Russians, shall die out and disappear, if you listen 

to the speeches of Medschenko and his bunch of traitors. 

Television pollutes our minds with lies and all the 

meaningless entertainment, every day. They want to 

brainwash our nation and distract us from our misery. 

But a small group of people here in Belarus is not poor, not 

at all! Tm talking about the group of collaborators in Minsk, 

the group of betrayers. They have a good life by squeezing 

out their own people! Sub-governor Medschenko is such a 

tick, and his whole staff of helpers too!" 

"This son of a bitch should be hanged!", shouted one of the 

men through the hall. 

"Medschenko and the rest of that traitor scum must be 

killed! Put them up against the wall!", screamed a young 

man, raising his fists. 

The other people yelled and applauded. These words were 

like balm for their frustrated souls. 
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Artur Tschistokjow continued and slowly all the fear was 

falling from him. He seemed to become a giant, speaking 

with passion and gesticulating wildly. 

"We demand that this country shall be independent again. 

Free from the global system of enslavement! We demand, 

that this country shall be governed only by Russians who 

serve their own nation! 

This land belongs to the Russians, not the occupiers, the 

World Government or other foreigners!", he shouted and his 

supporters cheered. 

Tschistokjow banged his fist on the desk and gave his men 

a determined look, his narrow face quivered with 

excitement. 

"But we should not fool ourselves. Those who oppress us, 

will continue to serve the exploiters and won't become 

reasonable or sensible tomorrow! 

They won't use the few Globes, they can still squeeze out of 

us, to build new schools, kindergartens or to generate more 

jobs. No! They will only give us more cameras, more paid 

informers, and will even call more GCF soldiers to our land, 

so that we can feed the oppressors with our money! 

Furthermore, our country is totally indebted by the "Global 

Bank Trust", but there seems to be still enough money to 

finance this system of surveillance! We can still dwell in the 

dirt, while they tell us that the coffers of Belarus are empty, 

but this is a lie! They have money, but not for the people of 

Belarus. However, for GCF soldiers, for monitoring and for 

the foreigners who live on social welfare! 

"Right!", yelled an old man, clapping his hands. Others also 

applauded and nodded at Artur Tschistokjow. He continued. 

"When I decided, some years ago, to resist the destruction 

and looting of our fatherland, it was clear that I would soon 

reach a point of no return. Back then, I swore, I would make 



16 



this country free and independent and give it back to its 

rightful owners - and that's the people of Belarus! 

Tm often scared that they find and kill me one day, but we 

all should not fear our enemies, because we are the fighters 

for the future of our children!", he called. 

"Our movement will not rest until this country is finally free, 

and our countrymen shall no longer fear hunger and misery. 

If we die trying, then it shall be. What do we have to lose? 

I prefer standing in front of you, just for an hour, as a free 

man, than living a hundred years as a supervised, soulless 

slave! 

And from now on, there will be only one rule of us all: 

Spread the word! Carry our fight to all parts of Belarus! We 

have to go to the agency workers in the remaining 

production centers of our country! 

We have to go to the countless, homeless people who have 

already lost all hope! 

We have to go to the families, to tell them about the political 

goals of our movement! 

The people of Belarus are becoming more and more 

desperate and we need to show them that there are other 

options, than just being enslaved! 

We must bring the good news to the masses, tell them 

about the coming liberation. Our brothers and sisters out 

there are waiting for a change, they are waiting for us, my 

comrades!" 

Artur Tschistokjows speech still lasted for two hours. He 

spoke about global policy, the Japanese war of 

independence, the economy of Belarus - shouting his claims 

through the meanwhile half-dark hall. 

Finally, the young man presented some of his own 

concepts. He talked about how he wanted to make Belarus 

free and independent again, how to give the masses work 

and how the old Russian culture could be reborn. 
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In the end, he was only content with some parts of his 
speech, but his followers adopted him with triumphant 
cheers and adored him literally. Tschistokjow could not deny 
that he enjoyed this moment and for some minutes he 
became euphoric. Finally, his supporters besieged him, 
trying to talk about everything again, praised him. 
Shortly afterwards, Artur Tschistokjow discussed the next 
steps with his group leaders. One of them proudly told him 
that he has even won a high-ranking official of the civil 
service as a sympathizer. The event which had taken place 
far away from any nosey eyes in a little village near Vitebsk, 
ended calmly and all the guests went back home, unnoticed 
and safe. 

The leader of the Freedom Movement of the Rus finally 
ordered some further actions and asked his supporters to 
distribute the newspaper of the organization. Then he sat in 
Peter's car for a while and talked with him about his plans to 
edit new illegal websites, and even to establish an 
underground radio station, somewhere in Belarus. 
Exhausted, but inspired by the encouragement of his men, 
he returned to Vitebsk in the early morning hours, and 
disappeared in his drab apartment block for the next days. 

It was a dreary evening. Outside it was pouring with rain 

and the waterdrops pounded relentlessly against the 

window pane. Frank felt dull and tired, but his mind still 

refused to sleep. 

"29. ..30. ..31", he was counting silently, counting all the men 

he had killed. 

He reckoned up those, he could remember - in Paris, in 

Sapporo and during the mission in the jungles of Okinawa. 

Surely he could still add some more, especially since the 

Japanese war, when he had often fired at shadows in the 

darkness, never knowing who had been hit by his bullets. 
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Kohlhaas had thrown hand grenades into rooms and 

trenches, and had no longer checked, how many people 

had been torn to pieces by them. 

Meanwhile, they called him a "hero", but he did not feel like 

one. An awfully big burden of guilt and doubt was lying on 

his soul. He looked out the window and thought about the 

great warriors of history, those, who were celebrated and 

honored as heroes in the memory of posterity. Those men 

with the magnificent shrines and the great monuments. 

"How many people may king Leonidas have slain at 

Thermopylae?", he asked himself and looked thoughtfully at 

the old tree in front of his window. "Has he ever thought of 

them?" 

The young man cursed the world in which he was born into. 

This world in which he had no other choice, as he assured 

himself. 

"I have always been a happy child. Naive and clueless, but 

happy. But after a few years, I had to realize, in what cruel 

age fate has thrown me", he whispered to himself. 

"It's not your fault, Frank! You would save every little 

animal, help every poor old lady across the street. That's 

you, Frank! A man with a very good core. Nevertheless, you 

have killed so many people..." 

Kohlhaas sat on his bed, breathing heavily and clutching his 

head. Outside it began to rain harder. 

Two years ago, the new tax for administration had already 
been introduced by the World Government in all sectors, 
including "Eastern Europe". At that time, a big wave of 
discontent had even shaken Belarus. 
Today, on 15.04.2033, the TV stations and newspapers had 
announced that the hated tax was raised again with over 
50%, while the media tried to tell the people, that it was 
necessary - and moreover a "great progress". 
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Medschenko promised to use the money to support an 
"improved Scanchip management", but the most 
Belarusians who got more and more problems to get along 
with their low wages, did not believe him. Therefore, great 
parts of the population were indignant and ranted in secret. 
The strongly indebted sub-sector "Belarus-Baltic" tried to fill 
up its empty coffers with this new measure, because the 
"Global Bank Trust", the international financial authority, put 
it increasingly under pressure. Meanwhile, many 
Belarusians knew about this and called the tax for 
administration "another brazen raid". 
The media claimed, however, that more officials were 
neccessary to ensure a better service and a faster 
processing of Scanchip matters. Nevertheless, many people 
of Belarus knew that the Scanchips were almost exclusively 
managed by automated computer systems. Furthermore, 
the bankrupt sub-sector had no money to hire new officials 
at all. 

But what the people thought, was not important in the eyes 
of Medschenko and his staff. From 04.15.2033, every 
citizen had to pay further 57,99 Globes a month now - for 
the new "fake tax"! 

Nobody could do anything against this deception, because 
the World Government had decided and the rest had to 
obey... 
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Making Contact 



"The displeasure is boiling at every street corner!", said 

Artur with a sardonic undertone, staring at his eight 

comrades who had met him in Gorodok. 

"Yes, that's right. If you hear people talking, you could think 

that they will soon go on the streets to protest", replied one 

of the men. 

"People talk a lot today, and tomorrow they are lethargic 

again", moaned Peter Ulljewski, Artufs loyal follower. 

"But I think, we will become even more popular for many 

Belarusians. Now we have to improve the structure of our 

organization and a public campaign has to be started!", said 

Tschistokjow and folded his arms across the chest. 

"You wanted to show us your new "cell system" today, 

right?", remarked Igor from Orcha. 

"Yes, I will! In the last weeks, I have brooded a lot about the 

question, how we can make our movement more effective 

and safer. Let me tell you my ideas. 

We found sub-groups in every important region of Belarus 

which can operate independently from each other, with only 

one single leader, who is moreover the contact person. This 

man will be the only one who has contact to the other 

groups from outside and to the command. Furthermore, this 

leader has the only authoritiy and the right to give orders, 

and he will be the one who gets instructions from the 

command or directly from me. I will choose the leaders of 

the local groups in the next days. 

Apart from this, we can concert actions in secret forums or 

on our own websites. Anyhow, we will organize our men 

only in local groups and cells - from now on!" 
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Peter took a laptop out of his bag and put it on the table. 

Artur told more details and his comrades seemed to be 

pleased concerning his plans. 

The blond man added: "We have to avoid the mistake to 

allow any so called "democratic structures" in our 

organization. This would just be the thing, our enemies are 

waiting for. No! The movement will be build up with a strict 

military hierarchy - like a revolutionary army." 

"So if cell or group "X" in city "Y" is uncovered and smashed 

by the police, the authrorities will have much more problems 

to finde traces to the rest of the organization", remarked 

Peter and scratched his belly. 

Dimitri, a 20 years old man from Slonim said: "If we really 

build up such a big movement, the cops will try to infiltrate 

our groups with informers." 

"Who is spying for the cops and gets caught by us, gets a 

bullet in his head!", hissed Tschistokjow. "We have to 

become tougher. In the last weeks and months, the police 

had got some internal informations, what can only be 

explained with spies in our ranks. Now it is necessary to 

keep a sharp eye on our own people. Informers who tell the 

authorities things for a few Globes, endanger our lives and 

we will show no mercy with them." 

The other men nodded and Artur Tschistokjow stroked 

through his blond hair. Then he grinned and continued with 

the presentation of the new organizational structure. 

"All members of the Freedom Movement of the Rus will 

have to swear by their lives, that they keep silence!" 

"And I will ensure that all Rus will stick to these rules, 

Artur!", growled Peter and clenched his fists. 

"What's about weapons?", asked one of the men now. 

"If s all in progress. However, I still see no reason to use 

violence - so far. We will only use it, if the cops openly 

attack our comrades. Otherwise, we continue to make 



22 



effective publicity campaigns. We are no guerillas, but want 
to become a political mass movement one day", preached 
Tschistokjow with a clear vision. 

"Well, all right. In the coming days, we will begin with 
effective campaigns from north to south and across the 
whole country. The last event has inspired me, we are on 
the right way!", said the rebel leader to his followers. 
His men murmured their approval and the young leader 
gave instructions for further actions in the bigger cities. 
They still talked for a while and Artufs fellows really 
seemed to believe that their small group could start 
something like a revolution one day. But Tschistokjow, who 
outwardly looked so determined and strong, had a lot of 
doubts concerning his political underground struggle. If he 
was honest to himself, this all was just ridiculous. But what 
should he do? He had no other choice than going on tilting 
at windmills. 

"Ha! Great!", Thorsten Wilden slapped his thighs and 

laughed. He almost fell out of his chair. 

"Okay, who can read this?", he asked the others. 

Frank tried to decipher some Cyrillic letters on the screen: 

"Attention, citizens! This newspaper.. .eh. ..the paper..." 

"Attention, citizens! This newspaper is lying to you!", 

exclaimed Wilden, laughing again. 

"True words!", muttered Alfred Baumer and sipped his beer. 

Wilden was amusing himself magnificently. The three men 

sat in his living room and watched the news on Belarusian 

television. During last night, some strangers had decorated 

the white facade of the editorial building of the 

"Belorusskaya News Gazeta" in Minsk with a few 

antigovernmental slogans in huge, blood-red letters. 

Employees of the newspaper hastily tried to whitewash the 
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unpleasant messages, while an excited reporter was talking 

with a squeaky voice. 

"Terrorists? This reporter has said "terrorists"! That stupid 

bitch! Ridiculous! Only because they have smeared a wall, 

they are terrorists now!", ranted the village boss. 

"They talk about this guy again, this...eh...Artur 

Tschistokjow. Can you translate it, Thorsten?, asked Frank. 

The former businessman with the gray temples perked his 

eyebrows up and tried to follow the rapid chatter of the 

reporter. 

Shortly afterwards he said: "The police suspects some 

members of the Freedom Movement of the Rus from Minsk. 

But they investigate in all directions." 

"Ha, ha!", shouted Alf, scratching his dark beard and fetched 

another beer out of the fridge. 

After the reporter had finished her speech, the police chief 

of Minsk was interviewed. He admitted, with an 

embarrassed face, that his men did not have a "hot trace" 

so far. Then the news showed a huge banner which 

strangers had attached on a motorway bridge. It was 

removed by some policemen. 

"For an independent Belarus! Medschenko = Exploiter of 

the workers!", was the text on the banner. This pleased the 

three rebels from Lithuania and they started to discuss 

excitedly. 

"A lot has changed in the last few months. Here in Lithuania 

and in Belarus, many people are more than dissatisfied. 

Thousands of them fume with rage. When I was in Vilnius, 

three weeks ago, I have noticed the increase of anger when 

I have talked to some citizens. Raising the tax for 

administration is another slap in the face of the people", said 

Thorsten Wilden and raised his forefinger like an university 

lecturer. 
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"Yes, a look at our Scanchip accounts tells everything, 

although they are just fake stuff and we luckily don't have to 

work for our money. Thank HOK!", remarked Frank. 

"Meanwhile, the situation really seems to become desolate. 

Belarus is still poorer than I have already expected it. I'm 

curious to see, when the first riots will breake out", came 

from Baumer, who appeared a bit tipsy now. 

"Riots? You can't foresee such things, Alf!", answered 

Wilden. "However, I like the organization of this Artur 

Tschistokjow. In the last days, the media have almost daily 

reported about the actions of these Rus." 

"We should try to make contact with them. Maybe we can 

work together", suggested Frank. 

"Hmmm?", muttered Wilden thoughtfully. "We could do it. 

Nevertheless, it is very dangerous. We just don't know 

these people and I don't want some GSA agents running 

through our village tomorrow." 

"I just thought...", returned Kohlhaas. 

"If we would really contact them, for example on the 

Internet, we should do it together with HOK, because he 

knows the necessary security measures", answered the 

village boss and also took another beer. 

"Well, I'm interested in this group too", said Alf with a grin. 

"Damn! Just be careful! This can make us a lot of problems, 

boys. Let's ask HOK", meant the former businessman with 

a serious look. 

Three days later, in the last week of April, Frank and Alfred 
went to HOK, the computer specialist of Ivas. It was noon 
when they knocked on the door of the dilapidated house, in 
which the talented computer scientist resided, and it took a 
while until they heard signs of life from the hallway. 
"Who's there?", it resounded through the front door. 
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"It's us! Frank and Alf. Hurry up, buddy!", called Kohlhaas 

and pounded against a shutter. 

"Hach! Calm down, guys!", heard the two visitors. Then the 

door opened with a faint creak. 

"What's going on, HOK? You have dark circles under your 

eyes. What happened?", quipped Alf. 

The plump computer expert yawned and blinked at the two 

men. 

"Oh, nothing! Yesterday, I just have been in front of the 

computer screen, for some hours. Can I help you?", huffed 

HOK. 

"May we come in?", asked Frank demandingly. 

"Oh, yes! Sure!", muttered the computer expert and went 

into the house. 

Frank and Alf followed him. After a brief stay in the kitchen 

and a few cups of coffee, HOK accompanied them to his 

office which was traditionally cluttered with all kinds of stuff 

and numerous boxes. In the middle of the room was a table 

with a big computer on it. The two guests told HOK their 

wishes and the wayward man sullenly promised to help 

them. 

"Okay, but I must eat something at first!", growled the fat 

guy and went into his kitchen, while the hum of the 

computer became louder. 

A few minutes later, HOK jumped into the sea of datas, 

swimming like a happy fish from one illegal website to the 

next. The world of cyberspace was his element, and once 

he had entered it, he quickly felt well again. 

"Look at this! Here they are!", whispered the freak, after he 

had found the website of the freedom movement. 

A white flag with a black dragon's head appeared on the 

screen and the slogan "Freedom for Belarus!" lit up in big 

letters. Now, HOK's fingers danced with breathtaking speed 

over the keyboard. Frank and Alfred were amazed. 
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..Contact. . .register. . .login", he whispered. 

HOK registered at the Russian website and explained: "I log 

in from Korea, he, he!" 

"Have fun, buddy!", remarked Frank, perking his dark 

eyebrows up. Baumer just grinned. 

..Send message!", said HOK silently to himself and a second 

later, the email was on its way. 

..Hello, 

We are a political group from Lithuania that also fights 
against the World Government. Please answer us, so that 
we can arrange a meeting." 

„Okay, now we'll wait...", spoke Kohlhaas. 

"Very good, HOK! Thank you!", said Alf. "We will only 

communicate with this organization from your computer, 

everything else would be a too high risk." 

"Security on the Internet and elsewhere in the vastness of 

cyberspace is uncle HOK's specialty!" 

The portly man smiled proudly and turned the computer off. 

"We go now. Call us, if you have received an answer", 

Frank told him. Finally, he and Alf left the house. 

"Yes, all right!", gasped HOK, shuffled into the kitchen, ate 

some bread and read a thick book full of science fiction 

stories which he had ordered on the Internet, for the rest of 

the day. 

The prospect to meet some rebels from the neighboring 
regions and the thought of working together, spurred Frank 
and Alf to learn some more English and Russian. For things 
like this, there was only one truly competent partner in Ivas, 
Thorsten Wilden, the village boss. On the next day, 
Kohlhaas got up early and immediately went to Wilden's 
house. In addition, there was also Thorsten's daughter 
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Julia, who Frank wanted to invite for dinner in the next days. 

Actually, she was even a more important reason to show up 

at the Wildens. The leader of the rebel base was proud that 

his extensive language skills were on demand once more, 

and immediately started to teach Frank in Russian. After the 

lesson, they talked for a while. 

"I'm not sure, perhaps these Rus are just a bunch of idiots", 

said Wilden. 

"Well, I don't think so. We'll see whether there is a 

response to our email. What's the worst that could 

happen?", returned Kohlhaas. 

"Anyhow, let's wait and see", said the village boss and 

waved his young friend nearer. "Have I already shown you 

my new library, Frank?" 

The young man shook his head and followed Wilden into an 

adjoining room which had obviously been renovated only a 

few weeks ago. Large bookcases were everywhere around 

him. The gray-haired man rummaged in some boxes that 

were stuffed with books to the brim, and put a few more 

titles to the others. 

"Not bad!", said Frank, still surprised, and gaped. He had 

never seen so many books in his whole life, because people 

of his generation did not read very much anymore. 

"If you want to borrow something, you just need to come 

and ask", spoke the village boss. "The books are even 

ordered by topic. History, politics, economics and so on..." 

"That's exactly the right thing for the cold winter months in 

Ivas. I will remember your offer. However, when it gets dark 

that early, I sleep worse", told Frank. 

"Oh? Really?", asked Wilden and was puzzled. 

"Yes!", returned his young pupil. "I think, it's probably the 

aftereffect of my captivity in that holo cell. Nightmares, sleep 

disturbances - all that kind of stuff." 
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The head of Ivas looked around quizzically. Now he had no 

longer an appropriate answer. 

"You will survive it, my boy!", he just said. 

"Where is Julia?", asked Kohlhaas then. 

"Probably in the living room, with her mother. I have been in 

the office or in the library all day", explained Wilden. 

"Well, see you tomorrow!", replied Frank, turned around and 

went downstairs to find Julia. 

The young man smiled and cleared his throat, as the blonde 

woman came towards him. 

"Hi, Frank! I can't believe it - my father has let you go", 

joked Julia with an astonished look. 

"So to speak! He really has a beautiful book realm!", said 

Kohlhaas, searching desperately for a good topic to talk 

about. 

"Yes, Mom and me see him even more rarely now", 

muttered Julia. 

"I can imagine. Eh, I must go back home, Alf is waiting. We 

have to repair something. I just wanted to ask if you would 

visit me for lunch?", remarked Kohlhaas. 

"Sure! Why not? Nice idea! And when?" 

The young man hesitated, while Julia looked at him with an 

expectant look, starting to grin. "On Tuesday. Towards 

evening. I will cook something..." 

"Something?" 

"Eh, yes..." 

"Okay! I will come at 19.00 o'clock!", answered the daughter 

of the village boss with amusement and seemed to enjoy 

Frank's nonplus. Kohlhaas left the house and was glad, that 

his beloved had accepted the invitation. 

On the following day, Frank and Alfred visited HOK again. 
The email had been answered by a "Sergei". Presumably, 
this was not his real name. A little later, they went to Wilden 
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with the printed out message. The village boss fetched a 
Russian dictionary from the bookshelf and prepared himself 
to translate the short text. Finally, he read aloud, while his 
younger friends listened eagerly. 

"Thank you for your message! 

We are pleased that you are interested in the Freedom 
Movement of the Rus. Before we can meet, we ask you for 
a telephone call. Please call 0131/4458930. 

Greetings 

Sergej" 

A short silence followed and Wilden scratched his grizzled 

head - brooding. His guests looked at him quizzically. 

"Well, can you establish an untraceable and secure 

telephone connection for us, HOK?", asked the village boss 

the computer scientist. 

"Of course! This is my standard program!", replied the 

computer freak. "Just follow me!" 

They went to the stocky man's house and sat down in his 

office. Wilden grabbed the phone, because his Russian was 

the best - by far. HOK switched on the speaker. 

For half a minute a monotonous hooting echoed through the 

untidy room, then they heard a voice at the other end of the 

line. 

Wilden immediately started talking at breakneck speed and 

the two interlocutors exchanged their opinions about some 

basic things. The village boss did not tell the man at the 

other end, from where he was calling. After half an hour, 

they had finally arranged a meeting on 02.05.2033 in 

Vitebsk. The stranger asked Wilden to call him again in two 

days to get further informations. Then the conversation 
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ended. Wilden briefly summarized the content of the call for 

the others and looked expectantly at them. 

"And? What do you think?", he wanted to know from his 

fellows. 

"Sounds good, Thorsten! I think, it would make sense to 

look for some allies in the neighboring regions. Belarus is 

not far away from us", said Alf. 

"Maybe you Ye right, but Tm still a little undecided. The 

name of our village must remain a secret! A top secret, got 

it?", stressed Wilden with a straight face. 

"Yes! Sure!", answered Frank sullenly. 

"Who of us will go to the meeting?", asked HOK and gazed 

at his guests. 

"I will go! No question!", meant Wilden. 

"Yes, and the whole thing is interesting for us too. After all, 

we're not here for fun", said Baumer to Frank and nodded at 

him. 

"Okay, I also want to meet those Russians", remarked 

Kohlhaas. 

"Then we have to wait until they tell us more details", said 

Wilden. "This guy on the phone seemed to be all right - just 

a frist impression..." 

Shortly afterwards, the men left HOK's house and went 

back home. Frank and Alfred were full of expectation, 

hoping that the meeting, if it would really take place, would 

not disappoint them. 

"I just hope that these guys are not a group of teenage 

pseudo-revolutionaries", commented Frank at dinner. 

"I don't think so, because the reports about them on 

television were very encouraging", returned Alfred. "Finally 

we will see what happens. If they are idiots, we just walk off 

and they never see us again." 
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The next days passed fastly. Today it was Frank's task to 

present Julia the promised dinner and the young man had to 

show himself from his best side. Moreover, he had finally 

decided to win her heart, although he was no expert for 

"women's stuff' and love was still an unknown territory for 

him. Nevertheless, Frank tried everything to please his 

beautiful, female guest. He had cooked spaghetti and 

presented them his beloved with a big smile. 

"Ah, that looks delicious!", said Julia and seemed to look 

forward to her meal. 

Frank took a true mountain of noodles from the steaming 

pot in the middle of the table and looked shyly at the blonde 

woman. 

"Does it taste good?", he asked a few minutes later. 

"Yes, really. Very tasty!" Julia grinned. 

Now Frank filled his plate with noodles too, and immediately 

started to smack. Shortly afterwards he noticed his loud 

smacking and cleared his throat. Julia just smiled. 

"We can go to Raseiniai, if you like. It is not far from here. 

Eh, there is a cinema", suggested Frank. 

"You're welcome. The main point is that we get out of this 

boring village. Yes, a good idea. Do you want to watch a 

specific movie?", she asked. 

"Uh... well. ..yes. ..don't know. Any film is okay. There is a 

new film called "The Slayer - Angel of Death"... seems to be 

interesting...", murmured Kohlhaas. 

"What's that for a movie?" 

"Eh, nothing, forget it. Maybe this film is nothing for you. We 

should watch another movie, Julia", diverted Frank. 

"Sounds like some kind of horror film..." 

"Well, probably a bit of horror..." 

"I don't like these movies, Frank! Let's watch something 

else", said the blonde. 
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"Okay!" 

"Where is Alf tonight?", she finally asked. 

Frank pondered. "He is in Steffen de Vries' cafe, together 

with Sven. I think, they want to play skat." 

"Can I have a bit more salt, Franky?" 

"Yes, of course!" 

Kohlhaas jumped up immediately and hurried to the 

cupboard. Then he desperately looked for the small salt jar. 

"Wait! It must be somewhere here...", he muttered quietly. 

Julia opened her beautiful eyes and giggled. "Yeah, all right! 

Don't panic! It's not that important..." 

"Damn! It is Alf s fault that I can't find this stupid salt jar. 

That idiot!", growled Frank silently and came back to the 

kitchen table. 

They chatted for a while and he enjoyed the nice evening 

with Julia. She apparently liked his spaghetti - more or less. 

A few days later, they drove to the cinema in Raseiniai and 

watched a "weepie", as Frank called it. But the content of 

the movie interested the young rebel not very much. The 

main point was, that Julia was sitting next to him. From time 

to time, he looked at the blonde woman with a hasty glance, 

admiring her beauty. After the film, she gave him a farewell 

kiss on the cheek and Frank walked back home with a 

happy smile and even dreamed of her in this night. 

Artur Tschistokjow stared at the screen of his laptop, which 

illuminated the otherwise dark room a little bit. 

"Group from Lithuania? Thus...", he muttered, narrowing his 

eyes to slits. 

"What do you think, Peter?" 

"I've never heard of such a group. Sounds strange!", replied 

his friend suspiciously. 
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"We have had so many new members in the last months, 

but an entire group has never made contact to us before", 

said Tschistokjow quietly. 

"Do you really want to meet them? Maybe it's a trap!" 

"What's the worst that could happen? Yes, perhaps it is a 

trap - or not. We are always in danger of being trapped." 

Peter took a deep breath and seemed to be not very 

enthusiastic. Then the strong man with the reddish-blond 

hair answered: "But most of the new ones come to us after 

they have been recruited by men we already know. This 

thing is much more different, Artur!" 

"I know that too. But I think, we should risk it. We need 

many more supporters, otherwise the movment will always 

crawl around on our current level." 

"Okay, then let us meet this "group". But I will come with you 

- and some armed men too!" 

"No, you'll lead the movement in my place, if it is a trap and 

they catch me! Got it?", hissed Tschistokjow. 

"Don't say such things...", muttered Peter testily. 

"One of them has called me yesterday, and we have chosen 

a meeting place, I will tell him now, that we confirm!" 

A minute later, the leader of the underground group sent 

HOK a short email and finally informed the recipient that he 

was definitely willing to meet them. Then the rebel from 

Vitebsk turned around and stared at his longtime 

companion. 

"You know, old boy, we are following a path that will bring 

us either victory or death one day. They can catch us every 

day. I don't want to lead a small group of malcontents. I 

want to build up a revolutionary mass movement. 

We have big plans, and have to reach the workers in the 

factories, the officials and even the sane policemen. If we 

want to do this, the eternal game of hide and seek will 

become more and more difficult anyway. Let's hope that the 
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social situation in this country will bring us the chaos we 
need. This is our only chance to succeed." 
Artufs best friend puffed quietly and twisted his mouth. He 
did not give an answer and stared vacantly into space. 
Tschistokjow was right, and Peter Ulljewski knew it. 
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Conspirative Meeting 



Frank Kohlhaas, Alfred Baumer, Thorsten Wilden and two 

other men from Ivas were waiting on a secluded parking lot. 

Meanwhile, it was 22.00 o'clock and it was getting dark. 

They had driven to the outskirts of Vitebsk in the northwest 

of Belarus, and had parked their car next to an vacant 

building. The men peered across a long road which led 

directly to the parking lot. 

"Well, it's 22.00 o'clock now- these guys are not punctual", 

growled Wilden, staring at his digital watch. 

"I just hope that the are okay, that's the main thing", said 

Alfred. 

Martin Steinbacher, one of the two young men who had 

accompanied them as an escort, gasped nervously and 

moaned. 

"Stay calm!", whispered Frank, looking at him and fumbling 

for his gun which was in the pocket of his coat. "It must be 

them!" 

From a distance, they saw the headlights of a car flashing in 

the night. Someone was driving in the direction of the 

meeting place. 

"Ah!", said Wilden and seemed to become fraught. 

The vehicle came nearer with a quiet hum. It also seemed 

to transport five men, whose outlines could be recognized 

behind the car's windows. Then it finally stopped and a tall, 

blond man with a long gray trench coat got out first. Four 

other men followed him, looking grimly around. They were 

dressed completely in black. 

The blond man, Artur Tschistokjow, came to Wilden, after 

he had correctly identified him as the leader of the five 

strangers, and shook his hand. 
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"Menja sawut Artur Tschistokjow", he said with a smile. 

"Priwjet, Thorsten Wilden!", answered the village boss and 

looked friendly at the Russian. 

"Could we speak English, Mr. Tschistokjow?", asked Wilden 

and nodded. 

Meanwhile, the other men had come closer and introduced 

themselves too. Frank and Alf had calmed down and 

welcomed them. 

"Speak English? Yes, all right!" 

"Thank you, Mr. Tschistokjow!", said Wilden, while the blond 

Russian suddenly grinned. 

"Tij njemez?", he asked then. 

"Da, ja njemez!", replied the village boss, grinning too. 

"Choroschow! Then I will try to speak in German!", returned 

the leader of the freedom movement and perked his 

eyebrows up. 

"Good! Tm pleased. You can speak German, Mr. 

Tschistokjow! I haven't expected that", remarked Wilden 

and was amazed. 

"I can talk a little bit. It will be enough to conversation!" 

Wilden seemed to like his new interlocutor and started to 

laugh loudly. Artufs comrades were just silent and stood 

behind him like statues. 

"Why have you learned German?", asked the head of Ivas. 

"Well, Tm a big friend of the German culture. Then I have 

learned as a hobby German language", explained 

Tschistokjow and gave Wilden a wink. 

Tm sorry, that I must meet you at such a place, but it is 

because of.. .safe. ..Understand?" 

..Safety!", said Frank. 

„Yes, because of safety!", added the blond man, smiling at 

Kohlhaas. 

The conversation lasted almost two hours and soon it was 

dark. Finally, only the headlights of the cars gave the ten 
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men some orientation. The rebels from Ivas and their new 
acquaintances from Belarus were on very good terms with 
each other and had similiar political ideologies. Wilden 
showed his great world knowledge and was quite amazed, 
that Artur Tschistokjow could answer him on the same level, 
despite all language difficulties. Deep in the night, the men 
said goodbye to each other and drove back home. 
"We will stay in contact. I'm looking forward to join forces 
with you!", said Wilden euphorically and clapped on 
Tschistokjow's back. Then they disappeared. 

On the trip home, the village boss was effusive and seemed 

to have found his old zest. 

"Tell me, what you think about him?", he asked the others. 

"He seems to be a honest man!", said Frank. 

"And he knows about the backgrounds of world policy. This 

is important today", remarked Alf. 

The two younger men from Ivas just nodded and remained 

silent. 

"In Lithuania, there are also some members of 

Tschistokjow's organization. We will immediately get in 

touch with them. This would be great, right?", said the 

village boss. 

"But we won't exactly tell them, where we come from. Even 

this Tschistokjow must not know our home village. You 

always tell us to keep our mouths shut, Thorsten. And 

secrecy is the most important thing of all!", replied Frank, 

trying to cool down Wilden again. 

"Yes, yes! Of course! We tell them nothing. But I'm just glad 

to have such an organization in the proximity of Ivas. We 

can achieve a lot, if we fight together with Tschistokjow and 

his men!" 

"What doesn't mean that we become blabbers!", growled Alf 

and Kohlhaas agreed. 
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They drove through the night and reached their home 
village in the early morning hours. Frank and Alfred sneaked 
home and immediately went to bed. This day had been 
exhausting, and now they had to wait and see, what would 
happen next. Wilden visited HOK several times in the next 
days, and used his well-encrypted phone connection for 
long conversations with Artur Tschistokjow. The young 
Russian with his resolute character and the amazing world 
knowledge had already fascinated him, and while Frank and 
Alfred worked in the garden or renovated their old house, 
the village boss just invited his new acquaintances from 
Belarus - to Ivas! 

Wilden had not talked about this with the other villagers and 
had acted on his own. Soon, Artur Tschistokjow was on his 
way to the little Lithuanian village. 

"What?", screamed Frank with darting eyes and winced, 

almost falling from his chair. 

"He comes to Ivas?", ranted Alf and banged on the kitchen 

table. 

The village boss made a step back. "Oh, don't lose your 

heads. My guts tells me, that Artur Tschistokjow has a pure 

heart. I can't imagine that he is an informer." 

"You can't imagine? Fuck!", shouted Kohlhaas and briefly 

thought about smashing Wilden's face. 

"Ivas is a fucking taboo! You have spent years in building up 

this community, Thorsten. And now, you want to endanger 

us all just to show those fucking Russians your damn 

books?", roared Baumer. 

"I will take the full responsibility. Eh. ..Artur also wants to 

bring three of his men from Vilnius. For example, the leader 

of the Lithuaninan section...", explained Wilden slowly and 

became more and more insecure. 
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"The full fucking responsibility? We won't have anything 

from this if the cops come here tomorrow, idiot!", hissed 

Frank in anger. Then he left the room. 

"You bring the hangman to our village. Have you forgotten 

that the GSA is searching for that Russian?", yelled Alf, 

standing menacingly in front of the village boss. 

"Well, I'm going back home now. Don't worry, nothing will 

happen", muttered Wilden and seemed to be offended. 

"Damn! Think about your responsibility for all the inhabitants 

of Ivas, Thorsten!", grouched Frank after him from the living 

room. 

For the rest of the day, Frank and Alfred sweared and 

cursed, because of Wilden's recklessness and his eternal 

quest for self-glorification. They knew that this could lead to 

a catastrophe. 

However, Artur's visit could not be prevented anymore. The 
Russian came to Ivas, with three other men. Even Igor, a 
dark-haired, tall man with a beard in the mid thirties, who 
was introduced to them as the leader of the Vilnius group, 
was among them. 

Wilden led his guests through the whole village and spoke 
smugly about "his base". Finally he started endless 
discussions with Tschistokjow, showing him proudly some 
of "his men" and already warranted an intensive cooperation 
in the name of the other rebels. Frank and Alfred angrily 
followed the older gentleman, seething inside like two 
glowing pots. 

"This damn monkey!", thought Kohlhaas and pierced his 
eyes in Wilden's back. The gray-haired man walked forward 
and led the Belarusian visitors to his house. 
"My garden! It's nice, isn't it?", he said with a happy face. 
Now, Mrs. Wilden and Julia appeared at the front door. 
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"Artur Tschistokjow from Vitebsk and Igor from Vilnius 

and...", he explained. 

"Anatoly and Leonid!", added the blond man, friendly 

shaking Mrs. Wilden's and her daughter's hands and 

bowing to them. 

Julia stared at Frank with an annoyed glance and rolled her 

eyes irately. 

"If a donkey feels too well, he starts running on ice!"*, 

whispered Frank to her in passing and she nodded. 

Obviously, Wilden's wife and his daughter were also not all 

too pleased by the generous invitation of foreign people into 

their house. Anyway, it had happened. The former 

businessman from Westphalia led them all into the kitchen, 

where a steaming soup and a big cream cake were already 

waiting for the guests. 

They ate in silence. Only Wilden and Artur Tschistokjow 

talked cheerfully, showing each other how much political 

background knowledge they had. A while later, they left Mrs. 

Wilden and Julia and went into Thorsten's new library, 

where the landlord presented Artur his favorite books. 

"This is incredible. These books are more than rare!", 

marveled Tschistokjow and browsed in an old tome. "I have 

the same book, only in Russian." 

Wilden and the leader of the Rus talked for a while about 

their collections of literature, then Frank finally stepped in 

and asked: "Okay, now tell us about your great revolutionary 

plans, Artur?" 

The blond Russian turned around and looked for a suitable 

answer. 

"We have to. ..eh. ..one day. ..make a strike by the workers 

and make a revolution in Minsk!", he returned. 



Old German proverb 
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"Do you have weapons? Guns? Rifles?", questioned Frank, 

staring at Tschistokjow. 

"Not so many...", replied the young dissident. 

"Not so many?", aped Kohlhaas. "If we work together with 

your organization, we want to have a perspective!", 

"Yes, you can help us in Lithuania", answered Tschistokjow. 

"This may be the next step...", grumbled Wilden who still 

wanted to show his guests some more of his books. 

"Next step? Forget it! You are here and you know our 

village, Artur. Now, we will work together and I just want to 

know how!", said Frank. 

Artur and his comrades looked around, apparently irritated 

by the angry atmosphere. For a short moment, there was 

silence in the library. 

Tschistokjow was disturbed and stared at the ceiling. 

"Now tell us about the situation in Belarus, Artur! Is it even 

realistic that there will ever be an uprising? Are the people 

really that poor and discontent?", asked Kohlhaas. 

"Yes, it is getting worse. Fewer and fewer people have no 

more money, understand?", said the tall man in the 

trenchcoat. "In Russia are still more poor people!" 

"Meanwhile, most people are poor, but nevertheless, they 

wouldn't start a revolution!", remarked Alfred sardonically. 

"You have a few hundred men, right?", commented Frank 

while Artur was browsing his dictionary. 

"Yes, hundreds of men. In Russia, in Ukraine and in Baltic 

countries are members of my group", returned Tschistokjow 

and slowly seemed to become angry, because of Frank's 

doubts concerning the chances of his revolutionary 

movement. 

"You want to take over the power in Belarus? With a few 

hundred men?", joked Kohlhaas and grinned cynically. 

Artur Tschistokjow gave him back a piercing look and 

snarled quietly. 
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"Yes, maybe. ..someday... I do not know what is in the 

future!", he replied, shaking his head. 

"Do you have supporters among the Belarusian policemen 

and the officials? Or even in the administration?" 

"Yes, but not so many..." 

Wilden's patience snapped: "This is a first meeting. We will 

talk about these things..." 

Frank interrupted him. "No! We talk about it now, Thorsten! 

You have brought them to Ivas, without asking the rest of 

us! This was a mortal sin! You have told everyone to keep 

the mouth shut and now you have been the first one, who 

has broken this iron rule. Your own rule!", scolded Baumer. 

"You have called these Russians. Now they are here, in our 

village! And now I want our new rebel friends to tell us about 

their great plans to take over Belarus!", added Frank angrily. 

Wilden gasped and apparently felt a bit ashamed. His 

Russian guests were silent and looked around in 

embarrassment. 

"Well, then we want to make plans for political work", 

muttered Tschistokjow. "If you help us, I am very happy!" 

"All right! We go to my office to talk about some things", 

grumbled the village boss and waved the rest nearer. 

They went upstairs and sat down in Wilden's study. Frank 

immediately began to ask the rebel leader from Vitebsk 

further questions. Finally, they deliberated till the early 

morning hours. Then the guests went back home. 

Frank Kohlhaas could hardly sleep for the rest of the night. 
Questions and concerns still bored deep inside his mind. 
Wilden had acted more than imprudent and had 
endangered the entire community of Ivas. But a spoken out 
secret could not be catched anymore, to lock it up again in a 
cage. This was a fact. However, the village boss had agreed 
to support the small gazette of Tschistokjow's political 
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movement with a donation, so that the Rus could increase 
its circulation. Frank had urged the Russians to build up an 
armed group of members, as some kind of security guard. 
Furthermore, the Rus should infiltrate production 
complexes, in order to organize strikes one day. 
Tschistokjow agreed and promised Frank to work on all this. 
For the next weeks, the Russians had planned to spread 
their propaganda in some bigger cities of Belarus, even in 
Minsk. The distribution of newspapers and leaflets on a 
large scale, should be done by the younger members of the 
organization. 

Frank and Alfred, who had already fought in the Japanese 
war and had killed the governor of "Central Europe", told 
Artur, that they would stay away from such "childish" 
actions. Moreover, there was a too high risk for them to be 
caught by the police if they walked around, spreading illegal 
pamphlets. Wilden promised, however, to recruit some 
young people in the village to distribute Artufs propaganda 
material. 

Apart from that, the village boss used the following days to 
re-establish several old contacts with some like-minded 
business partners and colleagues from his earlier days as 
an entrepreneur. These men should support him with some 
donations. And the results of his efforts were impressive. He 
"organized" several thousand Globes in only a few days. 
Frank, Alfred and Tschistokjow were stunned. About a 
dozen young men from Ivas finally joined the freedom 
movement and Wilden's persuasiveness was once again 
successful. 

Sven, the young man, who had returned with severe 
mutilations from Japan in the last year, led the group and 
seemed to be glad to have a new task which let him forget 
his constant depressions. 



44 



In the following weeks, the young activists from Ivas were 
"on duty" in the north of Belarus, where they spreaded 
immense quantities of propaganda material in the rural 
areas. The result was a hysterical outcry of the Belarusian 
media which reacted with hate and slander on 
Tschistokjow' s newest "propaganda crime". 
The heavily understaffed police in these regions did not 
came all too often to the sleepy villages and small towns 
near the northern boder. Aside from that, the newspapers 
and pamphlets were distributed by night, so the rebels 
hardly saw any cops on the dark streets of the small 
villages. This first action lasted until July 2033. Then 
Tschistokjow visited Wilden and the others again. This time, 
his longest and best friend, Peter Ulljewski, accompanied 
him to Ivas. 

"We are planning a rally on 25th July with about 1000 men", 

said the leader of the Rus. "In Nowopolozk, near a factory! 

We are preparing it since one week!" 

Wilden cleared his throat. "A rally? A march through 

Nowopolozk? Are you insane?" 

"Insane?", asked Tschistokjow and scratched his head. 

"Insane! Crazy!", answered Alf, tapping his forehead at the 

Russian. 

"Ah, yes! No, Tm not crazy. In Nowopolozk we have many 

members and the citizens there are very angry against the 

government. There are many factories that make 

machinery, and chemical plants, and there are also other 

factories. Most factories will be closed at the end of the year 

and many citizens will not have to work any longer. The 

factory is going to Africa, where workers are cheaper to pay. 

Do you understand?" 

"I don't know this city at all. However, Tve heard that there 

are some large industrial centers. Maybe the largest in 
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whole Belarus", said Wilden, looking at the other young men 

from Ivas who had gathered in his living room. 

"In Nowopolozk all people are angry and very poor. If the 

factories are closed, many people have no more Globes to 

live no longer", said the Russian. His friend Peter nodded 

and continued to stare at the wall. 

"But you can't simply march through the streets. Whafs 

about the police?", asked Frank incredulously. 

"The police has only one station in the city. There are not 

many police officers in Nowopolozk!" 

Now Sven intervened, vehemently refusing Artufs crazy 

plan and trying to calm the others. But the leader of the Rus 

remained stubborn and said: "If we make the demonstration, 

television and the newspapers will report about us. It will be 

on TV in whole Russia, you understand?" 

Frank laughed scornfully. "Something like this is nothing but 

madness! It will end in a disaster!" 

Meanwhile, Wilden's eyes were shining and he seemed to 

have a fancy for Tschistokjow's idea. Apparently, he was 

under the spell of the young rebel. The Russian finally 

continued with further details of his plan. The rally should 

last only one hour, then his supporters should leave the city 

and disappear on their own. Shortly afterwards, Peter 

Ulljewski explained that they would come to Nowopolozk 

with a few armed men, if more police officers showed up 

than expected. This all sounded like political frenzy. 

After two hours, Frank and Alfred went home, shaking their 

heads and leaving Tschistokjow alone with the village boss 

and the others. They just had enough of the crazy ideas of 

the Russian and promised each other to stay away from all 

this - in any case! 

"Do not think that the cops let Artur and his men just walk 

through the city. He is nuts!", said Kohlhaas on the way 

home. 
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"Yes, certainly this city in northern Belarus is no fortress of 

state authority, but I don't believe that we can make our 

enemies look like fools that easy. It all will end in riots, with 

deads and casualties. I don't want to waste my health for 

such a nonsense", answered Alf and rubbed his dark beard, 

still brooding. 

"Sure! But it seems, that Artur wants to attract attention at 

any cost. He doesn't care about his own life and even of the 

lifes of his men. Well, I should not say something. I have 

been not much different from him - some time ago. He is a 

real freak", remarked Kohlhaas. 

"Of that there is no doubt. This Russian is a true fanatic. 

Just like you, Frank!", returned Alf and trudged towards the 

house. 

"If you say so, dude! Anyhow, we will stay away from Artur's 

death rally, okay?" 

"I don't intend to participate in it. Tschistokjow's freedom 

movement is still far too weak for such a provocative show 

of force." 

The two men went into the house and talked till the evening. 

Kohlhaas was once more excited because of Wilden's 

carelessness and Alf had to prove him right. But the village 

boss had already planned another surprise for them. 

Two days later, Wilden convened a meeting of all the 
villagers in a big old barn. Some men and women were still 
angry, because of his behaviour, and boycotted Wilden's 
showmanship by staying at home. Finally he had 
announced, that all young men had to go to the rally in 
Nowopolozk. Furthermore, he had already made an 
agreement with Tschistokjow, as he gruffly explained, and 
demanded that everybody should follow his orders without 
asking. Shortly afterwards, a minor riot broke out among the 
villagers. 
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"Who do you think you are, Mr. Wilden? You have just 

brought strangers to Ivas, what has been more than 

careless!", screamed an elderly woman through the barn. 

"She is right! Suddely some unfamiliar faces walked around 

here, and no one of us knew who these guys were. Have 

you lost your mind?", added a bearded man. 

John Thorphy, the Irishman, was fuming with rage and 

stood shortly before going for Wilden's throat: "You have 

said, no one shall know anything about Ivas. And now - this 

shit!" 

Frank and Alfred nodded, mumbling to themselves and 

whispering to the other villagers. The leader and founder of 

the community of Ivas was now confronted with the 

discontent of his fellows and became more and more 

uncertain. He had not expected so much anger. 

"First, you send my son to that damn war in Japan, and now 

you let these Russians into our village", he heard a stout 

woman shouting from the side. 

"I have not sent your son to the front! He has volunteered, 

Mrs. Muller!", he barked back angrily. 

"Yes! You have, Wilden!" 

"Quiet, everybody! You can trust me. Have I ever 

deliberately endangered you? Artur Tschistokjow is an 

outstanding man and it is furthermore time, that we start to 

fight here! We can't enjoy our hermit lifes forever!", hissed 

the village boss. 

His daughter, standing next to Frank, shook her head: "My 

father is nuts, no question!" 

"This rally is just crazy. What if some of us are arrested by 

the police or even shot down? Shall we risk our lives for a 

ridiculous demonstration in a dilapidated Belarusian city?", 

shouted one of the villagers. 

"I don't think that it will be that dangerous. Our Russian 

friends have professionally planned this rally and after one 
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hour the whole thing will be over, got it? Apart from that, the 

police presence in Nowopolozk won't be strong." 

"Really? How can you know all this, Thorsten?", complained 

Baumer. 

"This is no armed assault on a government building, but just 

a little demonstration which will attract some attention. Now 

calm down!", grumbled the village boss and stroked through 

his gray hair. 

"Anyhow, you haven't asked us, if we want this. And if we 

want a cooperation with that Tschistokjow at all!", said 

Steffen de Vries, the Belgian. 

"Wait a minute! I bought this rotten, formerly deserted 

village and built it up! Do not forget that! Without me, there 

wouldn't be a hiding place for all of you!", yelled Wilden in 

anger. 

"Let's see how long this hiding place will still be safe", said 

his daugther and looked in Frank's direction. 

"But you have not bought us!", growled Frank. "A leader is 

only proper in his position, when he shows responsibility for 

those who are led by him. But you have ignored that rule!" 

"Apart from that, you can not force us to follow you to 

Nowopolozk!", said a woman, waving her hands. 

"She is right, dad!", said Julia. 

Her father looked at her insultedly, pushing his thin lower lip 

upward. For several seconds he hesitated and was silent. 

"I fed up with your crazy ideas too, Thorsten!", hissed his 

wife Agatha in the background 

"Well, I will go to the rally! Who is courageous enough to 

march through the streets of Nowopolozk for just one hour, 

might contact me. The others can pull up weeds in their 

gardens or scavenge the street in front of her houses! What 

has become of you? A horde of little Babbitts?" 

Wilden left the barn, loudly cursing and ranting. The meeting 

was over. 
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But the former businessman was as stubborn as his new 
Russian friend, and it lasted only a few days until he started 
a new campaign to convince his fellows to come with him to 
the rally. 

Again and again, the older man talked insistenly to the 
young men of Ivas and did not even stop in front of Frank 
and Alfred. He stressed the importance of a resistance on 
the spot, and advertised the Freedom Movement of the Rus 
as good as he could. Three long weeks, he laid siege to 
Frank and Alfred and finally he succeeded. The two men 
promised to accompany him to the demonstration in 
Nowopolozk. Annoyed and tired of the eternal arguing, they 
agreed and gave up. And now, still more young men 
followed the village boss to Artufs rally. He had enforced 
his will with ruthless tenacity. 
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Rally in Nowopolozk 



Artur Tschistokjow had expected about 1000 people, to 
come to his first public demonstration, and his men had 
drummed up business for the event for weeks. Already in 
the early afternoon of 26.07.2033, hundreds of mainly 
young people had come to Nowopolozk, in order to protest. 
Until the beginning of the event at 15.00 o'clock, finally over 
4000 supporters and sympathizers joined the crowd. 
Three days before the rally, the local authorities had 
received a message and had called together all available 
policemen in the inner city of Nowopolozk. When they saw 
how many men and women had come out of the trains, and 
what great number of people was still coming by car, they 
nervously called for back-up from Vilnius, Minsk and the 
other cities. It should become an eventful day. 
Frank, Alf, Wilden and John, the Irishman, arrived at 
Nowopolozk at 14.00 o'clock. Three further cars from Ivas 
followed them, coming via other access roads to the city, so 
that they did not form a too long and conspicuous 
motorcade. The trip to Nowopolozk was uneventful and 
when they finally reached the city, they could already see a 
big crowd of people with flags and large banners from a 
distance. 

The policemen, who had taken up position in some side 
streets, did not dare not intervene so far, to avoid an early 
escalation. John Thorphy parked his car near the meeting 
point and Frank and the others walked fastly in the direction 
of the protesters. Then Artur Tschistokjow recognized them, 
waved them nearer and shook their hands with a broad 
smile. 
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"Welcome, my friends!", he said. "I am delighted that you 

are here. Come still more of you from Ivas?" 

"Some more are on their way...", answered Wilden briefly 

and started to grin. 

"You have said, however, about 1000 people would come 

today. But there are many more!", said Frank, looking 

impressedly at the Russian rebel and the crowd behind him. 

"I did not think that so many people would come to 

Nowopolozk. And many more from my group will still 

come!", returned Tschistokjow proudly. 

"Don't be too enthusiastic, buddy! The number of cops 

around us seems to increase...", muttered Alf quietly. 

"The whole thing will end at 16:00 o'clock. Until then, 

hopefully, there will be just these few cops in the side 

streets. And they won't do something!", reassured them the 

village boss. 

Frank remained silent for some minutes and watched the 

men and women, who had gathered here today. He had 

never participated in a demonstration and it was, although 

the young man had had a lot of excitement in the last years, 

a great feeling to be part of a protesting crowd like this. 

Kohlhaas looked forward to shout out his rage about the 

World Government, despite a subliminal sense of worry, 

that some legions of heavily armed policemen would 

suddenly pounce on them. Even if he had to shout in 

Russian, he would shout - at the top of his lungs. 

"It's better to mum!", advised Wilden. "The cops are making 

photos of us and will evaluate them afterwards. If they can't 

hold us back today, they will try to identify and catch us after 

all this." 

Frank, Alf and the others masked themselves with black 

scarves and put on sunglasses. Furthermore, they wore 

baseball caps or even balaclavas. Wilden was right, the rally 

would be filmed and photographed by the security forces, 
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lurking in the side streets around them. Most of the others 

had already masked themselves too, as Frank recognized. 

There was no other chance for the protesters. 

Who was clearly identified by the police as a participant of 

an illegal demonstration, could expect some really big 

problems in the near future. However, Artur Tschistokjow 

did not mask himself at all. His face was already well 

known, and he had moreover planned to deliver a short 

speech today. Apart from that, he even wanted to be seen. 

This rally was supposed to make him and his organization 

famous. 

"Have you seen any camera crews or reporters?", asked 

Kohlhaas the village boss. 

"Not yet! But they media won't ignore this. Wait and see, my 

friend!" 

Tschistokjow walked through the crowd again and shouted 

some instructions at his followers. Frank could recognize 

Peter Ulljewski between some young men and saluted him 

from afar. The sturdy Russian smiled, pointed at the pistol 

on his belt and appeared belligerent. Meanwhile, more and 

more people came from all sides and Tschistokjow started 

to convoke the clusters of people, standing around, to from 

a long line. 

"I just hope that we come out of this city again, and 

everything runs smooth", said Frank, looking nervously at 

Wilden. 

His green eyes carefully probed the vicinity, but it really 

seemed that no further police forces would arrive at 

Nowopolozk today. 

"I think that Artur has planned this rally cannily. The Rus 

have posted scouts at the major access streets to the city. 

They will warn us, if more cops come from outside. He has 

at least explained it to me this way", answered Wilden. 
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Apparently, he was that impressed by the young Russian, 
that he totally gave him credit for the perfect planning of an 
illegal demonstration. 

The rally started. A command was yelled and hundreds of 

men and women started moving forward. The rebels from 

Ivas remained at the end of the long line of protesters, 

marching through the streets of Nowopolozk. Alongside 

them were some tall Russians with guns, Tschistokjow's 

new guardsmen. The leader of the Rus intended to lead his 

followers from the city center to a densely populated estate 

of prefabricated houses, about two kilometers away. There 

he wanted to deliver his speech. 

The demonstrators walked slowly through the streets, 

waving a lot of Russia and dragon head flags which were 

officially banned by the Medschenko regime. Someone 

shouted slogans into a megaphone. Meanwhile, the dragon 

head had become the symbol of the freedom movement. 

It had been designed by Artur Tschistokjow himself. A white 

flag with a black dragon's head to commemorate the 

founders of Russia, the Varangians or Rus. The symbol was 

referring to the dragon heads of their Viking long boats. 

The marching crowd repeated the slogans with a furious 

screaming. It was so loud, that Frank's ears hurt after a 

while. 

"What are they yelling?", he wanted to know from Wilden 

now. 

"Freedom for Belarus! Down with Medschenko!", explained 

the former businessman and smiled at him. 

"Okay!", muttered Kohlhaas and looked around. Finally, the 

men from Ivas joined the shouting and repeated the 

Russian slogans in a strange gibberish. 

Shortly afterwards, they marched through a rundown 

shopping center and some citizens hailed them. More and 
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more people came out of their houses and applauded 

loudly. They laughed and shouted something in Russian. 

Frank could only understand "Artur Tschistokjow". 

A little later, they turned into another street and marched 

towards a gray estate of prefabricated houses. Frank saw 

the outlines of shabby, huge apartment blocks above the 

heads of the screaming protesters from a distance. 

"God bless Ivas! This quarter is more than ugly", he said to 

Alf. 

"What?", asked Baumer who could hardly understand his 

own word. 

"Ivas is much more beautiful than this ghetto!", shouted 

Kohlhaas in his ear. 

"Yes, you Ye right!", answered his sturdy friend, looking 

around in disgust. 

Then the demonstrators stopped yelling, while many people 

opened their windows and screamed something for their 

part. Some of them even hung out the Belarusian flag or 

joined the mass. The long worm of men and women had 

finally reached the second rallying point. 

Ugly apartment blocks surrounded them now. The mass 

formed a giant circle, while Artur Tschistokjow gave some 

instructions. Frank, Alfred and Wilden made their way 

through the crowd and walked to the front ranks. The leader 

of the freedom movement took a bullhorn and started his 

speech with a booming voice. 

"What did he say?", asked Frank the village boss again. 

"He has introduced himself to the people as the coming 

liberator of their country", said the gray-haired man. 

"That's what I call pride...", muttered Kohlhaas. 

"What did you say, Frank?" 

"Nothing, it's all right!" 
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"He promises the people to give them work!", thought 
Kohlhaas. "This must sound like music in the ears of these 
poor guys." 

Tschistokjow' s voice surged like a hurricane through the 
streets and he passionately gestured with his hands, while 
his supporters cheered and applauded as loud as they 
could. Now dozens of people streamed out of their 
dilapidated apartment blocks and joined the crowd. The 
impassioned speech of the young politician lasted half an 
hour and finally ended with a thunderous applause. 
Meanwhile, about hundred policemen had gathered at the 
end of the street. They behaved guardedly and Artur asked 
them to make the way free for the return march. Some of 
the Russians threatened them with pistols and rifles, but the 
officers just stepped aside and allowed the demonstrators to 
pass. 

„He has said one hour! Now, it's a quarter past four, 

Tschistokjow shall end this rally immediately!", nagged 

Baumer. 

"Just wait and stay cool! He will end it in the next minutes", 

said Wilden annoyedly. 

The procession of protesters marched slowly back towards 

the city center and their chants echoed from the dirty walls 

of the apartment blocks around them. 

"Look! The number of cops increases", said Frank and felt 

his inner tension rise. 

As the crowd reached a square with a big fountain in its 

middle, a murmur went through the ranks of the 

demonstrators and the long human worm suddenly stopped. 

A group of policemen had surrounded the area around the 

square and further officers were waiting in some side 

streets. Slowly it became uncomfortable. Artur Tschistokjow 
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yelled something from the front of the procession and his 

followers became increasingly restless. 

"What's up now?", shouted Frank, while Wilden grabbed his 

arm and pulled him back. 

"Artur has just said that the rally is over! All shall go home 

now!", translated by the village boss. "And he has asked the 

police, to allow his men to leave the city in peace..." 

Suddenly, a police officer shouted a response into his 

megaphone. Artur Tschistokjow answered him in the same 

way. Meanwhile, Frank tried to look at the front rows and 

was bouncing nervously up and down. 

Finally, the crowd moved on and reached the police cordon. 

A police chief shouted some warnings at the protesters, 

while more and more of his colleagues appeared in the side 

streets. 

"They should let us go. Otherwise, some people will die 

today!", muttered Baumer. 

Frank told his comrades from Ivas to prepare for a possible 

confrontation. Wilden had already become pale. His trip to 

Nowopolozk seemed not to be that funny as he had thought 

at first. A group of young Russians roared something at the 

police, then the situation got out of control. Weapons were 

drawn and Artur Tschistokjow gave his guardsmen the order 

to attack the policemen, because they still tried to block the 

way of the demonstrators. 

Some shots could be heard and the crowd ran forward with 

a loud scream. Frank and the others could hardly stay on 

top of things in the outbreaking chaos. Screams resounded 

around them and the outnumbered policemen started to 

flee. Some of them still fired a few shots at the 

demonstrators, but finally they withdrew. 

Over 4000 people rushed forward now, completely 

disorganized and some of them ran into the side streets as 

fast as possible to get away. The rebels from Ivas struggled 
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through the crowd and tried to identify Tschistokjow 

somewhere in the excited mass, while Frank heard several 

shots in the distance. 

"Let's get away from here, run to the cars!", shouted Wilden 

nervously and hurried past a group of Russians. 

Frank and the others turned into a side street and took their 

weapons. There was nobody. Apparently, the policemen 

had fled and were waiting for reinforcements. The Russian 

rebel leader had already disappeared in the crowd and had 

probably taken a different escape route. 

Soon after, Frank, Alf and the rest reached their cars and 

drove away with roaring engines. Behind them, they saw a 

group of protesters, also jumping into their vehicles. 

"Damn! These motherfuckers are waiting for us!" 

Baumer pointed at some policemen who were standing on 

the street, excitedly waving their hands. 

"Stop! Stop!", they yelled, while John Thorphy stepped on 

the gas. 

"Drive on!", shouted Frank at the Irishman, who raced 

towards the officers with screeching tires. 

Wilden tried to keep his head down and was gripped by 

sheer panic. Meanwhile, Kohlhaas had rolled down the 

window and fired several shots at the cops. One of them 

collapsed with a loud scream. Then the enraged officers 

fired back, while the shabby car came nearer and nearer. 

"Down!", shouted the Irishman and two bullets hit the 

windshield above their heads and shards of glass rained 

down on them. 

But the car did not stop and was still dashing 

straightforward. Suddenly the police officers jumped to the 

side with a loud cry. Some bullets banged against the rear 

of the vehicle, while it shot across an intersection at full 

speed. 
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"Shit! We must get out of this damn city now!", grumbled 
Frank and wiped off some small flinders from his pants. 
Wilden fumbled on his DC-Stick with sweaty fingers, while 
John Thorphy hit the gas and drove at breakneck speed 
across a wide main street, ignoring several red lights. 
"Now right, and then there must be a feeder road out of 
Nowopolozk!", groaned the former entrepreneur, whose 
nerves were raw. 

They finally reached the feeder road, left the city and drove 
away as fast as they could. After they had left Nowopolozk 
behind themselves, the came to a larger freeway. 
Roadblocks had not been set up by the police yet, because 
the most cops were still in the inner city. 
"Give it to me!", said Frank and grabbed Baumefs machine 
gun. He loaded it, while a cold wind whistled through the 
broken windshield. 

"If the cops try to block the road somewhere, I will give them 
some little gifts - some bullets!", muttered Frank, staring at 
the street. 

But nothing happened anymore, on that day. Outside of 
Nowopolozk, the underpaid local police officers had just 
been overwhelmed by the whole situation. They had not had 
enough time to block any streets or to roll back the 
protesters. 

As Frank later learned, about 200 demonstrators, who had 
not left the city center in time, had been arrested. Three 
police officers and about a dozen protesters had been 
wounded or even killed after the rally. All in all, the 
demonstration had been a success, and the reinforcements 
had finally come almost two hours too late. Furthermore, 
Artur Tschistokjow and the other rebels from Ivas had 
escaped the police. The leader of the Rus had disappeared 
in the chaos and some of his supporters brought him out of 
Nowopolozk a few days later by night. 
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"Ha! That was brilliant!", said Wilden and enjoyed a sip of 

vodka. 

"Well, I don't know. Artur's demonstration of power has 

been successful in any case, I have to admit", returned 

Frank and looked thoughtfully at the village boss. 

"Nevertheless, five protesters have been shot by the cops!" 

"Nobody has dared to do something like this in the last 

years. No doubt, it was a great thing. I'm curious what the 

news will show us", said Wilden proudly and seemed to feel 

like a young revolutionary again. 

"John is certainly less enthusiastic, because of his 

destroyed windshield", muttered Kohlhaas. "And his car has 

some bullet holes too." 

"Oh, the windshield! So what?", laughted Wilden. "This is kid 

stuff. He can repair it..." 

"Thank God that he has previously exchanged the license 

plates. The car has surely been filmed somewhere", added 

Frank and switched on the television. 

"Don't you think, that they can track our way back to Ivas, 

Thorsten?", worried Baumer. 

"No, they won't find us. Keep your head, Alf!", answered 

Wilden and continued drinking. 

As expected, the rally in Nowopolozk was the main topic 

in the evening news. The Belarusian television showed 

some pictures of masked protesters and also the short 

gunfight with the police, while the journalists screamed 

bloody murder. 

Even sub-governor Medschenko expressed his sorrows and 

pointed out that the authorities would now proceed more 

decisively against Artur Tschistokjow and his organization. 

Finally, the excited reporter went to the police chief of 

Nowopolozk and demanded an explanation from him, 

because of the deficient preparation of his men on the illegal 

demonstration. The man just stuttered something in front of 
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the camera and gave the impression, as if his days as 
police chief of the industrial city were already numbered. 
At last, television showed a reward poster of 
Artur Tschistokjow and asked the people for informations, 
where he could be. Frank and the others could not resist a 
sardonic grin. This time, apart from the fact that they had 
taken a lot of risks, they had beaten the powerful in the sub- 
sector "Belarus-Baltic". 

While the media proudly spoke of a "series of arrests", the 
rebels hoped that all this had been factored in by 
Tschistokjow, and that the detainees would not tell the 
police any important things. 

But they were wrong. The Belarusian police treated the 
prisoners with sheer brutality and forced their unfortunate 
victims to give them a lot of new informations about the 
Freedom Movement of the Rus. Furthermore, the local 
officers were supported by foreign GSA agents who were 
mostly successful with their ruthless methods of 
interrogation. Some of the men they had caught, were never 
seen again. 

Soon, the authorities knew that Tschistokjow was living in 
Vitebsk and scoured the city for him to the last corner. But 
only Peter Ulljewski and a very small number of Artufs 
closest friends knew, where the dissident hid. Nevertheless, 
he moved to Pinsk, for safety reasons, where a discreet 
sympathizer of his organization had rented an apartment for 
him outside the city center. 

In the next weeks, the young politician came several times 
to Ivas to work on his illegal Internet sites with HOK's 
assistance. Wilden and he "conspired around" and 
organized one publicity campaign after another, while the 
young men from Ivas were sent out to Belarus to distribute 
leaflets. Meanwhile, the underground newspaper of the 
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freedom movement had almost tripled its circulation. And it 
was the same with the number of supporters of the 
organization. The intelligently constructed "cell system", 
whereby each local group received only limited 
informations, had safed the organization from major 
damage yet, although the police was arresting new 
suspects almost every day. 

Meanwhile, Frank and Alfred tried to stay away from any 
political agitation, leaving it to Wilden and the young people 
who were eager for new activities after the thrilling rally in 
Nowopolozk. The village boss really flourished in these 
days, and soon felt like a true commander. His 
organizational genius and his comprehensive knowledge 
helped Tschistokjow in many situations and when the month 
of August came to an end, the Freedom Movement of the 
Rus had become a much more "punchy" organization. 
Moreover, Tschistokjow' s men had infiltrated a number of 
industrial complexes to prepare strikes and to raise the 
workers against the government. 

The group of armed guardsmen for special events and 
rallies had been restructured and was much better 
organized now. Even more weapons had been stockpiled 
for the future. 

In addition, the propaganda machine was running at full 
speed and Wilden was pumping a lot of money into it. A 
small "secret service" had lastly been established by 
Tschistokjow and him which kept an eye on suspicious and 
not trusty members. 

Wilden, however, was some kind of "PR manager" and 
reformed the whole propaganda concept of the movement, 
changing the content of leaflets, newspapers and flyers in a 
way, that even the mass of the people could understand 
everything. 
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"Effective propaganda explains a difficult topic with a few 

words!", said the village boss. 

Besides, he and Artur Tschistokjow wrote a varied program 

with clear claims and political goals for rebuilding the 

country and overcoming the social crisis, which had driven 

countless Belarusians into poverty. Matsumoto's policy 

partly served them as a model. 

Moreover, the village boss told his Belarusian friend that the 

supporters of the freedom movement would need some kind 

of uniform to give them a recognizable look at 

demonstrations and rallies. Finally, they chose gray shirts 

and black trousers. 

The symbol of the organization, the black dragon's head on 

a white background, was designed much more eye-catching 

and Wilden even changed the flag of the Rus by adding two 

red stripes at the top and bottom of it. 

In the meantime, Artur Tschistokjow had written an open 

letter that was sent to all police stations in the country, in 

which he apologized for the riot in Nowopolozk, stressing 

that his movement would see "a brother in every honest 

Russian policeman". 

On the new leaflets was basically a photo of him and he 

was introduced to the readers as the coming "liberator of 

Belarus" - or even as "last hope for the people." 

It had been Wilden's idea to build up some kind of "leader 

cult" around Tschistokjow, because the mass of the people 

did not identify with abstract political programs, but with a 

single person who represented them. 

"An angry crowd is helpless without a man who leads it. It is 

never able organize itself on its own. Furthermore, it can not 

be convinced by arguing, because crowds are always driven 

by instincts and emotions. This is the first rule of every 

revolution! 
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Moreover, the crowd is not able to think objectively. It thinks 

only in categories of "good" or "evil", "black" or "white" - and 

so on. Our propaganda must consider this, if it wants to be 

successful. Artur Tschistokjow is always right and good, the 

World Government is always evil and wrong. This is the first 

rule of propaganda! 

A true revolutionary movement does not want to change a 

wrong system, because it can not be changed. It always 

wants to destroy and replace it! We shall never make 

compromises and we shall never tolerate the wrong faith! 

Our faith is the only true faith! Our truth is the only truth! 

Therefore, the first principle of a revolutionary movement is: 

"Thou shalt have no other gods before me!" 

Without considering these maxims, we will fail. They have 

always been valid and will always be vaild!", lectured 

Wilden. 

Tschistokjow tried to follow these rules and especially 

among the young men he found more and more supporters, 

who joined his organization. 

The harvest had begun in Ivas and the young men and 

women had worked for days on the fields around the village, 

in order to take as many fruits from the soil as they could for 

the winter. Today the were working on the farm of the 

Westermanns, who cultivated potatoes. 

"Do you really think that Artur Tschistokjow will ever be 

successful?", asked Frank, panting and digging out a thick 

tuber. 

"Well, he just impresses me. He can talk to the people like a 

real leader. I would say, he is a born leader!", said Sven and 

wiped the sweat off his disfigured face. 

"Yes, the demonstration has been impressive, but it is 

nothing but a little stitch for the system", answered Kohlhaas 

soberly. 
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"I have already been on the road with the other activists, 

several times, and we have distributed leaflets and so on. 

Artur has really grown in popularity, even if the media 

constantly slander and berate him as a madman or even 

terrorist", replied the blond man who obviously enjoyed it, to 

be a part of Tschistokjow's movement. 

"Don't chat about politics - work!", said Julia Wilden with a 

charming smile behind them. 

"Yes, Hasi! We work hard since hours!", returned Frank and 

winked at her. 

Sven cleared his throat and looked with his remaining eye at 

him, then he continued: "When I was in Minsk with the 

others, we have met some activists from St. Petersburg. In 

Western Russia are already a few cells of Tschistokjow's 

organization - as they have told us. Believe me, this man 

spins his threads everywhere and he has a lot of 

underground contacts to Russia and the Ukraine. He is a 

genius!" 

"I think he is very clever and also courageous, but a 

rebellion always needs a bang. If you know what I mean?" 

"No!", answered Sven. 

"It must go a jolt through the masses. An event that makes 

them very upset and awakes them. One thing, that brings 

the anger to overflow - a new tax hike or something like 

this..." 

"But millions of people are already very poor. They have 

hardly a Globe in their pockets anymore. Two months ago, I 

have been with the others in Minsk. The city is rotting! 

Thousands of beggars fill the streets. Many people are 

hungry and find no more jobs...", elucidated Sven puzzledly. 

"Yes, but they have not the courage to stand up, because 

they think that they can't achieve anything alone. And some 

of them still have enough money to live and they would 

never take a risk which could ruin their life. 
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Believe me, every rebellion needs a ignition spark. 

Probably, the time has not come yet", said Kohlhaas. 

Sven murmured: "Maybe you Ye right. But until then, we 

must preach Artur' s ideology to the people. We must give 

them a new hope - and this hope is called Artur 

Tschistokjow!" 

"Well said, my friend. He also seems to be your hope", 

joked Frank, eyeing a rotten potato. 

"Yes, he is!", returned the blond man 

"How do you do, beside that? What's about your 

depressions? Can you handle them?", Frank suddenly 

asked and his words pierced into Sven's tender spot. 

The young man hesitated for some seconds and twisted his 

mouth. He looked, as if someone had simply removed half 

of his facial skin. His remaining eye turned to Frank and 

stared at him. 

"Well, just look at me, then you got the answer. I am 

crippled, but I try to accept it. I have not fought in Japan, 

where they have smashed my ass, to give up the fight now, 

Frank. Apart from this, I have nothing to lose!", opined Sven 

with a sad face. 

"All of us are nothing but outlaws! Some of us have visible 

wounds, others have crippled souls - like me. You will 

overcome your pain, and I will overcome it too. Just visit us 

in the next days and we'll have a booze. That's a good 

idea, isn't it?" 

"This is always a good idea!", replied Sven, smiling. 

Frank clapped the young man on the back and carried a 

sack of potatoes into the storage room behind the house of 

the Westermanns. 

Meanwhile, Artur Tschistokjow had planned a major event in 
the northwest of Belarus. He had chosen a barely inhabited 
village near Maladziekna and hoped that the police would 
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not bother them too much. Wilden was excited and tried 
once more to convince the other villagers to come with him 
to the meeting. Most of the young men from Ivas, and even 
their families, were eager to follow him. They had great 
expectations, because Tschistokjow had promised them an 
unforgettable day. 

Frank and Alfred were still unsure, whether they should 
attend the meeting. Meanwhile, Wilden's permanent 
planning, arranging, conspiring and his open cooperation 
with Artur Tschistokjow and his men, worried them more 
and more. 

"If the Russians constantly go in and out here, then Tm 
curious, when the first GSA agents will visit us", said Frank 
and Baumer nodded. 

"Wilden only talks about Artur and the coming revolution. If 
the cops get wind of it, we can ask Matsumoto for asylum 
one day. Maybe the authorities already know about our 
sweet little village..." 

"If this ever happens, we should hope that we have a 
revolution tomorrow, even here in Lithuania. Otherwise it 
could become very uncomfortable", grumbled Kohlhaas. 
The two men went into the living room of their shabby house 
and sat down on the old, tattered couch. Alf booted up his 
laptop and examined the website of the Freedom Movement 
of the Rus. Then they watched their latest videos. Some 
Russian activists had filmed the demonstration in 
Nowopolozk and had made something like an own video 
review. The video had already over 200000 hits. 
"Anyway, they are pretty active!", mumbled Baumer with a 
touch of respect. 

"Look at this! They spray slogans on some walls!", Frank 
pointed at the bottom of the screen. 
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Another video showed a group of graffiti sprayers in a foggy 

night in Minsk. A masked man waved his hand before the 

camera. 

"Artur Tschistokjow gives you work and freedom!", 

translated Alf quietly. 

Other videos were about members of the organization with 

black hoods, distributing leaflets in an estate of 

prefabricated houses. 

Frank grinned. "For some of these guys, it probably seems 

to be some kind of adventure!" 

"But a damn dangerous adventure!", returned Alf. 

"They are daring, these Russians. I somehow like it", said 

Frank. 

Suddenly someone knocked on the door. The two men 

startled and ran into the hallway. It was Wilden. Frank rolled 

his eyes. 

The village boss told them with great enthusiasm about the 

preparations for the next event. Sven and about 20 other 

young men from Ivas had driven to Minsk to support the 

Rus again. They wanted to stay there for another week, said 

Wilden, and was proud of the young activists. 

"Yes, yes! We will come with you, Thorsten. Please no more 

lectures...", interrupted him Frank and smiled at the older 

man. 

"I knew it! Distributing leaflets and spraying on walls is just 

below your level, I know this. But this is also a part of the 

political struggle", said the former businessman and tried to 

flatter Frank and Alf. 

"We can't be constantly at war - like in Japan. And Tm 

damn happy about it", answered Kohlhaas soberly. 

"If there would ever be one here, Td know where my best 

soldiers are! You are the elite of my men!" 
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"Yes, Thorsten. You say it three times a day", grumbled 

Baumer, perking his eyebrows up. 

"I just wanted to annotate..." 

"Okay! We will still watch this freedom movement for a 

while. If we decide to join Artufs organization one day, we 

will do our best. You know that!", remarked Frank. 

"Sure!", answered Wilden impatiently. "So you will come 

with me to the rally?" 

"Hell! Yes!", groaned the two. 

The leader of Ivas nodded and turned on his heel. Then he 

went to the front door, opened it and left the house. 

"It will be a great thing! Believe me!", they heard Wilden 

shout from the street. 

"He is the world's biggest gadfly!", moaned Frank. 
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Great Speeches and New Problems 



It was a cold morning and light drizzle came from the sky in 

thin threads. Frank and Alfred reached the village center, 

where they were already expected by dozens of men and 

women. Wilden hastened to welcome them. He grinned 

broadly and waved them nearer. Julia followed him. 

"We're ready! You can drive with me!", he said and shook 

the hands of the two men who still looked bleary. 

Now the other villagers went to their cars too. The group of 

young men from Ivas, which was led by Sven, had already 

left the village to met Artur Tschistokjow and his comrades. 

Tm really curious about all this!", whispered Frank, 

following the village boss to his car. Alf yawned and said 

that he wanted to have a nap during the trip to Schtewatj. 

"At least, Julia is here!", thought Frank and looked at the 

blonde woman, who also did not seem to be well rested. 

Michael Ziegler, a shy young man, who had shirked the 

military mission in Japan, drove with them. Frank sat behind 

Wilden, together with Julia on the backseat. Finally, they 

started their trip to Schtewatj, where they expected a great 

event. 

"Are you happy to come with us, Julia?", asked Kohlhaas 

the pretty blonde. 

"We will see...", she muttered. "My father says, it will be an 

impressive day." 

"He always says that...", replied Frank, clapping on Wilden's 

shoulder. 

"You will love it! Artur has mobilized a lot of people!", said 

the village boss and started to whistle silently. 

His daughter just grinned. Meanwhile, Frank gaped at her, 

preoccupied in thoughts, admiring her long, slender legs, 
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quickly looking out the window again, when the young 

woman started to smile at him. 

"You seem to like it, don't you, Franky?", she joked and 

opened her blue eyes. 

"Uh, yes, yes! I am already looking forward to the. ..rally...", 

he stammered awkwardly. 

"I hope, that we won't have as big troubles as in 

Nowopolozk!", moaned Baumer and closed his eyes to doze 

for a while. 

"No, that's just unrealistic. This is a quite rural area, far 

away from any bigger cities. I don't think that the cops will 

harass us there", said the village boss confidently. 

"Nevertheless, I have a queasy feeling about it", remarked 

Julia and Frank had the want to hug her for a short moment. 

But he checked himself and behaved. 

"We will protect you, so don't worry!", he said then. 

She just nodded and looked quietly out the window. Frank 

was bemused and stared at her narrow, red lips which 

trembled slightly as the car jolted over a badly paved road. 

Her profile was glorious, thought Kohlhaas, like a statue 

from ancient Greece, with an aristocratic, long face, a 

pointed chin and a well-shaped nose. Julia looked like the 

prototype of a nordic goddess. 

"Hmmm...", hummed Frank, beholding her with mouth 

agape. Suddenly, Julia turned to him. 

"What's up?", she asked. 

"What? Nothing! I just pondered. ..about the rally. Let's see 

how many comrades will. ..uh... come. Important is that... it is 

important that all men come...", explained the young man 

nervously. 

"Yes!", was her short answer. Wilden's daughter made her 

lips to a thin, red line and still looked out the window, 

ignoring Frank. Her father started to whistle again and 

lectured at this time, for once, not about world politics. But 
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today, he had still a lot of opportunities to talk about his 
favorite topic. 

The trip to Schtewatj lasted almost seven hours. Sometimes 
the car drove over ruined streets full of weed, which was 
sprouting between the large cracks and holes in the asphalt. 
They drove past Minsk and finally reached an abandoned 
rural region. Here, the roads were nothing but muddy, long 
paths. Eventually, they came to a small village. 
Anyway, Frank had somehow enjoyed the trip. He had 
never been in Julia's proximity that long and had tried to 
use the opportunity for longer conversations with her. He 
had often talked about politics. Thorsten Wilden, Alfred and 
Michael Ziegler had talked about nothing else too, but the 
young woman had soon had enough from their revolutionary 
plans and had tried to find a more interesting topic - without 
success. 

Sometimes Alf had briefly turned around, grinning 
ambiguously at his friend. But this trip was not the right 
occasion to flirt with Julia, especially since her father was 
the driver of the car. However, Wilden had only one thing on 
his mind, as always - politics! 

The village streets were over and over clogged with people. 
Hundreds, even thousands of visitors had gathered here, 
and the fields around the village were full of cars. 
"My goodness, what a crowd!", called Wilden and drove the 
car slowly through a group of friendly smiling men. 
"The show starts in one hour...", said Alfred eagerly. 
The large number of people almost looked like a small 
army, and Frank rapturously stared at the growing mass 
around him. Soon after, they parked the car next to a field 
road and walked to the venue, a large meadow with a big 
stage. A rock band played here and some Russian youths 



72 



were dancing pogo and yelling loudly. At some distance, 

they could see a group of Tschistokjow' s guardsmen who 

wore gray shirts and black trousers. Apparently the new 

dress code had already gained acceptance. A few of the 

uniformed men had rifles and watched out for suspicious 

people who joined the crowd in front of them. 

Wilden called Tschistokjow on his cellphone and the tall, 

blond man came to them after a few minutes. He happily 

welcomed the Germans and shook their hands with a broad 

smile. 

"That's great, isn't it?", said the Russian proudly. 

Wilden was more than impressed. "Yes, this is amazing, 

Artur!" 

"Amazing?", Tschistokjow was puzzled and seemed to think 

about the meaning of the word. 

"This is just great!", explained Frank, still smiling. 

"Ah, yes! This is the biggest meeting of our freedom 

movement that ever was!" 

"How many people have come here today?", asked the 

village boss. 

"I think 7000 people, perhaps even more...", replied the 

Russian. 

"Gosh!", exclaimed Baumer enthusiastically. 

Artur looked at him quizzically. "What does this mean 

again?" 

"This is great!", translated Frank with a grin. 

"Ha, ha! Yes! Very great, my friends! Today is a big day for 

our organization", said the blond man. 

The politician finally walked away and went to another 

group, while his friends from Ivas decided to glance around. 

Some Russians eyeballed them carefully. Obviously, not 

everyone of Artur' s men liked non-Russian guests. But the 

most of them had nothing against Germans or other people 

of European descent. Frank, Alf, Wilden, Julia and Michael 
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soon stood in the middle of the crowd, eyeing the venue a 
little more closely. Some members of the freedom 
movement were selling T-shirts, flags and CD's at some 
stalls. 

Somewhere, a group of young people was singing a 
Russian song and the raspy voice of the singer of the rock 
band could still be heard in the background. It was a 
tremendous bustle and more and more new guests still 
came to the little village. Now Tschistokjow could be 
recognized between some Russian activists, looking at his 
German comrades and waving them nearer. 
"This is Viktor from Grodno! He is one of my best men!", 
explained the leader of the Rus. 

A young, athletic man who probably was in the mid- 
twenties, bowed politely and shook their hands. He even 
winked at Julia and said, "It is nice to meet such a beautiful 
person today!" 

The young woman smiled and immediately blushed. Frank 
perked his eyebrows up and gave Viktor an angry look. 
"Thanks!", breathed Julia and smiled at Viktor. 
"I must speak with a few other people. See you soon, my 
friends!", said Tschistokjow and disappeared again. 
Viktor remained. He was talking to Julia, in English. She 
giggled quietly and seemed to be quite impressed by him. 
The rebel from Grodno was undoubtedly handsome, Frank 
had to admit this, deep inside. His light brown hair easily 
hung over his steel-blue eyes and his body was tall and 
thoroughly fit. He looked like an Olympic athlete. 
Viktor finally took Julia to the side, and even told her that he 
wanted to introduce her to some of his friends. A moment 
later, she had disappeared with him in the crowd. 
Frank tried to dissemble his feelings, but this scenario did 
not please him at all. 
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"What does this guy want from Julia?", he asked himself, 

turning his head to look at Alf. 

"Come on, let's walk around a bit", said Baumer, while 

Frank pulled a face. He tried to discover Julia somewhere in 

the crowd, but he had lost sight of her. 

Shortly afterwards, the rock band left the stage and the 

people moved together. A man in a gray shirt checked the 

functioning of the speakers, then Artur Tschistokjow went to 

the microphone. 

He was welcomed with a deafening applause, while dragon 

head banners and Russia flags were waved. The dissident 

politician immediately started to speak, in front of over 7000 

men and women. 

Tschistokjow was not nervous, to the contrary, he beheld 

the cheering crowd and was sure that his struggle had not 

been in vain. This event was only a small victory, but a first 

one, as he thought. 

Meanwhile, Frank, Alf and Wilden stood in the first rank, 

looking up to the leader of the Rus, who delivered his 

speech with passion. 

"You must translate it!", said Kohlhaas to the village boss. 

"Yes, no problem", returned Wilden. 

Now, Tschistokjow spoke with a powerful voice and a loud 

murmur went through the audience. He introduced himself 

to the many new supporters of his organization, thanked 

them for coming and evoked the unity and strength of the 

Rus. 

Then he promised his followers that the Belarusian 

revolution would come in the near future, and that the 

traitors in Minsk would soon lose their power - as Wilden 

translated. The crowd was clapping. 

"He is profoundly persuasive...", remarked Kohlhaas and the 

village boss looked enthusiastically at the stage. 
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"He is a brilliant speaker! I love listening to him", said the 

former businessman, gazing in abstraction at the Russian. 

Tschistokjow attacked the Medschenko government with 

bitter words and explained his audience its crimes against 

land and people. He furthermore promised that the old 

Belarus would be born again one day, what his supporters 

liked to hear. 

"This is our land! We don't want any foreign troops here!", 

Frank could understand. Again, a thunderous applause 

surged across the large meadow. 

The leader of the Rus became more and more enraged 

now, and electrified the crowd like a true propagandist. Men 

and women were hanging on Tschistokjow' s every word 

and were cheering still louder. 

After an hour, the speech was suddenly interrupted by a 

loud rotor noise. Three police helicopters were circling 

above their heads and the crowd was shaken by 

nervousness like a herd of animals. Some guardsmen 

pointed their guns at the sky and threatened the helicopters 

which were apparently filming the participants of the event 

and the parked cars. Tschistokjow vigorously called his 

followers to order, and asked them to ignore the 

provocation. 

Frank ducked and pushed his black cap even deeper into 

his face, then he put on his sunglasses. Hundreds of people 

around him also began to mum. 

"Oh, great. I was already wondering that no cops have 

noticed all this yet. Such a big event, it is impossible to keep 

it a secret", whispered Kohlhaas. 

"The Belarusian cops won't dare to attack a crowd like this, 

Frank. Not here in this rural area. They just film us...", 

muttered Baumer, hiding his face behind a black scarf. 
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"It is enough if they just collect new informations by filming 

the people and the license plates of our cars. Tm afraid that 

some guys here will be visited in the next days and weeks." 

"Our license plates are just fakes...", said Baumer. 

"Yes, I know, but I don't think that everyone here has taken 

the same precautions!" 

"Don't worry! The Belarusian cops are just underpaid and 

listless idiots. This is "Eastern Europe" - not "Central 

Europe". Tm not afraid of those morons...", remarked 

Wilden confidently. 

After a while, the police helicopters just disappeared and 
Tschistokjow continued his speech with the usual 
enthusiasm. He called his supporters up, not to be 
intimidated and to remain steadfast in the face of "state 
terror". 

For a further hour, he preached his doctrine to the listeners. 
Then he finally finished the rally. The singing an old patriotic 
song which Tschistokjow had made to the official anthem of 
his freedom movement, several weeks ago, ended the 
event. All Rus waved their flags, cheered and went back 
home then. 

Frank and Alf did not see the politician again for the rest of 
this day, because he immediately left the place, together 
with Peter Ulljewsik and some other comrades. When they 
came back to their car, Julia was already waiting for them - 
and Viktor stood smiling beside her. The handsome Russian 
said goodbye to the young woman, kissed her hand and 
finally departed. Frank gave him a black look and got into 
the car. 

"Where have you been all the time?", grumbled Kohlhaas at 
Julia. 
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"I was walking around with Viktor and some of his friends. 

He is so hilarious. Unfortunately, he can only speak 

English", she chirped and looked pleased. 

"What a pity...", returned Frank. 

"Yes, you should get to know him. He is so funny, and soon 

he wants to visit us in Ivas." 

"What?", gasped Frank and almost exploded. He could not 

believe his ears. 

"Well, he wants to become acquainted with all of us..." 

"He wants to...? Good for him!", muttered Frank, staring 

straight ahead through the windshield. 

An endless line of cars was clogging the muddy road in front 

of them, and now they could only drive at snail's pace. 

Wilden decided to use the extended break and explained 

everyone, even those, who did not want to hear it, the 

political importance of today's event. He spoke of the 

"growing power of Tschistokjow's movement", the 

"revolutionary potential" and the "cowardly state authority". 

Baumer saw things differently and started to argue with the 

village boss. He was suspicious enough to be able to guess 

that the police had just used another strategy today, by 

filming the rally. The Rus had openly shown themselves and 

the helicopter had made enough pictures that the police 

could start a new wave of arrests in the next time. 

Frank did not care about all this, for now. He felt deeply 

offended, because he had waited for Julia the whole day, 

like a silly boy. Already now, he found Viktor as sympathic 

as a frostbitten toe. Finally he did not talk with her for the 

rest of the trip, not a single word, just trying to ignore her, 

fuming with rage. 

The visitors from Ivas reached their village without any 
problems, because they had avoided to drive on any 
freeways or important routes. This had indeed taken a lot of 
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time, but had finally saved them from police checks. 
Other participants were less fortunate. Several dozens of 
cars had been stopped by the police in the area around 
Schtewatj and soon the frist Rus had found themselves in a 
giant trap. The officers had never had the intention to attack 
over 7000 partly violent and armed supporters of the 
freedom movement directly, and had just waited till the 
crowd had dissolved again, to catch one Rus after another 
on the roads. This was much easier for them. Smaller 
groups of cars had been stopped by the cops, and hundreds 
of men and women were brought to jail. But this was only 
the beginning. 

While Wilden and the leader of the Rus still believed that 
they had beaten the often listless appearing authorities once 
more, the police stroke back now - in a way, they had never 
expected. Meanwhile, GSA agents, partially flown in from 
the administrative sectors "Central Europe" and even "North 
America", propelled the Belarusian police and supported 
them in their fight against political dissidents. 
With the numerous car plates which had been filmed by the 
police helicopters, many young and inexperienced members 
of Tschistokjow's organization could be easily idenitfied in 
the following days. Shortly afterwards, a wave of house 
searches and arrests shook whole Belarus. Those who fell 
into the nets of the system, were confronted with long 
interrogations and even torture. 

Until end of September, about 50 cell and group leaders of 
the Freedom Movement of the Rus had been arrested by 
the police. All men, playing major roles in Tschistokjow's 
organization, were jailed for a long time or even liquidated. 
Because of this unexpected storm, Artur Tschistokjow fell 
into a deep hole of depression and anxiety. He no longer left 
his small two-room apartment in Pinsk and avoided any 
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contact to other members of his organization, except for his 
best friend Peter Ulljewski who occasionally visited him in 
the middle of the night. Now, the freedom movement had to 
face a brutal attack and seemed to be totally overwhelmed 
with the ruthless counterstrike of the system. Tschistokjow 
was soon isolated and his organization started to crumble 
without his leadership. 
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It Could Always be Worse... 



The media in the entire administrative sector "Eastern 
Europe" reported almost daily about the new successes in 
the "war on terror" against Artur Tschistokjow and his 
followers. In the first week of October, it became even more 
unpleasant. Apparently, informers had found out much more 
about the structure of the freedom movement, as its leader 
had believed. Finally, the police even located his secret 
printing office. 

Sub-governor Medschenko took the "omnipresent terrorist 
threat" as an opportunity to increase the surveillance of the 
larger cities of Belarus with more cameras and new 
scanning machines. Within just one month, the Freedom 
Movement of the Rus broke down under the massive 
pressure and became a desolate bunch of scared men and 
women. All its leaders had successfully been isolated, 
arrested or even executed. 

Citizens with secret symphaties for Artur Tschistokjow who 
still had jobs and families, retired into private life now - 
deeply shocked. 

Who had ever been at a meeting of the Rus, was hoping 
that the authorities had not noticed it, otherwise it meant 
losing the job, getting a blocked Scanchip or going to prison. 
Even Frank and the other men from Ivas were disturbed and 
scared. Wilden wailed for days and regretted his careless 
and arrogant behavior. They could only hope now, that their 
contacts to Artur Tschistokjow could not be retraced and 
that the name of their village would still remain a secret. And 
the following weeks should become a true nightmare. 
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"Damn!", cried Frank, almost falling from the old chair in his 

barely furnished living room, staring in horror at the TV 

screen. 

"Alf! Come here! Hurry up!", he shouted and breathed 

rapidly. 

Baumer sneaked out of the bathroom, where he had 

previously browsed some old magazines, yawning loudly. 

"What's up?", he asked annoyedly. 

"This morning, the city governor of Moghilev, Roman 

Khazarov, was shot in front of his house. They say that the 

killers are members of Artufs movement!" 

Alf sat down on the couch, panting, while the shrill voice of 

the television reporter echoed through the room. She said 

that three young men had been arrested by the police. Then 

television showed some pictures of a house search and 

pamphlets of the Freedom Movement of the Rus. 

"Now they have, what they needed!", moaned Baumer and 

hold his head. "The media will hype the whole thing and the 

cops will finally have a justification to fight tooth and nail 

against Tschistokjow's organization." 

"Yes, right...", answered Frank and cursed loudly. 

They went to Wilden, who had not heard of the incident so 

far. He had spent the previous part of this day with sorting 

his old books and reacted on the bad news with evident 

nervousness. 

"From now on, as they said on TV, they will execute every 

member of Artufs movement they can catch - as a 

terrorist!", said Kohlhaas anxiously. 

"They would have done it sooner or later anyway - and they 

already do so, partly. However, now they have a moral 

justification for such brutal measures against our people", 

muttered the village boss thoughtfully. 

"How many Rus actually know about Ivas?", asked Alf then, 

glaring at Wilden. 



82 



"Thus, only Artur and his closest fellows", returned the older 

man a bit uncertain. 

"And that Viktor from Grodno! Julia has told him about our 

village. Moreover, many others probably know about this 

base, because you have talked to them. I know it, 

Thorsten!", yelled Frank at the village boss. 

"Well, I could not imagine that one day...", stammered the 

man, trying to find an excuse. 

"Shit!", hissed Alf and followed Frank who was leaving the 

house. The next days were ruled by anxiety and 

nervousness, and it was unlikely that this condition would 

change soon. 

"Have you gone insane?", shouted Artur Tschistokjow and 

his voice echoed from the dark cellar up to the street. 

Peter Ulljewski held a trembling young man named Martin 

Malkin, the head of the group of Moghilev, in his strong 

hands and shook him. Then he pushed him against the gray 

concrete wall of the room. 

"We thought...", stammered the frightened young activist 

and held his head. 

"Have I allowed this?", hissed Tschistokjow. 

"No, but.. .but the cops have shot two of our men. For no 

reason!", said Malkin sheepishly. 

"Fuck! Now tell me, what has happened in Moghilev?", 

growled Peter. 

"Some of our comrades were in a pub in the inner city, 

where they got some troubles with a few Azerbaijanis. 

Meanwhile, they live in the east of Moghilev - en masse!", 

explained Malkin. 

"I know that! Go on!", interrupted him the leader of the Rus. 

"Yes, and the conflict heated up. The Azerbaijanis finally 

waited on the street in front of the pub and drew knives and 

brass knuckles, it were six of those fucking wogs. Then our 
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men came out of the pub and there was a first fight. One of 

us was wounded by a knife and the wogs ran away to call 

their friends. After half an hour, they came back with about 

30 further men. Meanwhile, our comrades had also rounded 

up some other Russians who wanted to help us against that 

scum. 

Shortly afterwards, two police cars arrived and the fucking 

cops accused our people that they were to blame for the 

dispute and wanted to instigate riots. Those damn 

Azerbaijanis could just walk away and the cops didn't touch 

them!" 

"Did the policemen knew that you are members of the 

freedom movement?", inquired Artur and nervously stroked 

through his hair. 

"No! Of course not! Some of our men were very angry about 

the behaviour of the cops and yelled something at them. 

Then followed a brief scuffle and the cops suddenly shot 

around without hesitation. My best friend was hit in the face 

and died instantly, another was shot in the stomach and 

bled to death on the street." 

"Yes, and then?", persisted Artur. 

"I haven't been there. It's just what the others from 

Moghilev have told me. However, the rest of our men ran 

away." 

"What has it to do with that Khazarov?", screamed Peter 

from the side and pressed Malkin against the wall. 

"Damn! They have killed my best friend Alexander, with 

whom I have grown up. In the following days, all of us were 

fuming with rage. Some of our younger men called for a 

campaign of revenge. Someone had to pay for all this! 

Someone who is responsible for all that shit. We had so 

many problems with the cops and these gangs of foreigners 

and..." 
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"And then you have arranged to gun down the city 

governor?", shouted Tschistokjow. 

"No! Three of our guys have made it on their own!" 

"Bloody hell!", grumbled Artur, kicking against a wooden box 

which burst with a loud crack. 

"I should shoot these idiots! Since when are things like that 

done without my permission? Since when are things like 

that done at all - by members of my organization? We are 

freedom fighters, political activists - and no terrorists!", 

hissed the blond man. 

"Now they will hunt us down like mangy dogs. Just wait and 

see!", muttered Peter Ulljewski and turned his back on the 

others. 

Artufs best friend and longtime supporter had correctly 
assessed the situation. In the following weeks, the media 
reported almost daily about new arrests and it still became 
worse. 

The three young assassins from Moghilev who had quickly 
been found by the police, were convicted in a spectacular 
show trial and finally hanged a few days later. Many 
ordinary citizens who had viewed Artur Tschistokjow as 
some kind of reformer, or even liberator, became uncertain 
now, because the media incessantly presented him as a 
leader of a "terrorist gang" or called him the "most 
dangerous maniac of Belarus". Ultimately, some parts of the 
Freedom Movement of the Rus just broke down under the 
increasing pressure and the structure of the organization fell 
into ruin. 

Meanwhile, Artur Tschistokjow had been brought to a secret 
location, somewhere in the north of the country, by his 
friend Peter. And he never left his hiding place again. 
Apart from that, the inhabitants of Ivas tried to live their lifes 
and hoped that nobody would ever recognize the true 
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character of their village. In the meantime, Frank sank in a 
state of lethargy and sadness. Soon the winter of 2033 
came over Lithuania and the first snowflakes fell from the 
sky. Occasionally, Kohlhaas asked Wilden, whether he had 
heard something of Tschistokjow, but the village boss 
always reacted with a sorrowful shrug of the shoulders. The 
only positive news came from Japan, because Wilden 
telephoned with Mr. Taishi from time to time. In the Far 
East, president Matsumoto was building up his country and 
had consolidated his reign. This was the lone little flicker of 
hope in these dark days. 

But there was one member of the Freedom Movement of 

the Rus that still came to Ivas. It was not Artur Tschistokjow, 

who was still hiding somewhere in Belarus, hoping that the 

storm would die down again. No, it was Viktor, the 

handsome, athletic leader of the group of Grodno. He 

visited the Wildens several times on his own - with a special 

interest for Julia. 

The village boss found the young man quite sympathetic, 

although he was not all too pleased if visitors from the 

outside still came to the village. His daughter, however, was 

pleased, very pleased! 

She had invited Viktor, just as she had promised it at the 

rally in Schtewatj. One day, Frank saw them talking and 

laughing loudly, when they walked through the village. He 

did not believe his eyes. 

"What the hell does that pretty boy do here?", he muttered 

silently, when Julia and Viktor crossed the street. 

In the last weeks, Frank had ignored her in annoyance, 

because of her little flirt with the Russian at the rally in 

Schtewatj. 
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"I could ask the pretty fucking boy, if he has heard 
something from Artur", he thought angrily. "But he is 
certainly not here to talk about politics. That arrogant idiot..." 
Julia saw Frank from afar and waved her hand, but the 
young man just gave her an insincere smile and went into a 
side street. 

"Stupid slut!", he hissed quietly. 

This unpleasant sight significantly increased Frank's 
depressed mood in the coming days and weeks. He spent 
the winter in his hardly heated house and rarely visited the 
Wildens. Soon, he had found the alcohol as his new best 
friend and asked John Throphy to bring him still more beer 
and vodka from his trips to the neighboring regions. 

In the bleak winter nights, Frank's nightmares often crawled 
out of the dark corners of his subconsciousness again. More 
often than in other times of the year. Sometimes, the 
strange visions which besieged Frank's skull in the black of 
night, were bizarre and vague. Occasionally, his parents, his 
sister or even Nico appeared. Apart from that, a lot of other 
confusing things distressed his mind. One vision still 
remained in his memory for many days. 
As he walked through an unfamiliar city, he saw a long line 
of people who were chained together. Men in gray shirts 
drove them forward, leading them out of the town to a large 
field. Frank walked along beside the line of people and did 
not know what to make of it. After a while, he had reached 
the end of the line and suddenly stood in front of a long- 
drawn-out stone wall. 

"Forward! The next!", yelled one of the uniformed men and 
led some of the people to the wall. 

He blindfolded them, while his comrades came from behind 
to help him. They had guns in their hands which they loaded 
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now. Finally, the men in the gray shirts formed a long squad 

column. 

"Fire!", it resounded and a volley mowed down the people in 

front of the wall. The dead were pulled away and brought to 

a huge pit, where countless corpses were already lying. 

And so it went on. Salvo after salvo broke the silence, but 

the line of people did not seem to become shorter. 

Frank looked at this scenario in horror and disgust, but the 

people, standing around him, seemed not to notice him. 

Suddenly he heard a familiar voice behind him, turned 

around and saw Artur Tschistokjow. 

"Frank, nice that you also have come!", said the leader of 

the Rus. 

"What are you doing here?", asked Frank with a trembling 

voice. 

"We have won!", yelled Artur joyfully. 

"But what are you doing?", stammered Kohlhaas 

confusedly. 

Tschistokjow clapped him on the shoulder and replied: 

"What we do? All that is necessary!" 

"I do not understand...", said the young man from Ivas. 

"Do not ask so much! Better help us! We have a lot of work 

to do!", answered the Russian. 

The rebel leader thrusted a rifle into Frank's hand. 

Kohlhaas paused and looked at him, still disturbed. An 

uneasy feeling had gripped his throat and he did not know 

what to say at all. 

"We have won, Frank! You can be happy, my friend! And 

now, finally, help us!", demanded Artur. 

Another firing command was shouted, and the sound of 

guns followed. Artur Tschistokjow disappeared again, 

leaving Frank alone with the rifle. 
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The dreamer's eyes opened wide and he let out a loud 
snort. Distraughtly, he clung to his blanket and looked 
around. "Will it all end like this?", asked Frank himself. 
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Cold Days 



While Alfred was totally drunken at Wilden's New Year's 
Eve party, Frank stayed at home - alone. Today he was not 
in celebratory mood at all. Any hope, concerning the political 
struggle and also his private life, seemed to be lost. It was a 
disaster. And this dark winter was particularly harsh. Not 
only in Frank's soul, but even in reality. A brutal cold wave 
had swept over Russia and the surrounding lands. The 
Baltic countries were buried under a thick layer of snow, 
since the end of February 2034. 

In this terrible time, thousands of homeless people and 
beggars froze or starved to death in the cities of Eastern 
Europe. And the number of those, who could not afford a 
roof over their heads and had no more chance to find a job, 
was still growing. It was similar in large parts of Europe, but 
the situation in Eastern Europe was worst. A black cloud of 
discontent came over the land, as it had never been before. 
In addition, the new year had started with a massive tax 
hike, in order to briefly fill up the ever-empty coffers of the 
sub-prefecture "Baltic-Belarus". However, a large part of the 
funds was spent to pay debts and was issued just as quick 
as it had been taken, while the "Global Bank Trust", the 
international fiscal authority, increased the pressure on the 
sector without mercy. 

Slowly, Belarus and the Baltic states became a large fertile 
soil for unrest, but Artur Tschistokjow seemed to have 
vanished. He was still somewhere in the background and 
shunned the public for obvious reasons. Instead, he wrote a 
book called "The Way of the Rus" in which he described his 
political goals. Furthermore, it was also some kind of 
biography. In this months, the young politician wrote down 
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his thoughts like one possessed, and soon his book had 
more than 1200 pages. 

And Artur Tschistokjow was willing to come back. The wave 
of persecution and the brutal destruction of his organization, 
had only temporarily demoralized him, but then his visions 
of a free Russia and his fanatical will had returned again, 
leaving him no longer time to rest. 

Meanwhile, his parents and his older brother had been 
murdered during the last great execution campaign of the 
GSA after a long time in prison. One of his comrades had 
told him about the fate of his family. It had happened at the 
beginning of the year. 

Apparently, the autorithies had allowed his relatives some 
kind of last respite before they had finally killed them, 
because they had hoped that Tschistokjow would leave his 
hiding place to search for them. But he had not been that 
stupid and after a while, his parents and his brother had not 
been useful anymore - in the eyes of the GSA. 
Artur Tschistokjow' s hate had grown to the extreme during 
these winter months, and he had increasingly become 
aware that his life would only make sense, if he would fulfill 
his political mission. Finally, he built up a rock-solid, fanatic 
resoluteness to fight now with all the consequences. Victory 
or death - this was Tschistokjow' s new credo. 

Frank, Alfred, Wilden and Sven were already waiting in 
HOK's study since half an hour, eagerly longing for the 
ringing of the phone. This morning, Artur Tschistokjow had 
contacted the computer scientist on a well encrypted line 
and had asked for Wilden. HOK had explained that he 
needed to get the village boss first, and the rebel leader had 
promised that he would call them at 13.00 o'clock again. 
"Ifs end of February! Where has this guy been all the 
time?", asked Frank the others. 
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"Don't ask me such things. But hiding has been the only 

chance for him. We should be glad that the authorities 

haven't found a trace so far which leads them to Ivas", said 

the village boss and stared at the phone. 

Now it was 13.20 o'clock, the display lit up brightly and a 

ringing ended the expectant silence. 

"Hello?", Wilden took the call with the hidden ID. 

"Thorsten, it's me!" 

"Ha, ha! You're alive! Where have you been all the time?" 

"I was hiding. I will come to Ivas. Tomorrow!" 

"Great! We all look forward to see you. When will you 

come?" 

"About 15.00 o'clock- if it's okay..." 

"Sure! See you tomorrow!" 

The elderly man hung up and happily looked at the others, 

while Frank let out a cry of joy. 

"Thank God, he is still alive!", said Kohlhaas with ease and 

sat down again. 

"If they would have caught him, we would already know it 

from TV. What do you think?", returned Alf. 

"That's certainly true! Damn, I'm just happy!", said Frank 

who rose his fist like an Olympian. 

Artur Tschistokjow bowed politely and winked at Mrs. 

Wilden who had opened the door. Then he came up the 

stairs and entered the study of the village boss, where a 

dozen men welcomed him joyfully. 

"I'm among the living. Back from exile!", joked the Russian. 

"Where have you been?", asked Frank. 

"Near Khoyniki, in southern Belarus. There, the police do 

not believe that I am. They were searching for me mostly in 

the north of Belarus!" 

"Ha, ha! Peter has organized it again, right?", said Wilden 

and contentedly leaned back in his chair. 
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"Yes, he and other friends!" 

And now? Will you continue your struggle against the 

system?", asked Sven. 

Tschistokjow paused for some seconds, staring at the men 

in front of him with a severe look. Then he answered: "Yes, 

of course! Now harder than ever! Do you understand?" 

Artur opened his briefcase and took out a huge stack of 

papers. He gave them to Wilden. 

"What's that?" 

"That is manuscript of my book, which I have written in the 

last months. It is called in German "The Way of the Rus", 

my political manifesto. You can read it, if you want. One day 

I'll let it make..." 

"Print!", added Frank, winking at Tschistokjow. 

"Yes, I will let print the book!" 

"Seems to be very interesting", murmured Wilden. "Let's 

see if my Russian is really that good." 

"The crisis of economy is growing in Belarus. It is getting 

worse", said Tschistokjow. 

"Yes, there is probably more potential for us than one year 

ago", remarked the village boss. 

"Right! Even more poor people, more problems in all the 

land!" 

"But your organization has been destroyed, hasn't it?", 

asked a young man in the background. 

"It is not broke, many structures are still there, my friends. I 

will now fight to win. No longer will I hide!", grumbled 

Tschistokjow full of bitterness. 

"They have said on TV that you have committed suicide, 

some weeks ago. The report about your death has also 

been on the English-speaking channels", said Sven. 

"Oh, I haven't noticed this...", marveled Alf. 

"But it is true. I have seen it!", returned Frank too. 
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"No, Tm still alive. Suicide? Pah! They lie! They are still 

lying on television! They have killed my parents and my 

brother in January. I know it from one of my friends", hissed 

the blond man and bared his teeth. 

Frank inwardly winced, when Tschistokjow told this. He 

knew too well, how he had to feel now. The same cruel 

calamity had come over him, a few years ago. 

"They have arrested my parents and my brother to get me 

out of hiding. Do you understand, what I mean?", continued 

Tschistokjow. 

"Yes! I know what you mean!", whispered Frank, feeling the 

burning hatred inside his mind. "They have done the same 

to me! Those fucking rats!" 

"This is our "disaster". ..in English", said Artur with a cynical 

smile. 

"Fate! This is our fate", answered Frank and nodded 

approvingly. 

"They will pay! If we ever have the power in Belarus, those 

bastards will pay! I will spill their blood! I swear it!", muttered 

the Russian with staring eyes. 

Meanwhile, the situation had calmed down a bit. At least, 
concerning the immense pressure that the authorities and 
the GSA had put on the supporters of the Freedom 
Movement of the Rus in the last six months. 
Apparently, Medschenko and his staff thought that the 
organization had completely been destroyed, after they had 
detained or shot thousands of suspects in the whole 
country. But they had not caught the head of the movement, 
and that had become an even more radical and resolute 
fanatic and revolutionary than before. Now, Artur 
Tschistokjow was ready for anything and was not afraid of 
the thought to be led to the scaffold one day. He knew, deep 
inside, that a man like him had to make his peace with God 
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early enough, before he started to walk the path of 
resistance against an almighty enemy. 
In the first week of March, Artur and Peter made their way to 
Minsk. In a suburb in the west of the city, they had rounded 
up about hundred members of the organization. It was 
Tschistokjow's first attempt since months, to gather the 
disoriented men under the banner of the dragon head again. 

Many had been beside themselves with joy, when they 
heard that the rebel leader was active again, and would visit 
them in Minsk. Finally, they met in an empty sports hall in 
the outskirts of the city. 

About a dozen men had rifles. They stared through a dirty 
window at the rain-wet parking lot in front of the building. If 
the police would dare to show up today, then some people 
would die. Tschistokjow had already said this to his men, 
because the new way should be the violent one. 
The politician briefly talked with some of the group leaders 
from the largest city of the sub-sector "Belarus-Baltic", then 
Michael Tcherezow, one of the section commanders, went 
to the speaker's desk at the and of the hall. After he had 
welcomed the activists, it was Tschistokjow's turn. The 
blond man paused of some minutes, and stared at his 
followers with a black look, feeling how a fanatical will 
began to grip his heart. Finally he started his speech and his 
pervasive voice slowly became louder. 

"My comrades! My friends! 

When we started with our struggle, a few years ago, we 
were nothing but a tiny band of barely 300 men across the 
whole country, despaired of the present and driven by 
sorrows, frustration and distress. We came from all parts of 
society with one common aim: We wanted to safe the future 
of our nation, and make it free and independent! 
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Now we are almost destroyed. We have almost been wiped 
out from history - they have just made us anonymous. The 
system has fought us with all its weapons, arrested and 
murdered our men, inundated us with lies and propaganda. 
They have tried a lot to destroy us - and obviously our 
name and our symbol have already been enough, that the 
system had to use such desperate measures. 
In our helplessness, we stand up again now. We defend, 
what is perhaps already fallen, and then we go from the 
defense to a new impetuous attack! 

Give us back our freedom! Give us back our country! We 
will not rest until the world system is dead or we are! 
We have nothing to regret and we will not give up! We will 
continue our fight! Even with more fanaticism and 
selflessness as our enemies can imagine! 
Their terror just makes us hard. And one day, we will not 
forgive! We won't give them mercy, as they have never 
given mercy to us - to us, our entire nation and also the rest 
of the world! It will be a brutal fight till death, and we are 
ready to carry this burden till the end! The time for 
compromises is over! 

I have spoken with many of our comrades in the last days. 
Some had been imprisoned, others had been tortured, in 
order to disclose more informations about me. 
However, some of our brothers had not even had the 
pleasure to be detained at all, they had been killed 
immediately. We will see them again, one day in heaven, 
and then we can hopefully tell them: "We have finally won 
this endless fight, down on earth. Now, our children grow up 
as free men and women, in a country that belongs to them! 
Who is not ready to join this fight to the last bullet, shall go 
now, and may never come back! Who loves his own life 
more than the life of our nation, shall disappear forever! 
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All the others may come with me, follow me. Even if I have 
to lead you through hell. But I know, that at the end of this 
terrible way, a new day is waiting for us! 
We will not surrender! We will not give up! They have to kill 
all of us to silence us again! And we will kill them all too, if 
the balance of power will change one day! There are no 
more compromises to make, my brothers! All that remains, 
is one single way: Victory or death!" 

Thunderous applause followed. These were exactly the 
words, Tschistokjow's men wanted to hear. At least, most of 
them. A few of his comrades, however, were disturbed, 
because Tschistokjow radiated an uncanny resoluteness 
and a fanatical willpower on this day. His words seemed to 
sound pathetic and exaggerated, at first sight, but he meant 
them deadly serious. 

The leader of the Rus spent the rest of the month with a 
tireless journey through all major cities of the country, where 
he summoned his followers, hammering the principles of the 
new phase of his struggle into their heads. 
Many of his former comrades had left the organization, but 
those who had remained loyal to him, were sworn to the 
new, hard way with almost insane stubbornness. Now 
Tschistokjow wanted to take the gloves off, and make his 
organization to a mass movement. Meanwhile, the 
economic situation had dramatically deteriorated and now it 
was time to harvest. However, this harvest should become 
bloody. 

In Ivas, life went on as always. Artufs visit had built up the 
morale of the villagers and Wilden stayed in close contact 
with the Russians. The group of young men under the 
leadership of Sven, which had supported the Freedom 
Movement of the Rus in the last months, became once 
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more active and soon all were enthusiastic again. In the 
rainy April, they started a new publicity campaign for the 
Rus with feverish eagerness in Lithuania and Belarus. 
Sven's group left Ivas for weeks, to help the Russian 
comardes in several cities. 

But Frank and Alfred observed Tschistokjow' s return to the 
political stage still from the distance, and only visited some 
smaller meetings of his organization. 

At the end of April, Artur Tschistokjow led a rally through the 
streets of Brest. About 1000 of his followers came and 
marched through downtown for an hour. There were heavy 
clashes with the police and two dozen people were killed. 
One week later, the men of the freedom movement 
appeared with about 300 men in Pinsk, in front of a factory, 
in order to encourage the workers to start a strike. Two 
spontaneous protest marches followed in Slutsk and 
Begoml. 

The media reported nationwide about the re-appearance of 
Tschistokjow and the authorities stroke back with arrests, 
interrogations and even executions. This meant that Artur 
finally ordered his followers to use violence as well now. In 
return, two newspaper editors, who had been loyal to the 
regime, were shot by masked men on open street in Minsk. 
Furthermore, a judge who had sentenced several Rus to 
death, was killed by an unknown hitman a few days later. All 
in all, many desperate Belarusians were impressed by the 
courage and resoluteness of Tschistokjow, and the ranks of 
his movement slowly filled up again. His decision to accept 
the challenge, to fight a brutal and completely overpowering 
system, even caused some admiration among a part of the 
Belarusian policemen. When his men eventually managed 
to march through three towns simultaneously, the media 
gave the Rus more attention than ever before. In reverse, 
the rebel leader publicly shouted out his claims and 
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attacked the Medschenko government with hard words. And 
this was more than uncomfortable for the regime. 
Now, tens of thousands of people got to hear unpleasant 
truths, the media had always kept under wraps. 
Medschenko and his politcal staff were openly exposed and 
their crimes became public. The most Belarusians who 
heard Tschistokjow's speeches started to think and in some 
parts of the country, the television propaganda had more 
and more problems to convince people of the "evil character 
of the freedom movement". 

Apart from that, the Belarusian industry collapsed in spring 
2034, in an dimension, nobody had expected before. Tens 
of thousands of Belarusian workers lost their jobs, whole 
factory complexes were closed and outsourced to other 
countries. In return, the food prices and fees continued to 
increase. A dark cloud of wrath was subliminally pulsing in 
the minds of many people, and there was no hope that the 
social situation would become better in the next years. 
Moreover, a growing number of Belarusians had a violent 
aversion to the non-European foreigners, the Medschenko 
government had brought into their country. So the tensions 
between the native Russians and the immigrants increased, 
especially in the bigger cities. Criminal gangs from the non- 
Russian parts of the old Soviet Union, Anatolia or even 
Africa were still flooding the country and became a talking 
point, because of robbery, murder, drug trafficking and other 
crimes. Some neighborhoods in the larger cities of Belarus 
had meanwhile become dangerous ghettos full of poverty, 
crime and violence. The explosive mood in the country 
heated up, inching its way towards a big explosion. 

"We're going to demonstrate in every bigger city in the 
country now", said Tschistokjow and took a sip of tea. 
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Today they had met in Frank's house. Wilden was also 

there and had brought a map of Belarus. Warm sun rays 

came through the kitchen window and lit up the old, still 

dilapidated room in a pleasant light. 

"And you want to hold a rally here?", asked Frank, pointing 

his finger at Verkhnedvinsk, a small town near the 

Lithuanian border. 

"Yes, I start in the north of Belarus and then go to the south, 

till the border of Ukraine", explained the leader of the 

freedom movement confidently. 

"But then, the authorities will always know, where you will 

appear next...", said Baumer, still puzzled. 

"What's about Minsk?", questioned Frank. 

"They shall know it, no more hiding. In the small towns are 

only a few policemen and we will be more and more people. 

Then there will be a confrontation! So what?", remarked 

Artur grimly. 

"And Minsk?", returned Kohlhaas. 

"In Minsk, we will not demonstrate. It's too dangerous! Not 

even in the other very large cities, such as Vitebsk, Gomel 

and so on..." 

Artur furthermore explained some details of his plan. He 

wanted to callenge the power of the system at first in the 

rural regions of Belarus. Wilden liked the idea and praised 

the resoluteness of the young politician. Nevertheless, 

Frank and Alfred were still not completely convinced of 

Artur' s ideas. 

On 05.03.2034, the Rus started with a first protest march in 

Verkhnedvinsk, a sleepy little town with barely 15000 

inhabitants in the north of Belarus. About 2000 men could 

be rounded up by Tschistokjow, who delivered a speech 

which lasted over two hours. 

The response of the population was enormous and the 

politician was welcomed by many people as a liberator, 
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while the small number of policemen abstained from 
attacking the protesters and just filmed the rally from the 
distance. This was an initial success. 
One week later, the Rus marched through the streets of 
Disna. Sven and the other young people from Ivas had 
distributed thousands of leaflets around the town and had 
earned a lof of sympathies from the farmer's families who 
were fighting for their livelihood here. Finally a rally with 
over 800 people followed. Frank and Alfred were also there 
this time. Again, everything went smoothly, because the few 
cops avoided another confrontation with the Rus. 
Two weeks later, there were demonstrations in Kobylnik and 
Dokshitsky in the northwest of the country. The rallies took 
place simultaneously and one of them was led by 
Tschistokjow himself, while the other had been organized by 
Michael Tcherezov from Minsk. 

A total of about 3000 people had come to both events. In 
Kobylink, it finally came to a first clash with two squadrons 
of the regional police. An officer and three demonstrators 
were shot, dozens of protesters and policemen were 
wounded. Furthermore, some Rus were arrested this time. 
At the beginning of June, Artur Tschistokjow made a last 
demonstration in Lepel, a rundown town in the south of 
Vitebsk. Frank and Alfred accompanied the march of about 
1000 men and women as armed guardsmen. It all went 
quiet and the Rus earned much sympathy from the 
inhabitants of the city. 

After that final event for this month, the leader of the 
freedom movement disappeared for some weeks and 
continued to work on the inner structure of his organization. 
Occasionally, he came to Ivas and discussed various things 
with Wilden. Meanwhile, the restless Russian dissident had 
found a new, secret printing office for his newspaper and 
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published the paper, with Wilderfs financial assistance, in 
an increasing circulation. 

Apart from that, his movement had recovered during the last 
months and was growing again. All new members were now 
definitely obliged to appear at meetings and rallies with gray 
shirts and black trousers - to demonstrate the unity of the 
Rus. Finally, Tschistokjow even published his book "The 
Way of the Rus" which he had written during the winter 
months. 

He sold it not only to his followers who were eager to read it, 
but also sent it anonymously, in printed form or as electronic 
file, to thousands of senior officials, police chiefs and high 
rank administrators to give them a closer look on his 
worldview. 

The media immediately reacted on the campaign and 
warned the people about Tschistokjow's "delusions" and his 
"poor piece of workmanship, full of hatespeech and deceitful 
propaganda". 

Nevertheless, he had some success. During the next rally in 
the small border town of Surazh, some of the few police 
officers, who observed the march of over 4000 
demonstrators, were unusually friendly and behaved 
conspicuously courteous. Even Frank and Alfred were 
impressed by the bold appearance of their Russian 
comrades and flanked the crowd this time again as armed 
guardsmen. One day, as they hoped, also a part of the 
underpaid and frustrated Belarusian policemen would join 
their movement. This would really be a great thing. 
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Special Forces Frank 



"Slowly the whole thing takes shape", said Frank with a 

smile and turned to Alf. Baumer gleefully took another sip of 

ice cold lemonade, agreed without saying a word and 

looked across the square in the middle of Ivas. 

"Do you want to have another baguette?", they heard from 

behind. 

"Yes, please!", answered Frank. 

It was Steffen de Vries, the Belgian. Today, the two men 

had sat down in the new and only cafe of their little village. 

Steffen de Vries, the sprightly Fleming, had opened it last 

month. The chubby, cheerful man had converted one of the 

old, empty shops in the center of the village into a makeshift 

cafe. Next to them, there was another shop, in which the 

Belgian with the reddish beard and the broad cheeks sold 

all sorts of useful odds and ends. 

Steffen gave Frank a small plate with a steaming salami 

baguette on it, and Kohlhaas expectantly opened his eyes. 

Then he almost devoured the delicious food like a hungry 

python. 

"You have become a real entrepreneur, right?", he said, 

loudly smacking . 

"Yes, the cafe has been a good idea, hasn't it?", answered 

de Vries. 

"Does it run?", joked Alf. 

"Well, the Dreher family has already been here today. With 

their four children", retorted the Fleming and grinned. 

"Better than nothing!", remarked Frank. 

"I won't become a millionaire, but I like my job...", added 

Steffen and disappeared again. 
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Frank's eyes wandered across the squalid village square. 

Between the cobblestones, weed was sprouting out of every 

crack. The old church, opposite the cafe, had still more 

fallen into ruin in the last years and the memorial stone in 

the middle of the square was still overgrown with all sorts of 

scrub. 

"We should clean up a little bit here, and whip our village 

into shape", said Frank. 

"Yes, you can suggest it to Wilden", replied Alf. 

"Too bad, that the church is just crumbling, actually it's a 

nice building. Perhaps we should restore it", commented 

Kohlhaas. 

"Hardly anyone in Ivas needs an old church!" 

"We could make a nice meeting room of it. What do you 

think?" 

"Okay, if you like..." 

"I will speak with Thorsten. It hurts me somehow, if an old 

building is just rotting in front of us. The church dosen't 

deserve such a fate..." 

Baumer looked puzzled. "Church? Fate? You probably 

become a bit sentimental at once, dude!" 

"No, but I respect old buildings!", Frank replied sullenly, 

feeling misunderstood. 

"Wow! Look at this!", Alf suddenly pointed towards the other 

end of the village square. Julia and another person 

approached. 

A few moments later, Frank could recognize who held the 

hand of the pretty daughter of the village boss, walking 

across the square with a big smile. It was Viktor, the 

handsome Russian from Grodno. 

"What is that guy doing here?", growled Kohlhaas. 

"Can't you see it, my friend? He seems to have visited Miss 

Wilden", replied Alf and watched Frank's scowl. 
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"Bloody hell!", muttered Kohlhaas quietly. "Do you think they 

are a couple now?" 

"You can go and ask them..." 

"Fuck you, idiot! I don't want to talk to this arrogant slut and 

her new lover. She can kiss my ass! I don't care about her 

anymore!" 

"Sounds different...", said Alf. 

"Shut up!", hissed his friend. 

"You haven't given Julia the time of the day in the last 

months. Maybe this has been a mistake", remarked Baumer 

and raised his forefinger. 

"What was a damn mistake? I won't run after her!", ranted 

Kohlhaas, clutching to the tablecloth. 

"Maybe it would have been better, if you have done it, 

Frank!" 

"Maybe what? Maybe women are stupid? Yes, could be 

right!" 

Julia and Viktor were walking past them, waving their hands 

happily. Then they disappeared behind the old church. 

Kohlhaas called Steffen deVries and paid the price for three 

baguettes and two glasses of lemonade with his fake 

Scanchip. Alf paid too, and followed his angry friend. Now, 

even the comforting warm August sun could not exhilarate 

Frank anymore. 

A few days later, Frank and Alf decided to spend more time 
with supporting Tschistokjow's movement. They even 
promised Wilden to take part in all protest marches, rallies 
and meetings - from now on. 

Furthermore, Frank made the village boss the suggestion 
to renovate the old church to make it to some kind of 
meeting place for the village community. The former 
businessman agreed to the idea and several dozen men 
and women started to clean up the little square and to 
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remove the abundant weed. Finally, they even restored the 
dilapidated church. They piled up a big mountain of rubble 
and rubbish in front of the building and repaired the broken 
roof. At the end of the month, they had done a lot of 
renovation work and eventually started to face the walls of 
the church with wooden panels. The old pictures and 
sculptures inside were cleaned and freed from dust, and 
Frank was always taken by a tang of awe, when he looked 
at them. 

In September, they were visited by Tschistokjow and his 

friend Peter again. Wilden had told the Russians in a long 

conversation that Frank and Alfred had meanwhile decided 

to serve the freedom movement as full members. Shortly 

afterwards, Tschistokjow immediately asked to talk to them 

in person. 

Kohlhaas opened the door with surprise and let 

Tschistokjow and his brawny companion into the house. 

Today, the blond Russian was grinning from ear to ear, 

while Frank was puzzled. Even Peter Ulljewski could not 

resist a small grin. Then Alf appeared in the hallway and 

welcomed the two guests from Belarus. 

"You two also want to become really active in our movement 

now?", asked Tschistokjow and sat down on the old couch. 

"Yes, we want!", answered Frank, looking at Artur who still 

had this stupid grin on his face. 

"You two...", said the Russian, winking at them. 

"What's up?" Alf shook his head blankly. 

"Special Forces Frank and Special Forces Alfred, ha, ha!", 

laughted Tschistokjow, slapping his thighs. 

"What?" 

"We can use you good!", Artur winked at them again, while 

Peter nudged him with his elbow. 

"Special Forces...?" 
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"Ha, ha! Yes, I know everything. You have killed Wechsler 

and that GCF general on Okinawa. Great!", shouted 

Tschistokjow with utter enthusiasm. 

Frank rolled his eyes and moaned: "Why can't Wilden just 

shut up, just one time!" 

"Thorsten has told me everything. Damn! You are true 

heroes!", said the Russian full of excitement. 

"Damn! We have told Wilden to keep his mouth shut. It's 

always the same with him...", grouched Baumer. 

"You can trust me, don't worry!", laughed Tschistokjow. 

"I know, but nevertheless, we asked Wilden not to talk about 

all these things", grumbled Frank. 

"Well, I have asked him about you and he has told me. You 

are heroes to us all! Heroes!", answered the blond Russian 

reverently, stood up and clapped Frank and Alf on the 

shoulders. 

Finally, the two "heroes" reacted a little embarrassed and 

Frank proudly smiled to himself. 

"You could lead my guardsmen! What do you think?", 

suggested Tschistokjow. "That's the right job for you!" 

"We will think about your offer, Artur. Anyhow, thanks!", 

muttered Baumer. 

The blond Russian did not give up and tried to convince 
them at any cost. Soon he behaved like Wilden, when he 
was in top form. Frank and Alfred finally agreed and were 
internally quite flattered by this offer too. Then they talked 
with Tschistokjow about the details and were more than 
amazed, when the Russian explained that he had already 
built up an impressing force of armed guardsmen. 
He had meanwhile planned another rally in Baranovichi. 
Tschistokjow expected about 6000 people. However, 
clashes with the police were also realistic, because 
Baranovichi was no more small town in a rural area and not 
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far from Minsk. This was a real provocation for the 

Medschenko government! 

In this city, a lot of factories and production complexes 

stood before their closure and accordingly, there was a 

great potential of dissatisfied men and women. The rally 

should be a similar show of force like the march through 

Nowopolozk, as the Rus thought. Tschistokjow did not even 

try to keep any secrecy and called the people up to join the 

demonstration on 28.09.2034 at 15.00 o'clock at the town 

square in the city center. Even Wilden had no good feeling 

in view of a provocation of the authorities like this. 

The media reacted immediately and spreaded the news of 

the planned protest march through Baranovichi to the last 

corner of the administrative sector "Eastern Europe". 

Now, Tschistokjow was expecting a massive police 

presence and he told his followers to arm themselves and 

prepare for bloody street fights. Finally, he even proclaimed 

that the time was ripe for the march on Minsk. But in the 

end, it all came different. 

Already at 13.00 o'clock, almost 5000 demonstrators had 

gathered in the inner city of Baranovichi and some hundreds 

of them had guns, rifles and other weapons. A sea of 

dragon head flags filled the town square, and every minute 

more protesters came out of the side streets. 

Frank, Alfred, Wilden and the others from Ivas had come 

much earlier to Baranovichi to get an overview of the 

situation. And what they saw was strange - there were only 

a few policemen. 

"Something is wrong here!", said Wilden, looking at the 

crumbling, old buildings around him. 

"I just hope, that it all doesn't end in a bloodbath...", 

answered Kohlhaas and left his friends to search for Artur. 

Baumer followed him. After a few minutes, they had found 
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the Russian in a throng of mummed people. The leader of 

the Rus smiled at them and waved them nearer. 

"Ah, Frank and Alfred! You can have a window place here", 

joked Tschistokjow. 

Then, the Russian took a long look at the two Germans. 

Both had shouldered their rifles and were completely 

clothed after the dress code, gray shirts and black trousers, 

just as Tschistokjow wanted it. 

"This is Olaf, he is head of the group of Baranovichi", said 

the rebel leader and pointed at a man next to him. 

"Hello, r m Frank!" 

"Olaf!", muttered the Russian, staring straight ahead. 

"There are just a few cops here. I can't understand this", 

remarked Baumer puzzledly and shrugged his shoulders. 

"I do not know, maybe they are scared", replied 

Tschistokjow with a grin and stroked through his sweaty 

blond hair. Then he shouted an order at some young men 

and disappeared in the crowd again. 

At 15.00 o'clock, the protest march started with loud yelling. 
Large banners with slogans like "Artur Tschistokjow - Now!" 
or "Jobs and freedom for all Russians!" were carried by the 
men in the front row. 

Thorsten Wilden and the rest of the rebels from Ivas stayed 
in the rear of the demonstration, while Sven and his men 
flanked the march as guardsmen. Frank, who was walking 
behind Tschistokjow, tried to estimate how many people 
had come to this city today. About 6000 people, maybe 
even 8000 or more. It was a very long human worm which 
was crawling through the streets of Baranovichi. 
Behind Kohlhaas, the Russian comrades yelled their 
slogans at the top of their lungs, Artur was silent, however, 
because he had to spare his voice for the following speech. 
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Frank and Alf remained quiet too, watching out for 
policemen and other dangers. 

"Where are those cops? This isn't normal. Everyone knows 
that we are here", mused Kohlhaas and craned his head 
upwards. 

They marched about two kilometers through downtown, 
passing a lot of cheering citizens and many dilapidated 
houses. However, not every inhabitant of the city was well- 
disposed towards them. Some even shouted "Murderer! 
Murderer!" out the windows and meant Tschistokjow. At a 
street corner, some young foreigners threw stones at the 
demonstrators and finally ran away, when they came closer. 
Apparently, the incitement of the media against the freedom 
movement had already born fruits in some parts of the 
population. 

The last rallies, which had exclusively been in rural areas 
and small towns, had been unspectacular. But here in 
Baranovichi, the atmosphere was sometimes unpleasant. In 
the larger cities, especially in Minsk, the Rus had to take 
into account not only clashes with the police, but even with 
some incited people or hostile foreigners. 
Nevertheless, this demostration looked impressive, because 
of the great number of protesters, the countless flags and 
the uniformed guardsmen and members. Finally, the crowd 
stopped at a large square and Artur Tschistokjow prepared 
himself for his speech. 

Ugly apartment blocks and abandoned stores surrounded 
them here. Now, several hundred cheering people came out 
of the side streets and joined the rally. They were quite 
excited to hear the famous, notorious dissident with their 
own ears. 

"Hey, something is wrong here. Shit! Where the hell are the 
cops?", whispered Frank, staring at Baumer who stood just 
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a few meters behind Tschistokjow. The beefy German 

scratched his head and came to him. 

"You Ye right. This is absolutely strange. I have expected 

thousands of cops, the full program, anti-riot squads and so 

on...", returned Alf, looking uneasy. 

"I start now with my speech!", said Tschistokjow to them and 

the crowd formed a giant circle around him, so that the 

whole square, including the side streets, was completely 

packed with people. 

"Damn! It must be a trap. I just have a very bad vibe about 

this!", said Frank and was gripped by a wave of 

nervousness. 

"What shall happen? The cops won't attack us, Frank. Just 

look at this mass of people!", calmed him Baumer. 

Tschistokjow' s voice shook the crowd and a murmur went 

through it, while his supporters were waving their flags and 

banners. The tall man, wearing a black leather coat this 

time, shouted his political passion and all his inner rage into 

the microphone and began with the usual accusations 

against the World Government and its political 

representatives in Belarus. 

Meanwhile, Frank searched the area around him for 

possible clues of hidden dangers with the instinct of a 

hunter. But he could not see very much, because he was 

surrounded by countless people. So his only chance was to 

look up. 

On the one hand, the constant peering was his job as an 

armed guardsman, and on the other hand his instinct told 

him that something unexpected would still happen today. 

The young rebel from Ivas narrowed his eyes to slits and 

beheld the roofs of the houses which surrounded the 

square. Again and again, he turned around, although he did 

not really know what he was looking for. 
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"What are you doing, buddy?", asked Baumer and shook his 

head. 

"Oh, Tm just looking around, Alf!" 

"Are you waiting for some Skydragons? Thafs just 

ridiculous...", said Alf sardonically. 

Meanwhile, Tschistokjow seemed to be in extasy and was 

hammering his political claims into the heads of his 

followers. Frank could understand a lot of the Russian 

speech. His continuous lessons with Wilden had not been in 

vain, beyond all doubt. 

He turned his gaze back to the houses that surrounded the 

square, while some evil forebodings rumbled in his belly. 

Frank was sure that something was wrong. 

"They have set a trap for us. I feel it...", he said quietly to 

himself. 

"What?", shouted Alf into his ear. 

"Nothing, forget it!" 

Then, Tschistokjow's impassioned speech finally came to 

an end and screams and clapping came from everywhere. 

The leader of the Rus traditionally intoned the song "My 

Russia", which was always sung at the end of a rally. 

A loud singing resounded out of the throats of thousands of 

moved people. At that moment, the mass floated on a wave 

of emotions and even the most guardsmen were completely 

lost in thoughts, singing this lovely old folk song. 

Only Frank seemed to worry and stared at the roofs of the 

houses, again and again. Suddenly he recognized 

something strange in the corner of his eye. A small, dark 

spot had moved on a rooftop and had then disappeared 

behind a long chimney. Kohlhaas gaze had followed the 

spot and was now trying to find it again. Shortly afterwards, 

he could see a tiny, black line next to the chimney. 

"A barrel of a rifle!", it flashed through his mind. 
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Now the dark spot was moving again. It was a man who 

was lurking there on the roof. The adrenaline rushed 

through Frank's body and he knew instinctively what to do. 

With a long leap, he jumped on Tschistokjow and pushed 

him aside. Just at that moment, a bullet hissed only a few 

centimeters past the head of the Russian. The tall, blond 

man fell to the ground, because of Frank's massive 

impetus, while some Russians jumped sidewards. 

Two more bullets followed and hit the asphalt behind 

Tschistokjow. A third projectile hit Frank in the left lower leg 

and he screamed in pain. With a distorted face, he crawled 

behind the human wall to find cover. The people around him 

scattered in sheer panic. 

"There's a sniper! Sniper! Sniper!", yelled Frank, pointing at 

the sky. 

Meanwhile, some guardsmen had also noticed the man on 

the roof and fired with their assault rifles in the direction of 

the house. But the sniper disappeared in a flash and soon 

he was too far away to be pursued anymore. 

Baumer made a beeline for Frank: "Are you okay?" 

"All right, I have been hit in the lower leg. Don't worry...", 

moaned Kohlhaas. 

Tschistokjow slowly stood up again. He looked like being 

struck by lightning and was completely speechless with 

terror. He was just snatched from the jaws of death. 

Wilden, Sven, Peter Ulljewski and other confidants of the 

politician struggled through the crowd and were totally 

confused. Only because of Frank's wariness, the Russian 

dissident had survived this assassination attempt. 

The rebel leader had always foreseen an incident like this, 
but when it happened, he had been completely stunned, as 
he later admitted. It had been the worst shock of his whole 
life yet. During the rest of the day, there were heavy riots in 
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Baranovichi. Several hundred young Belarusians thought 
that they had to avenge the assassination attempt on their 
leader. So they started a witch-hunt on the few policemen in 
the city, killing two of them and throwing Molotov cocktails 
into an administration building. 

The men from Ivas left Baranovichi as fast as they could 
and reached their home village unharmed - except for Frank 
who had a bullet deep in the flesh of his lower leg. The 
young man could not be brought to a regular hospital and 
had to be doctored with primitive means. Finally, Alf cut out 
the projectile with a knife and disinfected the wound with 
alcohol. 
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Limping and Hoping 



Frank Kohlhaas had to rest for the next weeks. At the end of 
October, he could finally leave the sickbed and was more or 
less able to walk again. During this time he was visited by 
most of the villagers who congratulated him on his latest 
achievement. Of course, also Artur Tschistokjow, who had 
slowly overcome the shock, came to Ivas and thanked 
Frank wholeheartedly that he had saved his life. From now 
on, the two men had a special friendship. 
Julia Wilden visited Frank too, and seemed to be very 
concerned about him. She brought him flowers, books and 
once even a homemade cake. The injured man was 
inwardly pleased about her care, but he tried to show not 
too much of his happyness, because he was still huffy and 
Julia should know it. So he remained sober and taciturn. 
Moreover, he had the wildest theories on his mind about her 
and Viktor. Frank had focused his thoughts only on the 
political struggle in Lithuania and Belarus, and had just 
forgotten the world beyond policy. 

Only now, when he was lying in bed, after Alf had put the 
TV in his bedroom, sweeping and scary activities became 
aware in the distance. The approximately 700 channels 
from around the world which Frank could receive here, gave 
him more or less an idea, how the future in "Eastern 
Europe" would look like. 

The World Government was already trying to register the 
population of North America with the new implantation 
Scanchips since one year. Meanwhile, the old Scanchip had 
been replaced by tiny electronic implants, that could fulfill all 
its functions. These new markers were the final step 
towards the total control of the masses, and the media 



115 



enthusiastically praised the new improved implantation 
Scanchip as "the greatest technical achievement of the 21th 
century". 

In "Central Europe", the first mass registrations had also 
begun several months ago and the global media machinery 
had started a huge publicity campaign to get the consent 
and the goodwill of the people. 

But the cunning propaganda did not always have the 
desired effect. Large parts of the population of North 
America and Western Europe did not join the registrations 
voluntarily and there were some riots and protests in the 
bigger cities. Moreover, the World Government did not want 
to take too drastic measures against the protesters and tried 
to "convince" the population of the new, improved Scanchip. 
The worldwide registration process could last many years - 
step by step, piece by piece, as the Lodge Brothers had 
planned it. 

Nevertheless, during the first half of the year 2034 over 73 
million people in North America had already been registered 
with implanted Scanchips. The first registrations with the 
new medium in the administrative sector "Eastern Europe" 
were planned for January 2035. Then, also the population of 
Russia, Belarus and all the other countries should become a 
flock of marked lambs - under the command of the "chosen 
few". 

Occasionally, the first propaganda reports came on 
television, to psychologically prepare the population for the 
coming registration. And it would come. The Lodge Brothers 
tolerated no dissent. 

Meanwhile, Artur Tschistokjow continued with his activities, 
holding further rallies, for example in Pastavy, with about 
1500 participants. This time, the police was well prepared 
and attacked the protesters with hundreds of armored men 
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and even three anti-riot tanks. Finally, the Rus had to cancel 

the demonstration, before it came to serious conflicts with 

the security forces. Nevertheless, several activists died on 

that day, before they could leave the town again. Pastavy 

sank into chaos for several hours. 

Tschistokjow' s bodyguards and guardsmen, including Alf 

and Sven, had to shoot their way through a large number of 

policemen, while the leader of the Rus escaped from the 

city in a breakneck action. After this rally, another wave of 

arrests shook the whole country and Tschistokjow had to 

hide again. But the young fanatic did not stop his fight and 

still planned further marches and rallies. 

Meanwhile, Frank was able to walk again and was eager to 

be active for the freedom movement as soon as possible. 

Soon, the next demonstration followed. 

"In one week, we'll be in Krychaw. Do you really want to 

come with us? I mean, your leg...", said Baumer and gave 

Frank some painkillers. 

"Yeah, I think so...", moaned Kohlhaas and straightened up. 

Then he limped to the secondary room and sat down at the 

kitchen table. 

"Drink something!", said Alf, giving him a cup of hot herbal 

tea. 

"The rally in Pastavy was a mess, wasn't it?", remarked 

Frank, holding his lower leg. 

"Damn! Yes, it was a disaster. After we had gathered in the 

center of the town, the cops immediately attacked us. They 

came from everywhere and didn't hesitate to gun us down. 

They even had three of these anti-riot tanks with heavy 

machine guns!" 

"This just shows that they take us serious now. Tschistokjow 

is still alive, and now they try to stop us with sheer brutality", 

returned Kohlhaas. 
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"Remember that sniper! It was the GSA! It wasn't the 

ordinary Belarusian police, Tm sure about that!" 

"We will never know it, Alf. Anyhow, I have seen a report on 

ANN yesterday, this American channel. Millions of people in 

North America have already been registered with the new 

implanted Scanchips. Wilden says, there are hidden nano 

poison capsules inside these fucking things. Those who 

have been registered with this crap, can be "switched off'. 

The poision capsule can be activated with radio waves or 

something like that!" 

"Nobody will ever implant me such a chip! Over my dead 

body!", growled Alf and clenched his fists in rage. 

"But a great number of people has already been chipped. 

They just believe the lies of the media, stupid lambs..." 

"What's about "Eastern Europe"?", asked Baumer full of 

sorrow. 

"Probably the first registrations will start here next year!", 

explained Kohlhaas. 

"If they ever register us with these fucking things, we are all 

finished!" 

"Well, we still have some time, Alf. At first, they only register 

all these idiots who accept this measure voluntarily. All 

others, who refuse the "chipping" will be forced to do it - in 

the long term. But this will last some years." 

Alfred's eyes betrayed boundless anger. "They mark us like 

pigs! I pray to God, that I will still witness the day, when that 

parasite Lodge Brother scum pays for all these crimes with 

its own blood!" 

"I think that they plan to kill a large part of the population 

with these new Scanchips. Damn! I'm sure! Then the media 

will tell us, it was a plague or something. The ideal way to 

solve the alleged overpopulation problem", lectured Frank. 

"I gonna blast the skull of everyone who wants to register 

me with this shit!", shouted Alf, banging on the table. 
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In the following week, John Thorphy organized a few boxes 
of ammunition and new MPs in Moscow. Furthermore, 
Wilden had got new donations from some old friends whose 
names were still unknown. Frank, Alfred and about a dozen 
men from Ivas were on their way to Mazyr in the south of 
Belarus, to join another demonstration. 
After the protest march in Pastavy had ended in a bloody 
fiasco, Tschistokjow had changed his old "rally-plan". Now 
he "jumped" from one part of Belarus to the other, to hinder 
the authorities to concentrate their police forces at one 
particular place. Finally over 3000 people came to Mazyr 
and except for minor scuffles with the police, everything 
went quiet. This time, the supporters of the freedom 
movement had huge banners with some new slogans. 
"Only Artur Tschistokjow can save us! Give him the power 
over Belarus!" or "Artur Tschistokjow - The last hope!" could 
be read on them. 

In the meantime, the politician had recovered from the terror 
of the assassination attempt in Baranovichi, but he knew 
that a thing like that could happen anytime again. From now 
on, his guardsmen always checked the roofs of the houses 
around them before they held a rally. 

The year 2034 ended and when the first snowflakes came 
from the sky, an unfamiliar calm returned. Wilden had 
organized a big Christmas party, which was this time held in 
the old renovated church in the center of the village. The 
majority of the villagers came and the building was finally 
bursting at the seams. Artur Tschistokjow, whose family no 
longer existed, visited them and seemed to become 
sentimental, when he entered the church. For some hours, 
they all felt like ordinary people. A feeling that was 
meanwhile strange for Frank and his comrades. Wilden's 
moving Christmas speech which had exceptionally nothing 
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to do with world politics, remained in Frank's memory for a 
long time. Meanwhile, he was 33 years old and mused in 
the long hours of the dark winter evenings a lot about his 
previous life, about what he had achieved - and what not. 
Tm some kind of hero - that's all!", he sometimes said to 
himself, not knowing whether he was really happy about 
this. 

Concerning his personal aims of life, which included a 
woman he loved, and perhaps even a family, he had 
previously achieved nothing. The fight against the global 
system that seemed to become a never ending story, ate up 
his life, slowly devoured it with each passing year, like a 
snake a little rabbit. Frank had to avow himself that he just 
marked time in all private things. He became aware of it all, 
when he saw Julia and Viktor kissing and flirting at the New 
Year's party at the Wildens. 

Shortly after 24.00 o'clock, when several dozens of people 
had gathered in front of the house of the village boss, he 
finally went back home, sad and frustrated. Alf still stayed 
for a few hours and came back early in the morning, 
completely drunk. 

With the beginning of February, the political struggle went 
on with full force. The governor of the sector "Eastern 
Europe" announced the start of the mass registration of the 
population with the new Scanchips. 

Meanwhile, the sub-sector "Belarus-Baltic" had become a 
place of misery. The hard winter had claimed many victims 
among the homeless people in the cities, all across the 
country. Furthermore, the industry had collapsed further and 
a lot of production complexes had been outsourced in Third 
World countries. Hundreds of thousands had lost their jobs. 
Perhaps the year 2035 could be promising for the freedom 
movement and even make a revolt possible. Frank thought 
a lot about it, but he came to no solution. Only one thing 
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seemed to be certain: Some of his comrades would not 
witness the next New Year's party. 

"Well? What do you think about the flyer?", asked Artur 
Tschistokjow the village boss and looked expectantly at him. 
"Hmmm...", muttered Wilden and scratched his gray 
temples, while he translated the Russian text. Now he 
talked quietly to himself. Frank and Alfred strained their 
ears. 

"People of Belarus, don't let them implant you a poison- 
chip!", was the headline of the leaflet. Wilden studied the 
text thoughtfully and finally read out aloud: "The new 
implanted Scanchip contains poison capsules! Defend 
yourselves against the criminals of the Medschenko regime 
and the World Government..." 

Several minutes later, he was ready. "This is very good!", he 
said with a smile. 

"We have printed about 200000 of these pamphlets, our 
men distribute them everywhere in Belarus!", explained 
Tschistokjow. 

For the 15 th of February, he had planned another protest 
march. This time in Rechytsa, a small town in the southeast 
of the country, bordering the former Ukraine. 
"This country has no money left anymore. Have you already 
heard it? It was yesterday in the television", said the blond 
man 

"No more money?", returned Frank. 

"Yes, the sector "Belarus-Baltic" is broke! How do you say it 
in German?", asked Tschistokjow. 
"Bankrupt!", explained Alf. 

"Okay! Bankrupt!", repeated the Russian and grinned. 
"This is good for us. Then this sector could probably fall into 
chaos this year. Great! I hope so!", said Wilden. 
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"I believe that, my friends. Soon, they will do not even have 

money to pay the policemen. No salary for police anymore! 

Do you understand?", remarked Tschistokjow. 

"No more money for the clerks, the administrators, the 

police and so on?", marveled Frank. 

"Yes, yes!", said Artur excitedly. "Only in this month there is 

still money. From next month, there will be perhaps no more 

money." 

Baumer grinned. "Well, then the cops will think twice, before 

they risk their lifes against us..." 

"At least, the ordinary Belarusian cops. The GCF soldiers, 

however, are paid by the World Government itself, added 

Frank. 

"We must use the situation. Many people are still very poor 

and now the system in Belarus crumbles still faster. Over 

1,5 million Belarusians have no more jobs, no more money. 

Over 800000 people are homeless. It is like a boiler, the 

whole land is a boiler! You understand?" 

..Belarus is fuming with rage!", spoke Kohlhaas and winked 

at the Russian. 

"Fuming?" Tschistokjow looked baffled. 

"Boiling! Whatever..." 

„lt is fuming with rage everywhere. Yes!", shouted the 

Russian. 

They had not misjudged the situation in Belarus. Apart from 
that, Artur Tschistokjow thought that he had meanwhile 
reached a remarkable popularity among the people. The 
Russian dissident had almost become a prominent person, 
and was thereby also more vulnerable than ever before. 
At the beginning of the year 2035, the freedom movement 
was no longer an underground organization, because it had 
grown far too much in the last time. Hundreds of thousands 
of Belarusians sympathized with the Rus, and among these 
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people were no longer just the poor and disaffected. 
Even more and more clerks and policemen secretly hoped 
for a change in their country. They had finally realized, that 
the policy of Medschenko was leading Belarus into chaos. 
Furthermore, the Freedom Movement of the Rus had 
recieved larger sums of money from anonymous donors. 
Artur invested the money in building up a better 
organization, in propaganda material and in weapons which 
were often bought in Russia or in the Arab countries. 
The power of the occupational regime in Minsk was 
wavering, and fortunately the World Government paid so far 
only little attention to political rather unimportant countries 
like Belarus or Lithuania. The Lodge Brothers had other 
interests than caring for poor, tiny regions like the sector 
"Belarus-Baltic" with its barely 14 million inhabitants. 
Finally, the demonstration on February 15 th was a great 
success. The local police remained passive and some of the 
officers even greeted the demonstrators friendly. Over 800 
members of the movement marched through the streets for 
three hours, almost looking like a civil war army. Frank and 
Alfred were thrilled. 

Slowly but surely, the authorities of the sub-sector "Belarus- 
Baltic" had more and more problems to suppress 
Tschistokjow's organization, especially in the small towns 
and rural areas. In some villages, the Rus even ruled the 
streets now. 

Physicians, who worked for the World Government and 
implanted the new Scanchips were declared to "enemies of 
the Russian nation" by the Rus, and Tschistokjow's men 
threatened to kill them, if they would not immediately stop 
the registrations in Belarus. Some of them were finally shot 
by masked men in the open street, after they had ignored 
the warnings of the rebels. The mass registration in Belarus 
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stopped before it had really begun, because the most 
physicians had no interest to risk their lives anymore. In the 
meantime, the young men from Ivas were untiringly active, 
above all in the smaller towns. They distributed flyers and 
stickers, hung up placards, and supported the freedom 
movement as good as they could. 

In the rural regions, the conflicts with the police were 
meanwhile less frequent. Sven proudly told his comrades 
that he had given some leaftlets to a group of policemen 
who had read them with great interest - in broad daylight! 
The cops had just smiled at him and finally said that 
Tschistokjow was right. Medschenko and his staff feared 
such things more than everything else, and police officers 
who were caught ignoring the orders of their superiors were 
immediately dismissed. Nevertheless, more and more 
ordinary Belarusian policemen had sympathies for the 
Freedom Movement of the Rus. 

"Look at that!", Frank's eyes seemed to fall out of their 

orbits. In front of him was a sea of people and flags. They all 

had distributed thousands of leaflets in the last days, day 

and night, almost without any breaks. Moreover, 

Tschistokjow's illegal radio stations and websites had 

supported the big publicity campaign for today's rally. And it 

had not been in vain. 

More than 20000 people had come to the outskirts of 

Gomel, and the large crowd was still growing. 

"It is unbelievable!", exclaimed Sven enthusiastically. "What 

a giant mass of people! This is the biggest rally in the 

history of our movement!" 

"Here we go again!", remarked Wilden, grinning from ear to 

ear. 

Soon, the crowd started to move. Slowly, accompanied by 

loud screaming and chanting. Step by step, they marched 
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towards the inner city. Who would dare to stand in their way 

today, would feel the power of an angry mass, ready for 

everything - as Frank thought. 

"This is our first rally in a real big city. I'm curious to see 

what's going on today", said Alf with a faint tang of 

uncertainty. 

"Don't worry!", remarked Kohlhaas confidently. "They don't 

want to fuck with a crowd like that!" 

The protesters unwaveringly marched towards the city 

center. Huge banners showed the numerous spectators of 

the rally slogans like "Freedom is near!" or "Security and 

Work for all Russians!". 

More and more desperate men and women wanted to hear 

things like that, and Tschistokjow shunned no danger to 

carry his political claims now even into the larger cities of 

Belarus. 

Frank and Alfred hurried to the edge of the crowd and 

loaded their guns. Meanwhile, many of the Russian 

guardsmen knew their faces and treated them with respect 

and awe. After all, Frank had saved the life of their leader. 

"Dawaj! Dawaj!", shouted Kohlhaas and signaled the armed 

troopers that they should follow him to the front ranks of the 

endloss line of men and women. The uniformed men 

obeyed. 

Shortly afterwards, the crowd reached a large square, after 

they had passed a dreary shopping zone full of rundown 

department stores. Here, the Rus encountered a great 

number of policemen. 

"I greet you, my Belarusian brothers of the police! Please 

behave peacefully and we will do that too! You can listen to 

my speech and I hope that you will finally understand, that 

we want to liberate all our compatriots! Even our brothers, 

who work as policemen!", shouted Tschistokjow into his 

megaphone. 
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"Shit! That's a damn big armada, and they don't look, as if 

they just want to let us demonstrate here!", said Baumer. 

Three anti-riot tanks appeared from behind a wall, five more 

came out of a side street. 

"This rally will last no longer than one hour! I only want to 

deliver my speech and then we will leave Gomel 

immediately - and in peace. I promise it!", yelled the leader 

of the Rus. 

Now the policemen went in position behind some hastily 

constructed barricades and barriers, then the just waited. A 

tall police officer finally stepped forward, grabbed a bullhorn 

and gave Tschistokjow an answer: "Everybody has to leave 

this place immediately, or we shoot!" 

"Hurry up! In position! Take your guns! Dawaj!", shouted 

Frank and waved the other guardsmen nearer. The 

Russians took their rifles from their shoulders and hastily 

formed a firing line. 

"I knew that something like this would happen. Gomel is no 

tiny village...", moaned Alf, staring at the police officer with 

the bullhorn. 

Only a few hundred of the more than 20000 demonstrators 

were members of the militant section of Tschistokjow' s 

organization. The biggest part of the crowd just consisted of 

ordinary citizens, and even women and children were 

among the people who had come the rally in Gomel. 

The guardsmen in their gray shirts tried their to bring 

women, children and old people to the rear part of the mass. 

"I ask you to give us only one hour. Then we will leave the 

city immediately!", yelled Tschistokjow again. 

"You won't get this hour from us, Mr. Tschistokjow! This 

rally will end now - or we will shoot your people down!", 

replied the officer. 

"I'm sorry! But we will not go! I'll deliver my speech and you 

will have to shoot me, that I keep my mouth shut! If you 
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won't give us this one hour, many people will die today! On 

both sides! Please think about, if it's really worth it!", 

threatened Tschistokjow. 

A long minute passed and an uncanny whispering and 

murmur went through the large crowd which slowly became 

anxious. All guardsmen of the freedom movement had now 

positioned themselves. Frank and Alfred were lying side by 

side on the asphalt. 

The police officer ran back behind his men and finally gave 

the order to fire. Some of the officers hesitated for a short 

moment, but then they started to shoot and the first 

protesters fell to the ground, screaming and bleeding. 

"Fire!", shouted Tschistokjow into his megaphone after he 

had disappeared in the crowd. 

A bloody firefight followed. Several dozens of police officers 

were shot down by the Rus, while hundreds of 

demonstrators were mowed down by the hail of bullets 

which came from behind the barriers. Immediately, even the 

anti-riot tanks joined the fight and returned fire with their 

gatling machine guns. Cries resounded from everywhere 

and full metal jackets cut through flesh and bones. 

Fountains of blood sprayed up in the crowd, while desperate 

outcries echoed in Frank's ears and a tall man, whose chest 

had been ripped apart by a direct hit, fell on his back. 

As a war-proven shooter, Kohlhaas killed two police officers 

with headshots and sent three more to the ground, then he 

rolled the dead men to the side and jumped up. 

"Come on, Alf! We can't win this fight!", he yelled, pulling 

Baumer with him. 

Meanwhile, the demonstrators were gripped by sheer terror 

and tried to escape through the side streets. Hundreds of 

dead and wounded people already covered the square. 

Finally, the tanks rolled forward and continued to fire at 

everyone in their way. It was a massacre. 
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"In that street there!", roared Alf and Frank followed him. 

Large swarms of people tried to break through a police 

barricade and the onrushing men and women ran directly 

into a deadly machine gun salvo. Then the first protesters 

attacked the policemen with iron bars, clubs or even bare 

fists. The armed guardsmen followed them and started to 

shoot, while all hell broke loose. 

Driven by boundless terror, the people beated down some 

policemen who had blocked their way and finally jumped 

behind the barrier. 

"You damn rats!", screamed Frank and shot his entire 

magazine empty. Then he threw the rifle away and pulled a 

hatchet from his belt. With a loud roar, he smashed the 

head of the policeman in front of him, and tore his weapon 

out of the bloodspattered helmet of the man. Then he 

hacked down another cop and finally lost the hatchet which 

stuck deeply in the shoulder of the screaming opponent. 

Meanwhile, the outnumbered officers retired from the side 

street, and many of them were shot or beaten to death by 

the raging mob. 

"They have tried to encircle us! Fuck!", shouted Baumer and 

picked up the pistol of a wounded policeman from the 

ground. He shot him in the chest and cursed. 

The other people tried to escape through the now vacant 

street, dragging Frank and Alf with them. It was a giant 

chaos. The two men and a some Russians ran through an 

alley, strewn with garbage and rubble, and attacked anyone 

who got in their way. 

"We must get a car somewhere!", yelled Frank and turned 

into another street. Some demonstrators followed them. 

Finally, they reached an intersection, where a car was 

waiting in front of a stoplight. 

Frank immediately ran across the street, shot the side 

window to pieces and shouted something in Russian at the 
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driver. A terrified man stared at him and did not dare to 

open his mouth. 

"Get out of your car or I kill you!", hissed Frank and pulled 

the scared driver out of his car. He started the vehicle and 

sped off with squealing tires. 

"Shit! Shit! Shit!", moaned Kohlhaas and raced like a 

madman through the streets. 

"There! Highway! To Minsk!", Alf pointed at a rusty sign. 

Some minutes later, they had left the inner city. When they 

saw Gomel becoming smaller in the background, they sent 

a short prayer to heaven. 

"My nerves are still raw! Bloody hell!", gasped Baumer, 

taking a deep breath. 

"Those fucking cop bastards!", growled Kohlhaas, slamming 

his fist against the windshield. 

The two men drove past Minsk, refueled and finally arrived 

at Ivas a few hours later. They had survived a terrible day. 
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Stubborn 



The Belarusian police had shot down more than 2500 
demonstrators, and hundreds more arrested. About 400 
police officers had also been killed or wounded in the bloody 
firefight and during the following riots, that had lasted till the 
morning hours of the next day. The media reported several 
days around the clock about the civil unrest and the street 
fights, mentioning the civilian casualties with no word. They 
accused Artur Tschistokjow, that he had incited his followers 
to attack the police and turned around the facts in the usual 
way. The leader of the Rus was still shocked, because he 
had never expected a bloodbath like this. But his first rally in 
a bigger Belarusian city had finally ended in a disaster, and 
there was no more room to put a gloss on it. 
Furthermore, the Scanchips of all persons, who had been 
identified as protesters, had meanwhile been blocked. It 
meant that all these people lost their jobs and became 
homeless in the long term. After a while, they were not even 
able to buy a sandwich anymore. 

But these merciless terror measures had not the desired 
effect, because now still more people had nothing to lose 
anymore and looked up to Tschistokjow like to a savior. 
Apart from that, more and more discontent spreaded among 
the Belarusian policemen, because of the fact that an 
increasing number of civil servants and officers got their 
salaries irregularly or had to accept wage cuts. Therefore, 
many policemen were no longer willing to risk their lives in 
bloody street fights or riots against Tschistokjow' s 
supporters. 

The leader of the Rus had meanwhile disappeared again, 
after he had escaped from Gomel, accompanied by a group 
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of heavily armed guardsmen. A little later, he tirelessly 
continued his struggle, driven by growing hatred and 
fanaticism. In his eyes, the massacre in the streets of 
Gomal had been another indication that the revolution would 
come in the near future. 

Wilden and most of the other men from Ivas had escaped 
from the chaos, because they had decided to leave the city 
early enough. Nevertheless, two young men from the village 
had been killed by the police during the riots in the night. 

Today, Artur Tschistokjow had come to Minsk, where a few 
dozens of his lieutenants were waiting for him in a dingy 
restaurant in the south of the city. The demonstration in 
Gomel and its bloody consequences had paralyzed many of 
his followers, leaving them in a state of terror and insecurity. 
One or two had already asked Tschistokjow, to refrain 
public meetings and rallies in the future, but the rebel leader 
was boiling inside and did not want to hear things like this. 
Now he demanded perseverance from his followers. 
Tschistokjow walked to the end of the room, looked angrily 
around and started his speech... 

"My dear comrades! 

Bloody battles are lying behind us. Some of you have 
broken bones or have been shot. More than 2500 
supporters of our freedom movement have soaked the 
streets of Gomel with their blood. The police has just shot 
us down, just slaughtered men, women and children - 
because they have claimed freedom! 
But our eyes are still glowing with excitement, because we 
stand now closer together than ever before. The blood of 
the fallen soldiers is the glue, which sticks us together. We 
have finally realized, how determined our enemy is and now 
we have to show him, that we are still a hundred, a 
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thousand times more determined. We have to show them, 
that we will sacrifice without complaining. No guns, no tanks 
can stop us anymore. If we have to die for the survival of 
our nation, it is our duty. We do not want to ask, what's 
good for us, because our lives are unimportant. 
It is only important that our nation survives and our country 
will be freed from slavery! Like the old Rus, we want to be 
strong and don't want to fear death. We will do the 
necessary things, endure all the pain with a smile, and even 
die the martyr's death for the future of our children. If we 
have reached this state of inner freedom, then we can and 
will win the external freedom too!" 

Tschistokjow's men were silent and just stared at him. The 
resentful speaker waved his forefinger and the burning gaze 
of his blue eyes touched the faces of his followers. 

"If we march through the streets of another city, then our 

enemies will see, that they haven't broken our spines. Then 

they will see our petrified glances and our steely will. 

And we will scream at their faces: "Shoot! But don't think 

that you can stop the revolution anymore! Although you tear 

bloody gaps into our ranks, we will come back, with even 

more comrades, again and again, and come back and bleed 

and bleed! Until your tyranny has fallen! 

I have seen many of my faithful comrades in Gomel, dying 

in the streets, and I have held their hands until their eyes 

were cold and dead. You all have it too! 

Now you must be strong, my brothers! Now, right now, you 

must be faithful, grim, hard, fearless, because now fate will 

prove us! 

If we give up now and don't save our people, then our 

nation will be extinct. Then, all fighting has been futile and 

pointless. If we give up today, then all freedom fighters 
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around the world can give up too, because they also have to 
risk their lives and have to suffer and die for the new 
morning! 

If we fail, the world enemy will wipe out our nation in the 
next decades. Then all the sacrifices of our ancestors had 
been in vain. The nations of Western Europe are close to 
their total destruction and Russia is the only hope, our 
mother Europe still has in this dark age. If we fail, Europe 
with all its great nations will die a cruel and painful death. 
And if Europe dies, the rest of the world will become a bleak 
desert. Then, the light will leave this planet forever - and will 
never return! 

So this is the most important war which has ever been 
fought in mankind's history! Therefore, we have only to care 
about our fight, not about our little lives! We have no right to 
surrender in this battle, in front of our children and 
grandchildren and world history!" 

Artur Tschistokjow screamed it into the ears of his 
comrades, and he was shaken by anger and energy. Soon, 
his men felt moved as by an electric shock and the courage 
returned to their hearts again. 

Only a few doubters remained among them, after the 
speaker had finished his preaching. The next 
demonstrations and rallies were already planned, despite 
the carnage of Gomel. And Tschistokjow's followers finally 
took heart. What had these outcast and neglected men to 
lose anymore? 

While the situation in Belarus escalated, also other parts of 
the world were shaken by discontent. Frank and Alfred saw 
it on television on 24.03.2035: There had been a rebellion 
on the Philippines. The regime of sub-governor Oquino was 
overthrown by a successful insurrection. Rebel leader 
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Michael Arroyo took over the power, founded the former 
Philippine state again and finally allied with Matsumoto's 
Japan. Overnight, another fire had broken out in the Far 
East. Four years ago, when Japan had fought its great 
struggle for liberation, there had been some first riots in 
many parts of the country. Now, the Philippine rebels, 
supported by Matsumoto, had actually managed it to break 
their chains and had conquered the city of Manila. Frank 
and the others were beside themselves with joy. A second 
revolution had been successful and another state had 
resisted the power of the World Government. Within a few 
hours, all eyes focused on the Philippines and the 
international media were boiling mad. The Lodge Brothers 
had another enemy. 

"That's a true sensation!", shouted Wilden and jumped up 

and down in front of the TV. 

Frank, Alfred and Sven clapped their hands. The latter tried 

it anyway, because three fingers were missing on his left 

hand since the Japanese war. Nevertheless, also Sven's 

remaining eye lit up with confidence and hope. 

"When can also do it!", said Kohlhaas smiling and raised his 

fists. 

"Now the Philippines! This is another kick in the butt of the 

World Government, ha, ha!", cheered Alf. 

"Matsumoto has his first official ally!", returned the village 

boss and looked triumphantly at the screen, where a 

concerned reporter commented the pictures from Manila 

with a sardonic undertone. Thousands of people were 

demonstrating in front of the presidential palace, while 

Arroyo was delivering a speech. 

"Let's see, when the GCF will march in there!", remarked 

Baumer and stroke over his dark beard. 
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"They won't attack the Phillipines. After all, the Japanese 

stand behind Michael Arroyo!", answered Wilden. 

"Do you think, that Artur has already heard the news?", 

asked Sven the others. 

Frank looked at him and nodded. "Well, Tm sure about that. 

It is on the news since hours..." 

"If s going on in Asia! And it is time that we give the Lodge 

Brothers another kick in their balls, in Europe!", called 

Wilden. 

Now the World President was interviewed and appeared 

visibly confused and worried. The four men in Ivas laughed, 

however, uttering spiteful remarks. 

In the course of the day, Artur Tschistokjow called them, 

completely beside himself with excitement. 

These great news from a distant part of the world had 

significantly increased his morale and the Belarusian 

politician sounded more optimistic than ever, and told 

Wilden that he had planned a major offensive, full of 

publicity campaigns and protest marches for this year's 

summer and autumn. It was only a matter of time for him 

until Belarus would fall into anarchy. 

Apart from that, Tschistokjow had just a lot of luck, because 

the powerful did not pay much attention to his movement, 

turning their views at more important regions of the world, 

and left the fight against his organization to the regional 

authorities and Medschenko. 

Frank, Alfred and the rest of the other young men from Ivas 
returned to Belarus in the following week to support the 
Russians in their tireless publicity campaigns for the 
freedom movement. For several nights, they were even 
active in Minsk. 

In early April, the Rus organized five concurrent 
demonstrations in small towns in the east of the country, 



135 



each with about 1000 people. They were successful and 

except for some minor clashes with the police, it all ended 

without bigger problems. Sometimes the officers simply 

looked away, leaving the demonstrators alone. 

Today, Frank, Alfred, Artur and about hundred leaders of 

the guardsmen squads from all parts of Belarus had met on 

a large meadow, far out in the country. It came down in 

torrents, but Frank ignored the ugly weather. 

"Frank and Alf, I will make you the leaders of my men with 

weapons. I have already told you!", said Tschistokjow. 

"Thanks!", answered Frank, feeling honored. 

"Most of them can speak English. You can talk to them, no 

problem", explained the Russian. "These men are the 

leaders of all my guardsmen units. I already told them, that 

in future you will give them the orders." 

Kohlhaas perked his eyebrows up. Then he grinned to 

himself. "Am I some kind of general now?" 

"Yes, exactly! You are the general of the guardsmen! Right!" 

"And Alf?" 

Baumer looked annoyed and felt ignored by Tschistokjow. 

"What's about me?" 

The rebel leader mused for a minute, and finally he said: 

"Frank gives the orders to the northern units and Alf to the 

southern units, okay?" 

Alf shook his head. "You can leave this honorable task to 

Frank. Shall he lead all these troopers. Meanwhile, I can 

watch his back..." 

Kohlhaas laughed and winked at Baumer. The blond 

Russian mused again. 

"Well, Alf, as you will!" 

"General Frank Kohlhaas!", said Tschistokjow while he 

clapped on Frank's muscular arm. 

"Your guardsmen need bulletproof vests, Artur!", meant 

Frank now, pointing at the troopers behind him. 
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"Bulletproof vests?" Artur was baffled and looked for his 

German dictionary. 

"I can explain it, I mean armor, helmets and so on", said 

Kohlhaas with a grin. 

"Ah, I see...", Artur seemed to brood and scratched his 

head. 

"In Gomel, our men hadn't head any protection against 

bullets. But the cops had helmets and bulletproof vests." 

"You Ye right!", Tschistokjow raised his hand and gazed 

pensively at the sky. 

"Try to get this stuff, all kinds of armor, helmets...", said 

Frank to Artur and let the guardsmen muster. 

Then he told them that they had to equip themselves from 

now on. Each trooper should get a helmet and any kind of 

body protection till the next rally. 

They spent the rest of the day with firing practices and 

Frank tried to teach the young Russians some basic military 

tactics. He loved his new role and enjoyed the respectful 

attention, he recieved from his new "soldiers". 

At the next demonstration in Luninyets, a bizarre sight was 
offered to the numerous inhabitants of the town who were 
witnessing the spectacle. About 300 troopers had come with 
their partly self-made armors. Some of them had strange 
looking vests of iron plates, others wore bulletproof vests 
which they had bought on the black market somewhere in 
Russia. Many guardsmen had some old helmets of the 
former Soviet army, the NVA and even the old German 
Wehrmacht! 

Frank could not help grinning, but the main thing was that 
the helmets, which were partly already many decades old 
and often rusted, would protect the men. 
"Better a weird looking helmet on the head, than a bullet in 
the head!", said Kohlhaas to himself and grinned again. 
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And even the sparsely represented police reacted 

confusedly on this sight. Tschistokjow delivered a fiery 

speech against the outsourcing of Belarusian factories and 

production complexes to low-wage countries and earned 

thunderous applause from the people, who were afraid of 

losing their jobs. 

Otherwise, everything went smoothly and some police 

officers even greeted the 3000 demonstrators friendly. Artur 

seemed to be content. One day later, Frank and Alfred 

drove back to Ivas. 

It was at the beginning of May. Meanwhile, Kohlhaas and 

Baumer were "on vacation", as they formulated it. They 

spent their time with hanging around in the living room or 

sitting in the kitchen, and took some long walks in the 

woods, enjoying the first warm sunrays of the year 2035. 

"Have you seen Julia in the last days?", asked Kohlhaas his 

friend. 

They went deeper into the forest and finally sat down on a 

fallen tree. Alf shrugged: "She seems to be away. No, I 

haven't seen her. Perhaps she is in Grodno, with Viktor." 

"Yes, could be...", muttered Frank. 

"I know, it annoys you..." 

"Yes, could be...", returned Kohlhaas sadly. 

"Nevertheless, she likes you, Frank!" 

"Pah! Of course! And why does she constantly visit that 

Russian?", hissed Frank angrily. 

"You have told me, that you have already..." 

"Already what?" 

"Well, you have..." 

"Just forget about that!" 

Alf looked at his friend in wonder. Then he said: "You have 

kissed her.. .and then?" 

"Yes, something like that. Well, not exactly, I mean...", 

stammered Frank. 
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"Don't talk Chinese, Frank!" 

"If she would be my girlfriend, she wouldn't be in fucking 

Grodno, okay?" 

Alf just grinned and asked for details. "Now, tell uncle Alf the 

whole, sad truth!" 

"Fuck you, Alter!", ranted Frank, giving Baumer a slight 

nudge with his elbow. 

"Let's go!", he suggested strongly and rose from his seat. 

Alf could imagine that Frank had probably a bid 

exaggerated a few months ago. The reality of his 

"successful advance" towards the heart of Julia Wilden was 

apparently much more disillusioning than his euphoric 

"reports of victory". 

"Nevertheless, we have kissed. Even though, it has 

probably just been more amicable", thought Frank and 

melancholically looked at the treetops, which slowly filled 

with fresh green leaves. 

For a while, they walked through the beautiful forest that 

surrounded the village, and were silent. Perhaps the 

revolution which they all hoped for, was just an illusion, like 

Julia's love. Frank should still find it out soon enough. 

Meanwhile, Wilden dealt less with his daughter and more 
with strategic preparations of political campaigns. Today, he 
had risen early in the morning and was now sitting in front of 
his computer. The village boss designed a new flyer for the 
freedom movement, which was directed against the 
proposed "approximation of energy costs" in the sub-sector 
"Belarus-Baltic". 

This so called "alignment" meant nothing else but a massive 
increase of prices for natural gas and petroleum, which 
Medschneko's government had announced for October. 
Wilden had seen a report about this newest raid of the 
regime last night on television. The prices for oil and gas 
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should be increased with not less than 60%, as the media 
told the people. Perhaps this was another turning point in 
the lives of millions of Belarusians and could finally become 
the last straw that would break the earners back. 
While the country still had its own oil reserves, oil and gas 
were nevertheless imported from other regions now. 
Moreover, the population of Belarus had suffered under the 
constantly increasing prices for almost everything. This new 
"approximation" finally shook the people to the core and 
made them angrier than ever before. Apart from that, the 
steady reduction of the manufacturing industry and various 
tax hikes had driven countless Belarusians into a black hole 
of hopelessness and despair. Now the Medschenko regime 
tried to pull even more money out of their already empty 
pockets. 

"Equalization of prices...", whispered Wilden quietly to 
himself, staring angrily at the screen of his computer. 
"Those damn bandits!" 

He went on to formulate the new leaflet and admired his 
meanwhile thorough knowledge of Russian. Then he looked 
thoughtfully out the window, typed around on the keyboard 
again and suddenly startled up. Somebody had knocked on 
the door. 

Frank tried to hurry up. The house of the village boss was 
already behind the next street corner. Thorsten Wilden had 
rung him up this morning and had excitedly explained, that 
he had an important message for him. The young man 
rushed past a row of empty houses and finally turned left. 
Now he was almost there. 

Some seconds later, he abruptly interrupted his run, gaped 
and gasped quietly. A police car was parking on the street 
and he could see the village boss, who asked three officers 
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in, in order to close the door behind them in the next 

moment. Frank scurried to the side and hid behind a wall. 

"What the hell do these cops here?", it flashed through his 

mind. His heart started to pound like crazy, then he sprinted 

back home. 

"Alf, Alf! Damn, where are you?", he yelled through the 

hallway. 

Baumer came down the stairs from the upper floor and 

slowly rubbed his eyes. 

"What's up?" 

"The cops! There is a police car at Wilden!", shouted 

Kohlhaas with a horrified expression. 

"What?", Alf was suddenly wide awake and almost fell 

backwards. 

"The cops? What?" 

"Yes, come with me and take your gun! Now!" 

The two men ran down the street, reaching Wilden's house 

after a few minutes. Moments later, they hid in the yard of 

an vacant house behind a shed and waited. The police car 

was still there. 

"This can't be true! There has never been a cop in Ivas! 

What does that mean?", whispered Frank softly, peering 

past the shed. 

"I don't know...", muttered Alf nervously. The two were 

silent, while Martin Brenner and his wife, Wilden's 

neighbors, came out of their house and stared at the police 

car which was blocking their gateway. What had happened? 

„The most of you are farmers?", asked the policeman with 

the globular face. 

Wilden had both hands in his pockets and tried to evade the 

views of the cops as good as he could. 

„Yes, this is a village of farmers!", he returned. 
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"But you are njemez? German?", probed the other 

policeman. 

„Yes...nemez...Tej hotschesch goworitch pa russkje?", 

answered Wilden with a smile and hoped that his offer to 

talk Russian would bring him some sympathies. 

„Njet!", grunted the officer. „We talk in Englisch!" 

Shortly afterwards, the policeman told the village boss that 

they had pursued some teenagers, who had sprayed an 

antigovernmental slogan on a wall - "Down with the World 

Government!" 

The mummed young man had escaped into the woods near 

Ivas. It had been some nights ago, as the officer explained. 

„Did you see any suspicious persons here in this village?", 

he probed again now. Wilden tried to smile. 

„No, I did not see three suspicious young men!", answered 

Wilden angrily, playing the indignant man. "You have 

already asked me that..." 

Suddenly one of the cops left the group and went into the 

kitchen, where Mrs. Wilden welcomed him with an anxious 

smile. 

„You are okay?", asked the man and grinned at her. 

„Yes!", breathed Agatha Wilden silently. 

Then the officer walked around and seemed to watch out for 

something, while Wilden tried to start a harmless Smalltalk 

with his colleagues. He spoke about the many interesting 

sides of farming, the lot of work in the village, seeding and 

harvesting and so on. Finally he told the policemen that 

Lithuania was a very beautiful country, full of nice people. 

The two cops became a bit kindlier now and accepted 

Wilden's offer to follow him into the kitchen to drink a warm 

tea. For some minutes, the village boss seemed to calm 

down. 
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„0h, you have many books!", it suddenly resounded out of 

the library in the next room and Wilden looked like he had 

been stabbed in the back. 

He stood up immediately, smiled at the officers and hurried 

into the library, where a cop stupidly googled at the 

countless books around him. Obviously, he could not 

understand the German book titles at all. Meanwhile, 

Agatha Wilden gave the two officers another delicious 

blackberry tea - and just smiled and smiled. 

„Ha, ha! Yes, my hobby is history. Just a hobby. I like to 

read everything about history", said Wilden, stroking 

nervously through his gray hair. 

"Are these books legal?", enquired the officer with a harsh 

undertone. 

„Yes, of course. The books are all for historical studies. For 

my little hobby. You know?" 

"Nietzsche?", the policeman stared at an old book and 

seemed to be overcallenged. 

„Ha! Not very interesting. Just an old book!", laughted the 

village boss calmingly. 

The officer put the book back on the shelf. Then he left the 

room. Wilden took a deep breath and wiped off some drops 

of cold sweat from his brow. 

J don't read at all. Reading is boring!", grumbled the officer 

and finally went back to the kitchen. 

After the policemen had enjoyed their tea, they left the 

house and shook Wilden's hand with a friendly smile. 

„lf I see any suspicious persons here in this village, I will call 

you immediately!", promised the village boss. The officers 

just nodded approvingly and the police car disappeared 

again. 

The policemen had come to Wilden, because the authorities 

knew him as the registered owner of dozens of houses in 

Ivas. Meanwhile, all the villagers had become more than 
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upset, because this was the first time that a police car had 

come to the outlying and still abandoned looking village. 

This had changed today! 

Fortunately, Wilden seemed not to had aroused the officer's 

suspicions and had mimed the upright and harmless 

taxpayer once more. 

Shortly afterwards, they knew who had made the silly 

spraying in the neighboring village of Rajazov. It had been 

three still very young teenagers, whose families had moved 

to Ivas with Wilden's permission one year ago. 

Frank, Alfred and Sven finally beat them up, while the 

village boss threatened their parents to banish them, if 

something like this would ever happen again. But after a 

while, all calmed down - even Frank and Alf, who had 

reacted on the incident with a tantrum. 

"What?", hissend Frank, opened the front door and looked 

at three hardly 16 to 18 year old guys, whose heads were 

bandaged. Two of them had black eyes and a few scratches 

on their faces. 

"What?", he yelled at them again. Now even Alf came to the 

door. 

"We just wanted to apologize, Mr. Kohlhaas...and...uh...Mr. 

Baumer", said one of the teenagers quietly. 

"Yes, all right! Accepted! The main thing is that you have 

understood, that such stupid shit can lead to a great 

disaster. Why have you done it that close to our home 

village?", huffed Frank menacingly, standing in front of the 

frightened boys. 

A 17 year old boy named Ingo Moser nodded and 

stammered: "Yes, we are sorry. We will never do it again!" 

"This is healthier! Believe me!", hissed Baumer and his eyes 

twinkled angrily. Meanwhile, Frank almost felt a bit sorry for 
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the beaten up boys. They had come to the doorstep like 

some shy little dogs, and hardly dared to cough. 

"Okay, we are sorry too. We didn't want to beat you up that 

heavily, but you have just deserved it. This stupid action has 

endangered the whole village", said Frank, cooling off 

slowly. 

"What do you think, the cops will do with us if they ever find 

out who we are?", added Alf. 

"We just wanted to help the freedom movement. Sven 

always says...", stuttered a fat little boy with red hair and 

freckles sheepishly. 

Tm gonna talk to him. Maybe Sven will allow you to join his 

group, but you will follow his orders, okay? And here, in the 

proximity of our village, you will not spray or make any 

propaganda at all, otherwise I will eat you alive!", grumbled 

Kohlhaas and perked his dark eyebrows up. 

"Yes...l mean. ..no.. .of course not, Mr. Kohlhaas", wailed the 

chubby redhead. 

"Tell your parents, that we are sorry for the black eyes and 

stuff. But this lesson is better than everything that awaits us, 

if the cops or even the GSA will ever show up here", 

explained Frank and dismissed the teenagers. 

"Thank you, Mr. Kohlhaas and Mr. Baumer", he could finally 

hear. Then the three boys walked off. 

A few days later, Frank had arranged that the three 
teenagers could join Sven's group. When he went shopping 
in Steffen de Vries' little store and met the mother of the 
redhead, the woman only greeted him with a silent "Hello!". 
Kohlhaas did not care, if she was still offended, because the 
boys had deserved the beating, as he meant. 
In the following days, the village boss ordered increased 
security measures. HOK checked all the Scanchips of the 
villagers again and spent endless hours in front of his 
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computer. He even revised the registrations of vehicles and 
planes once more. 

Meanwhile, Julia had returned to Ivas. This time, Viktor was 
not with her. Frank just nodded silently, when he saw her in 
the village or in Wilden's house. The young woman had 
immediately noticed that he was still angry about her and 
sometimes she tried to start a Smalltalk with him, but 
Kohlhaas openly ignored her and was not willing to change 
his behaviour. 

Furthermore, Artur Tschistokjow had planned another rally 
at the end of the month. This time he had chosen Lyepyel. 
The situation in the country had become even worse in the 
meantime. The economic and social decline had taken an 
alarming course, and now there were spontaneous 
outbursts of anger and indignation in many parts of Belarus. 
In Pinsk, workers of a production complex had started a 
strike to enforce higher wages. In other cities it was the 
same. The police had always to intervene, and the strikes 
ended with several dead and wounded people. 
Medschenko's regime was under increasing pressure, while 
Tschistokjow's movement got a massive inflow of new 
members. 

After a football match in Minsk, there were heavy conflicts 
between young Belarusians and immigrants from Georgia 
and Kazakhstan, who lived in the north of the city. The rival 
groups attacked each other with baseball bats and knives 
and many people ended in hospitals. Two Belarusians and 
one Kazak were killed. In the following days some 
Belarusian youths threw a self-made bomb at a group of 
foreigners and the riots escalated, while the local police 
tried to quell them with sheer brutality. But the feuds 
between Russians and immigrants still continued, and four 
Kazaks were finally shot by an unknown man in front of a 
pub. Meanwhile, some parts of Minsk resembled a powder 
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keg and the situation in the country stood close to a giant 
explosion. However, this was the condition Artur 
Tschistokjow was waiting for. 
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Mood of Crisis 



"Are you ready to die?", yelled Frank and waved a squad 
leader nearer. The man grinned cynically, while Kohlhaas 
gave him some instructions in broken Russian. Shortly 
afterwards, the armed guardsmen flanked the 
demonstration at a distance of five meters. 
Meanwhile, most of the Russians seemed to respect him. 
After all, they had not forgotten that he had saved 
Tschistokjow' s life. A huge crowd of people had gathered 
today in the eastern part of Grodno, near a abandoned 
shopping street. Frank looked around and saw vacant 
shops and rubbish on the street in front of him. This city was 
slowly dying, like the rest of Belarus too. 
Hundreds of unemployed and homeless people came from 
everywhere, welcoming the Rus with loud screams and 
cheer. Artur had allowed some of them to join today's rally, 
if they behaved properly. But a few of them were already 
much too drunk and the guardsmen had to send them back 
home, because Tschistokjow did not accept any boozy 
squallers. Finally, over 20000 people had come to Grodno 
today, including many citizens from Gomel. Obviously, the 
massacre had not broken their will, to the contrary, now they 
had nothing to lose anymore and viewed Tschistokjow as 
their last hope. Frank was curious, what was awaiting him 
today. 

Julia had not come with him. And for good reasons. If there 
would be bloody street fights like in Gomel, it was better for 
a young woman to stay in. However, her heartthrob Viktor 
was here somewhere. The handsome, charming Russian 
had led the group of Grodno over a longer period, but a few 
months ago, he had stepped back into the second rank and 
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had left the leadership to another man. Perhaps this change 
of heart had something to do with Julia, as Frank thought. 
He still mused about this since the early morning hours, 
searching the crowd for his hated rival. 
Around noon, the protest march began. Hundreds of dragon 
head and Russia flags waved above the heads of the 
demonstrators. Half a kilometer away from their meeting 
place, the police and even GCF soldiers were waiting for the 
Rus. So far, they just observed everything. 

At the top of the long human worm, Artur Tschistokjow 
walked beside some bodyguards with assault rifles in their 
hands. The Russian stared at the policemen with a black 
look and waited. Frank and Alfred finally came from behind, 
while Wilden stayed in the rear of the crowd. Meanwhile, the 
two German guardsmen had mummed. 
"It was better to watch these cops, who had come to Ivas, 
from the distance. At first, I wanted to go to Thorsten to ask 
him what they wanted, but this would have been the wrong 
decision", said Frank. 

"Maybe they already know our faces. Tm still worrying about 
that whole thing", returned Alf. 

Although the two men from Ivas had once more hidden their 
faces behind broad sunglasses and black scarfs, they had 
been a bit too careless at some other rallies in the last 
months. Any camera had already recorded their faces for 
sure, meant Baumer. 

Today, both men wore old steel helmets which John 
Thorphy had bought for them somewhere in Russia. The 
helmets were some remainders of the former "peace troops" 
of the UN, that had finally become the "Global Control 
Force" after 2018. In addition, they wore bulletproof vests. 
"Look at this!", said Frank with a grin, pointing at a hulking 
Russian trooper in front of him. 



149 



"This looks more than weird...", muttered Alf, because of the 
strange sight. 

The Russian had a battered fireman's helmet on his head 
and a steel plate, attached on his chest. He looked like one 
of the rebellious peasants from the Middle Ages, who went 
to war with a hastily clobbed together armor to fight their evil 
landlord. 

"I don't think that this will proctect him from any bullets!", 
joked Frank and Alf giggled. 

"Nevertheless, it shows some goodwill!", laughed Baumer. 
"Give all power- to Tschistokjow! Down with Medschenko!", 
resounded a loud chorus out of thousands of throats 
through the streets. The crowd marched across a large 
square, surrounded by beautiful old buildings, and moved 
then towards a long main street. 

On the sidewalks, many citizens applauded and yelled. 
Meanwhile, the most Belarusians seemed to like the 
freedom movement. Only a bunch of non-Russians was 
screaming some insults in the background. However, this 
large crowd was an inspiring and impressive sight, without 
any doubt. The Rus finally reached another square in the 
middle of the city, right in front of the town hall of Grodno, 
the residence of the local administrator. Tschistokjow 
started his speech and greeted his supporters and the 
countless citizens. Meanwhile, the police had gathered 
around the crowd, but was still outnumbered many times 
over. Shortly afterwards, even some anti-riot tanks 
appeared. 

"If you believe, that we are already many people, then just 
wait and see, how many we will soon be in Minsk, when the 
people of Belarus will finally rise against their oppressors!", 
shouted the blond man into the microphone. 
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Thousands cheered. Frank could see that even some 

policemen smiled pleasantly. Artur continued in his usual 

manner, accusing the World Government and Medschenko 

to promote the decline of folk and country. His voice 

resounded across the square and he electrified the mass 

around him once again. 

"There! Look!", Frank pointed at the old town hall, where a 

man looked out a window on the upper floor. 

"Look at him, my Belarusian brothers and sisters! Can you 

see him? That man at the window of this beautiful town 

hall? We all know this man! It is Jaron Kaminer, the 

administrator of this city, a minion in the service of the World 

Government! Yes, take a good, long look, Mr. Kaminer! 

Soon, we will send people like you packing!", yelled 

Tschistokjow. 

The man disappeared behind the curtain and the angry 

crowd sent him a wave of insults and curses. Some troopers 

even pointed their guns at the window and shouted threats, 

but Frank called them to order. 

"To the policemen, I have the following request: I promise 

by my honor that there will be no violence today, if you just 

let me speak!", proclaimed the rebel leader. 

The officers did not react and remained as silent as before. 

Some of them nodded until their superior yelled at them 

angrily. Apparently, also the policemen seemed not to be 

interested in another shootout. The police chief finally took a 

bullhorn and interrupted Tschistokjow. The crowd seethed. 

"The next street fight starts in two minutes!", moaned 

Kohlhaas and took his gun from the shoulder. 

The GCF soldiers, who all were no Russians, positioned 

themselves alongside the police and loaded their weapons. 

Frank gave some orders to the guardsmen who were also 

waiting for another firefight. 
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"This demonstration is illegal and all people have to leave 

this square immediately!", ordered the police chief. 

"Let me speak for twenty minutes, then I will end this 

demonstration!", answered Tschistokjow. 

"I have the orders to shoot at you, if you don't stop this rally, 

Mr. Tschistokjow!", shouted the officer. "I don't want a 

second Gomel. Even my men have families!" 

"Well, I would like to speak for ten minutes, then we will 

leave this city - no riots, no violence. I promise it! 

I also want no second Gomel and I regret it very much that 

we had to fight against our Belarusian brothers from the 

police. Don't waste your lives for politicians, who are 

nothing but traitors, leading this country into chaos. They 

don't care about your lives, you are their slaves, like 

everyone else. Do you really want to die for 500 Globes a 

month?", called the rebel leader. 

"Please wait, Mr. Tschistokjow!", replied the squad leader 

and consulted some of his colleagues. 

Artur exhorted his followers to remain calm and peaceful, 

while Frank, Alfred and Peter Ulljewski rebuked some 

aggressive, young Russians. 

It lasted ten tense minutes until the police chief took his 

bullhorn again and answered: "All right, Mr. Tschistokjow! I 

give you ten minutes!" 

"Thank you!", returned the leader of the Rus happily. 

While Tschistokjow ended his speech in time, within ten 

minutes, and finally gave the order for an orderly retreat 

towards the eastern part of Grodno, chaos broke out on the 

opposite side. 

The police chief of Grodno and the leading officer of the 

GCF occupation troops started to argue loudly and Frank 

heard the men insulting each other in broken English. 

Shortly afterwards, the Belarusian policemen just walked off 

the square, leaving the GCF soldiers alone. However, this 
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was an outrageous scandal, and its ramifications should 
become clear in the following weeks. The march ended 
peacefully. Only some young Russian hotspurs had tried to 
start a brawl, but the guardsmen had immediately restored 
discipline. 

"This is no adventure holiday for knuckleheads who want to 
make trouble. Those who can't behave, have to leave this 
demonstration. I have promised the police, that this day will 
end without another fight and you should thank me for this!", 
explained Tschistokjow his supporters again and again on 
the way home. 

"It has simply been an unbelievable success, hasn't it?", 

said Wilden. 

The men, who were walking on this sunny day beside him 

across the village square of Ivas, agreed. However, only a 

few of them did really understand the full meaning of the 

incident in Grodno. But as always, the head of the village 

community lectured and tried describe the whole political 

situation, omitting no detail. 

"Instead of a bloody streetfight, the Belarusian police has 

cooperated with us", avered Frank. 

"Now you exaggerate! Cooperated? Well, they just haven't 

been in the mood for murder and manslaughter again - as 

little as we!", answered Alf. 

"Anyway, some of the cops have shown sympathies for us", 

remarked Sven. 

Kohlhaas looked at Wilden. "The system has avoided a 

confrontation, and finally lost a big part of its authority. The 

Belarusian policemen have violated their orders to safe their 

lives, in an important city like Grodno. This is, without any 

doubt, a huge success and shows that the freedom 

movement is meanwhile a political factor!" 
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"Frank is right! I have already discussed it with Artur. We will 

conquer the rural areas now, develop improved structures 

and recruit more guardsmen units in every village and every 

smaller town. They are no longer able to stop us!", said the 

village boss. 

"What is the sense of this?", asked one of the young 

activists. 

"The sense? Well, the great day! When the government in 

Minsk bites the dust", Frank told him emphatically. 

The group sat in Steffen de Vries' cafe which was almost 

overcrowded with so many guests. The thick Belgian hastily 

came to their table and took some orders. 

"Today, we are cafe house revolutionaries!", joked Wilden. 

Some of the others looked at him with questioning glances 

and the village boss laughed and said: 

"All right, folks! I'm just kidding!" 

Then he rubbed his hands, grinned and drank a delicious 

milkshake - Steffen de Vries' speciality. 

The media in the administration sector "Eastern Europe" 
almost hushed up the big demonstration in Grodno. In some 
news reports the protest march was only mentioned with a 
few words. On television, they spoke of "several hundred 
anarchists and extremists" and simply ignored all other 
facts. Meanwhile, heads started to roll at the Grodno police 
department. The squad leader and his entire staff were 
removed for disobeying an direct order from the government 
and the Scanchips of some policemen were blocked for an 
indefinite time. Now, many of the despaired officers openly 
complained about the situation in Belarus, what meant even 
more drastic measures against them. 
The GSA, which had paid little attention to Belarus so far, 
sent now a small special unit to Minsk that should analyze 
and monitor the behavior of the local police. But all in all, the 
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Lodge Brothers did not expect a serious uprise in the small 
Eastern European country with its population of hardly a 
dozen millions. No further GCF units were sent to Belarus, 
because they were needed much more urgent elsewhere. 
The GSA was more concerned about Russia and the 
Ukraine, where poverty and discontent were spreading like 
a plague, and also could become explosive one day. 
While rebellious underground groups played no significant 
roles in Russia and were furthermore hopelessly 
fragmented, Artur Tschistokjow had formed a powerful 
movement under his leadership. Nevertheless, the GSA did 
not take him all too serious - and this was his great luck! 

It was a warm evening and a mild wisp of wind blew across 

the meadow in front of Sven Weber's house. Frank and 

Alfred had returned to Ivas a few days ago, after they had 

met with Tschistokjow and other members of his 

organization in Slonim. 

While the Russian politician let no day pass without 

expanding his freedom movement, laying the groundwork 

for a rebellion of the masses, led by him, Frank and Alfred 

had decided to enjoy some free days in their home village. 

This evening, they had gone to Sven and were sitting with 

him and his parents in the garden, drinking a cold 

Lithuanian beer. 

"Artur is planning a nationwide strike in Belarus and 

Lithuania in the middle of October. If his plan is successful, 

we'll have good chances", said Frank. 

Sven's remaining eye looked at him annoyedly and his 

disfigured face betrayed that he did not want to talk about 

politics today. 

"What's up?", asked Kohlhaas. 

"Let's choose another topic!", suggested Alf. 

Frank put him off. "Okay!" 
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"Yes, may Tschistokjow do whatever he likes. Another cool 

blonde*?", said Sven, reaching into a small cold box on the 

ground. 

With a faint clicking sound, he pulled a beer out of it. Alf s 

eyes gleamed. "Good idea, bring it on!" 

"Cool blonde? Cool blondie! This rather reminds me of Julia 

Wilden!", muttered Frank. Mrs. Weber grinned and winked 

at him. 

"Here we go again! Now, it's Julia time!", moaned Baumer, 

rolling his eyes. 

"Alf also needs a woman, what do you think guys?", asked 

Frank into the round and clapped his tall friend on the 

shoulders. 

"You should find a girl at first, buddy! And if you still have 

another woman left, you can give her to me", replied Alf. 

"Mr. Baumer!", said Mrs. Weber with a chuckle. 

"Leave me alone with that women thing!", hissed Sven. 

At this moment, he became aware of the fact that every 

woman would try to run away, when she saw him. The 

Japanese war had reversed the former undoubtedly 

attractive face of the young man with a maimed grimace. 

"My little boy, you'll also find a nice woman one day. Every 

Jack has his Jill!", remarked Mrs. Weber and patted her son. 

"I know what you mean. My Jill would look like 

Frankenstein's bride", answered the young man with a cynic 

smile. 

Sven's father avoided any comments and his son seemed 

to be happy about it. Frank tried to turn the conversation to 

another topic. 

"Have you seen these young boys again, who have done 

that spraying in our neighboring village?" 

*"Cool blonde" = "kuhles Blondes" (German slang term for a bottle of 
beer) 
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"They have been with us in Grodno", said Sven. "They are 

all right now, and very active. Really good boys!" 

"Right, we must care for our young activists!", remarked 

Baumer and grabbed the next bottle of beer. 

"But they're still a bit scared of you", answered Sven. 

"Damn, we were really pissed off on that day, because of 

the cops and...", muttered Kohlhaas. 

"Anyhow, they have deserved some punishment! I have 

already talked turkey with them. Meanwhile, I can't say any 

bad things about them anymore, to the contrary, they are 

good acitvists now." 

It was getting dark. Sven brought some candles out of the 

house and put them on the plastic table in their midst, his 

parents had already gone to bed. Suddenly they heard 

steps. The outlines of a slender person, coming nearer, 

could be seen from afar. It was Julia Wilden. 

"Ah, here you are! I've been looking for you everywhere. 

What are you doing?", asked Wilden's daughter and smiled. 

"Can't you see it? We're boozing!", said Frank gruffly and 

emptied his bottle with a single sip. 

"What's up?", Sven wanted to know then. 

"Nothing! I just tried to say hello!", replied Julia. 

Frank distorted his mouth and looked at the pretty blonde. 

"You have been a rare guest in the last time..." 

"I know, but today I just wanted to stop by." 

Baumer shrugged his shoulders, while Kohlhaas smiled 

sardonically. 

"Your father has told me, that you have once again been in 

Grodno. With Viktor, the great rebel!" 

"Thus, I'm back now...", she answered quietly. 

"Do you want to drink a beer?", asked Sven and beckoned 

with a chilled bottle. 

"No, thank you! I sit down, okay?" 
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"But it is nice that you delight us with your presence, 

madam!", quipped Frank, grinning ironically. 

Julia was silent and looked down at the plastic table. 

Kohlhaas was irritated. "Whaf s about your pretty Viktor? Is 

he still active in the movement? Now, tell something!" 

"I don't know...", she whispered afflictedly. 

"You don't know, Julia? Is your Viktor still a member of the 

movement - yes or no? Or does has he meanwhile started 

a career as a male model?", sneered Kohlhaas. 

"I do not know. He in the Grodno and Tm here", she said 

quietly. 

"We already know that, Julia. Anyway, we can only see you, 

while Viktor seems not to be here. What has happened to 

Mr. Pretty?", teased Frank and grinned at her 

contemptuously. Sven was confused. 

"All right, then Til go now", said Julia, stood up and walked 

away. 

Frank drank another beer and seemed to be somehow 

irritated. Eventually, he went home and fell asleep 

immediately. Julia no longer interested him. At least, he 

tried to believe this. 

Artur Tschistokjow sent some of his best men to Russia and 
the Ukraine to get in touch with other underground groups of 
dissidents to form an alliance. Peter Ulljewski traveled to 
Moscow and met some members of the "New Flag", a 
growing underground group of patriotic Russians who 
wanted to have their old country back, and had been quite 
active during the last months. Other proponents of the 
Freedom Movement of the Rus went to St. Petersburg, 
Kiev, Volgograd, Novgorod, Ryazan, Rostov, Tula and 
about two dozen other cities. Here they met other rebels of 
various kinds. In the most cases, the talks were successful 
and an initial cooperation could be organized. Tschistokjow 
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had meanwhile realized, that Belarus would be nothing but 
a base for a far greater revolution in Russia and in the 
Ukraine in the long term, if they would ever make it to take 
over the power in Minsk. Therefore, it was necessary to find 
more allies beyond the borders of Belarus. 
The hotbed, made of poverty, fear and ethnic tensions, was 
very fruitful in Russia. However, it lacked the numerous 
small groups of organization and leadership. None of the 
other rebel groups in Russia had achieved a political or 
even military power so far. 

Often it were only small, insignificant bunches of 
malcontents. Nevertheless, the TV reports about Artur 
Tschistokjow and his freedom movement had also 
impressed the political dissidents in Russia and the Ukraine. 
They admired the young politician and rated it as a great 
honor, if one of his representatives visited them. 
Wilden had also a high goal. He resumed contact with his 
old friend Masaru Taishi from Tokyo and asked him to 
organize a meeting with a member of the Japanese 
government. The village boss hoped that Matsumoto's state 
would financially support them. 

Finally, Mr. Taishi managed it to arrange a meeting. The old 
Japanese businessman became not tired to emphasize, that 
his friend from Lithuania had sent the Japanese army two 
"heroes of Okinawa". Foreign minister Mori himself 
eventually gave Wilden the chance for a short talk. A few 
days later, the village boss flew to Japan. 

Frank was meanwhile sure that Julia and Viktor were no 
longer together. 

"He has just exploited me!", complained the beautiful 
woman and tried to find solace at Frank. But Kohlhaas gave 
her the cold shoulder and pretended to have no time for 
"women's stuff' - after all, the revolution was calling for him. 
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Nevertheless, the fact that his secret love seemed to be 
interested in him again was inspiring. In the following 
weeks, the freedom movement made two more rallies in 
smaller towns and enjoyed popularity among the locals. The 
few policemen, who watched the demonstration, behaved 
passively or even cooperatively, avoiding any 
confrontations. Artur Tschistokjow finally managed it to meet 
the chief of the local police for a brief talk after the 
demonstration. 

Meanwhile, Thorsten Wilden was in Japan since two days. 
Frank racked his brain about what he would achieve by 
talking with the Japanese foreign minister. His friend Alf was 
curious too. However, both had the greatest ideas and 
sometimes literally fell into daydreams. 
But the former businessman from Westphalia should not 
disappoint them. He proved himself, in the conversation with 
Akira Mori, the closest friend of president Matsumoto, as a 
brilliant diplomat and negotiator. He managed to convince 
the foreign minister of Japan that the freedom movement 
actually had a realistic chance to take over the power in 
Belarus. 

Apart from that, Japan urgently needed more allies and 
partners who supported them in their fight against the World 
Government. After the Philippines had won their 
independence, under Japanese protection, and the GCF 
initially risked no further war in the Far East, it sounded 
more than tempting for Mori, that there could really be a 
successful revolution in an European country. The foreign 
minister of Japan promised Wilden some bigger deliveries 
of arms and moreover financial support. 
Finally Tschistokjow got a donation of not less than fifty 
million yen from the Japanese state. The situation changed 
apruptly. Inspired by his success, Wilden returned to 
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Belarus and told Tschistokjow the great news. The rebel 
leader could hardly believe what he heard and was beside 
himself with joy. Now the political success had to follow. 

It was pleasantly warm in this beautiful summer night. 

Frank, Alfred, Sven and about thirty Russians had made 

their way to Klaipeda and were waiting for a merchant ship. 

They tiredly lurked in the darkness, behind a huge wall of 

metal containers at the port. 

"What's the time?", asked Sven. 

Frank held his watch under the light of a dim street lamp. 

"Quarter past two!", he muttered. 

"I hope that they really come!", grumbled Alf and lit a 

cigarette. 

"The Japs have said between two and three o'clock!", 

answered Kohlhaas and yawned. 

One of the Russians bugged him shortly thereafter with the 

same question, in barely understandable English. Frank 

reacted angrily and chased him away. 

After half an hour, a rusty merchant ship appeared at the 

docks. "Brazil" could be read on the bow of the 

inconspicuous transport ship. 

"It must be them!", whispered Frank and waved the others 

nearer. 

Shortly afterwards, the ship docked at the port and the 

rebels crept forward. Nobody could be seen anywhere, 

because the loading port of Klaipeda was a lonely place in 

the middle of the night. 

"Konban wa!", shouted a man out of a hatch of the ship and 

opened a large access door. 

"Hello!", said Frank, and went with the rest of the rebels on 

board. 

They shook the hands of the Asians and went below. Here 
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was a huge room full of banana crates, about a hundred or 

even more, as Frank guessed. 

"Watashi wa captain desu!", said a smiling Japanese. 

"He is the captain of that rusty ship", translated Frank with a 

grin. 

The Japanese opened one of the boxes. "Look! Very good 

guns from the army of Japan!" 

"Where are the bazookas?", asked Kohlhaas. 

The man opened another box and Frank took a look at 

some modern anti-tank weapons. He clapped the Japanese 

on the shoulder. 

Then he nodded and they lost no more time. Frank and the 

others brought the banana crates to some trucks and 

disappeared as fast as they could. The Japanese had kept 

their promise and further deliveries of arms from the Far 

East followed. 

The weapons were hidden at various secret places in 

northern Belarus. It was a whole arsenal: assault rifles of all 

types, hand guns, bazookas and even portable rocket 

launchers with automated target acquisitions to fight 

Skydragons or bombers. The men of the freedom 

movement were quite amazed. It was a blessing, that the 

Japanese foreign minister had not denied their wishes, and 

apparently believed in the success of their struggle. 
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Medschenko under Pressure 



"What was the name of that dump again?", shouted Frank 

from the back seat. 

"Legatzk! I have already said it many times!", answered 

John Throphy annoyedly. 

"How far is it?", asked Wilden 

"Maybe three miles!", muttered the Irishman and 

accelerated the car. 

"Why hasn't Artur invited me to the meeting? I will ask him 

that!", murmured Baumerwith a questioning glance. 

"I don't know. He will probably have a reason", meant the 

village boss and fumbled on the collar of his trench coat. 

The car jolted over an old cobbled street and turned left. 

Finally they reached a rundown village. Except for an old 

woman who was slowly hobbling across the muddy road in 

front of them, they did not see anybody. After about three 

hundred meters, the car stopped and a man in a gray shirt 

waved at them from a side street. They had reached their 

goal. 

Wilden got out first and looked around. Dilapidated houses, 

some vacant, were on both sides. The men from Ivas 

followed the Russian. 

"Come in!", said the guardsman, greeting briefly and leading 

them into a house. 

Everything here seemed to crumble and the building looked 

more like a ruin. Then they went up some stairs and finally 

entered a large room. About twenty men were waiting here, 

and Artur Tschistokjow hurried to meet them. 

"I greet you, my friends!", he said with a smile and shook 

their hands. 
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The men in front of them sat at a long wooden table and 

Artur made some remarks in Russian. Frank could not 

understand everything, because the blond man talked 

rapidly and indistinctly. Shortly afterwards, he came back to 

his German friends and the Irishman. 

"We are talking today about the new government of Belarus, 

after the revolution", he said gravely. 

"A new government?", asked Kohlhaas with surprise. 

"Yes, if we make revolution and it works, then we need a 

new government in this country!" 

"Aha?", Wilden wondered. 

"Is this the reason for the meeting?", asked Baumer 

dizzyingly. 

"Yes, right!", answered the Russian rebel. "I want Mr. 

Wilden and Frank in my government, okay?" 

"Well, I understand...", returned Alf easily offended and took 

a glass of mineral water. 

Artur Tschistokjow told his Russian colleagues again, what 

Wilden had achieved for the freedom movement with his 

journey to Japan. The village boss earned admiring glances, 

while some of the men applauded. 

They knew Frank as well. He had saved Artufs life and was 

meanwhile the commander of the most important trooper 

squads of the organization. 

The leader of the Rus looked at Wilden and said: "I want 

you to be the "minister of foreign things" of Belarus in my 

government!" 

"Foreign minister- we say in German", explained Frank. 

"Yes, the foreign minister of Belarus", stressed 

Tschistokjow. 

The village boss smiled and thanked the Russian for the 

honorable offer. 

"Frank, you will be the commander of the army of Belarus. 

Do you agree?" 



164 



Kohlhaas was initially confused and paused. He briefly 

looked around and nodded then thoughtfully. 

"All right!", he returned and smiled at Artur. 

"Well, Tm happy. You are good fighters", said the Russian 

and seemed to be pleased. 

"And these are the other members of your cabinet?", asked 

Wilden, looking at the men at the table. 

"Right! This is Dr. Gugin. Previously he has been at the 

university in Minsk. He was a lecturer. Dr. Gugin is minister 

of economy!" 

An elderly man with a shrunken face, a bald head and bright 

gray eyes, rose from his seat and shook their hands. 

"Peter Ulljewski is the commander of the new secret 

service", explained Artur, pointing at his oldest friend. Frank 

gave the sturdy street fighter a wink and grinned. 

"A good idea!", meant the village boss. 

"Mr. Juri Litschenko from Vitebsk, he will be minister for the 

interior. Mr. Gregori Lossov will be the minister of 

defense..." 

Two middle-aged men stood up and bowed. Now 

Tschistokjow introduced also the rest of the men to his 

German friends. They all should play a major role in the 

new, revolutionary Belarus, as the leader of the Rus 

planned. 

"Well, congratulations!", Frank heard from the side. It was 

Alf. 

Baumer seemed to feel like a fifth wheel in this illustrious 

round of revolutionaries and Frank felt visibly 

uncomfortable. Nevertheless, he was proud that 

Tschistokjow had made an offer like this to him. 

"If there will ever be a revolution, then Til give you an 

important position", Kohlhaas appeased his best friend. 

"Yes, yes, do what you want, great master!", grumbled 

Baumer and turned round. 
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"Shall I ask Artur?" 

Alf interrupted Frank rudely: "No! Forget it!" 

After an hour they left the Russians and drove back to Ivas. 

Frank was thinking about the future, while Alf stared out the 

window, and Wilden lectured about his first measures as 

"theoretical foreign minister" of the new Belarus. 

Kohlhaas could feel the boundless enthusiasm of the village 

boss, because of Artur Tschistokjow's plans. But he still 

was sceptical concerning all these revolutionary dreams. 

Maybe it would be nothing but a figment in the end. 

The rebels spent the sunny July of 2035 with ceaseless 
agitation. Artur Tschistokjow made three smaller 
demonstrations in the west of the country. It came to no 
significant conflicts with the local police and Frank grew 
more and more in the role of the guardsmen's leader. 
Meanwhile, tens of thousands of pamphlets and 
newspapers flooded the land, and virtually the entire village 
youth of Ivas and thousands of Russians were active in 
Belarus and Lithuania day and night. Tschistkjow had 
preached his men that the revolution still had to come in this 
year. 

A growing number of people had now open sympathies for 
the Rus, while the state authority was crumbling more and 
more in many regions of the country. Often, the cops just 
looked away, left the streets to Tschistokjow's men and let 
them distribute their propaganda material. This was already 
a huge success. 

At the same time, the situation in Belarus deteriorated 
further. In August, the food prices climbed upward again 
and there were strikes and riots in the bigger cities. 
Furthermore, the feared increase of the prices for oil and 
gas was still coming. It was planned for October. During the 
cold winter months, this hated new measure could finally 
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cause a revolutionary mood. However, Artur Tschistokjow 
and Wilden believed this, and the rapid growth of the 
Freedom Movement of the Rus seemed to prove them right. 
Once, this organization had been nothing but a small group 
of discontent people, but now thousands of Belarusians 
poured towards the dragon head banners. In August, the 
Rus finally planned to return to Gomel. 

It was a beautiful autumn day. The bright rays of the sun 

warmed the city of Gomel, that Belarusian city which had 

seen a bloody massacre, no Rus would ever forget. Frank, 

Alf and Artur could not believe their eyes. They stood in the 

midst of a giant sea of people. The rebel leader told them, 

that today almost twice as many people as at the last 

demonstration had gathered in the city center. 

"This is incredible. What a crowd! I think between 30000 

and 40000 people", marveled Frank. 

"The necessity is driving them to us", said Wilden soberly, 

eyeing the crowd. 

"If they don't shoot us down again today, the Medschenko 

regime will lose its face!", meant Kohlhaas and stared at 

some belligerent policemen in the distance. 

"Come on!", said Alf and pulled his friend on the sleeve of 

his gray shirt. 

Then they went to the Russian guardsmen. Frank gave 

them some orders and the men walked off. 

He turned to Baumer and remarked: "Today we have more 

than 3000 armed troopers here. This time, the cops will get 

some really bloody feedback if they attack us again. A few 

hundred guardsmen are waiting in the side streets, in 

smaller groups. Now we can encircle them too. But I hope it 

won't end in another bloodbath." 
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"Good idea! I hope the same. Meanwhile, both sides have 
become more cautious and I can't imagine that the cops will 
risk another shootout", speculated Alf. 
Shortly afterwards, the mass started to move and headed 
towards the town hall of the city. Defiant chants resounded 
through the crowded streets and hundreds of flags and 
banners were waved. 

Today they were more than just a mass of discontented 
demonstrators. This was a small army that could meanwhile 
withstand the police forces. All the officers who were 
stationed in the east of Belarus, had been sent to Gomel by 
the Medschenko regime today, what showed the importance 
of this second rally. 

The protesters marched about five miles through downtown 
and finally reached a large square. Here was the town hall. 
Artur Tschistokjow delivered a speech which lasted almost 
two hours and shouted out his usual accusations against 
the government in Minsk, while he promised the people of 
Belarus a bright future under his leadership in return. The 
policemen behaved restrainedly. 

"They do nothing. Despite their anti-riot tanks and the whole 
stuff!" Frank was surprised and pushed up his steel helmet. 
"Maybe this all will end in peace today. The cops will also 
think twice before they start to shoot at us again", said Alf. 
After a while, a police officer came towards them and made 
his way through the crowd, while many demonstrators 
yelled insults at him. Nevertheless, the man walked straight 
to Artur Tschistokjow and started to talk with him. 
"What's happening?", asked Kohlhaas and looked in the 
direction of Alf. Baumer came to him. 
They pushed some men to the side and could finally see 
something. The two rebels from Ivas paused and did not 
trust their eyes anymore. The policeman shook Artur 
Tschistokjow' s hand, smiled and went back to his men. 
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Then the leader of the Rus shouted something into his 

megaphone. 

"What has he said?", asked Alf. 

"Artur has given the command to march off. The 

demonstration is over!", translated Frank. 

"What do you mean?" 

"We're going home! Closing time for today!" 

"Huh?", Alf was puzzled. 

"No shooting, no killing, just going home, Baumer!" 

The huge crowd peacefully left the inner city with amazing 

discipline. Some police units followed them and almost 

looked like companions this time. 

Eventually, the crowd dissolved and the protesters went 

home. Except for some quarrelsome young people, who 

started some brawls on the way home, everything went 

smoothly. Finally Artur Tschistokjow departed with a 

satisfied smile at the end of the day. The second protest 

march through Gomel had been a triumph. 

"Why haven't the GCF soldiers done anything?", wondered 

Baumer and fetched something to drink. 

"Simply because they have been far too few. The 

Belarusian police has denied to support them anymore. 

Alone, they wouldn't have had a chance against 3000 

armed guardsmen", said Wilden. 

"On television they have almost hushed up the rally in 

Gomel", replied Frank and sat on the old office chair in 

Wilden's study like a king. 

"About what shall they report this time? About the fact, that 

they can't stop us anymore? That they have already lost a 

part of their power? Ha, ha!", laughed the village boss, 

slapped his thighs. 

"You're right!", remarked Kohlhaas. 
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The former entrepreneur stood up in front of Frank and 
Alfred. "This has been our greatest victory ever! The system 
has capitulated in Gomel. Do you really understand this?" 
"Well, I guess you Ye right, Thorsten", answered Alf. "Maybe 
they have really drawn in their horns in front of such a great 
mass of people..." 

"The most important thing is, that the Belarusian police has 
ignored Medschenko's orders. I agree with Artur in that 
point", added Frank. 

This time, the village boss had assessed the situation 
perfectly correct. The mass demonstration in Gomel had 
been an unexpected success. While the last rally had ended 
in a bloodbath, the second demonstration had been held 
without bigger problems and with twice as many people. 
All this let the rebels hope. Frank, Alf and Wilden discussed 
and drank until late at night. They implored the success of 
their revolutionary efforts and gave each other esperance 
and confidence. 

Eventually, Kohlhaas and Baumer walked back home, 
totally drunk, loudly singing the hymn of the Rus. They fell 
blustering into the hallway of their house and crawled 
babbling into their beds . 

"We... we... make it somehow...", muttered Kohlhaas, while 
Alf let out a thunderous burp. A moment after they slept. 

In the darkness of the night, Frank's mind showed the 
young man once more a strange dream vision. Before his 
inner eye he could see the picture of a giant spaceship. Its 
body of steel was only weakly illuminated by some starts in 
the distance, gliding silently through the endless black void. 
Suddenly Frank could see the interior of the spacecraft. 
Hundreds of people huddled there. It were soldiers, wearing 
futuristic looking suits of armor of a metallic material. The 
faces of the men were full of fear. Some of them had closed 



170 



their eyes and seemed to pray, others just looked nervously 

around, as if something terrible would wait for them. A tall 

man with a bionic arm, a scarry face and short hair came to 

the men and said: "Try to calm down! In one hour we will 

reach the orbit of Ryann III and the ship will start its final 

descent!" 

The soldiers were silent, looking anxiously at him. The tall 

man, apparently the leader of the unit, remarked: "I see it in 

your eyes. You are afraid of the things which may expect us 

on Ryann III. I know, the Rachnids are terrible enemies, but 

they are not invincible. We must defend the capital of the 

planet at all costs. There is no other way!" 

"Is it true that these Rachnids have creatures, which are 

bigger than an imperial tank?, asked a young man with a 

trembling voice. 

"Yes, my boy. But even these creatures can be killed!" 

The man slapped on the young soldier's back with his 

metallic hand and the blond boy nodded. After a while, the 

spaceship reached the orbit of the planet whose 

atmosphere was threateningly glowing in a reddish light. 

The men went into their drop pods and were ejected from 

the starship. They cut through the blazing red sky like 

hailstones, and finally hit the planet's surface. 

A steel door opened with a loud rumble and the frightened 

soldiers stormed across a desert plain. They had landed in 

the middle of a battlefield. Around them, countless dead 

soldiers, tank wrecks and alien creatures covered the dusty 

ground. 

The outlines of a vast horde of insect-like creatures were 

looming on the horizon. Between the smaller aliens, giant 

monsters with scythe-like claws tramped forward, uttering 

fearsome screams. 
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"They are legion! How shall we defend this city against an 
entire swarm of Rachnids?", moaned a soldier, clutching to 
his laser gun, full of worry and fear. 

"We will hold the line, together with our comrades from 
Ryann III. It would be a disaster if these aliens would ever 
conquer this planet. This is the junction of the whole space 
sector", answered the troop leader with a severe look. 
The soldiers were waiting, while the veteran stared at them. 
Horror and fright marked the often youthful faces of his men 
and it became worse with each passing second. Meanwhile, 
the fearsome enemy was slowly coming nearer. It were 
thousands of creatures. Hissing monsters with spiky, 
gleaming teeth and razor-sharp claws. 
„You can always win, if you have a brave heart! Remember 
our ancestors, soldiers! Remember Artur the Great and 
Farancu the Brave\", shouted the veteran and his men 
looked up at him. 

"But Artur the Great had only to fight against humans, not 
against monsters like these", replied the blond boy with a 
cynical smile. 

The troop leader walked towards him and looked deeply into 
his eyes. 

„My boy, Artur the Great fought against a much greater 
number of enemies - many millennia ago. His foes were 
countless, like the stars of the galaxy. He saved the light- 
born people from extinction, in a dark age, when all hope 
seemed to be lost. 

Only his strong will and his courageous heart gave him the 
strength to fight on, even in hours of deepest despair. And it 
was the same with his general Farancu the Brave, who 
always fought against a superior enemy." 
"But Tm not Artur the Great or Farancu the Brave, Tm just 
an ordinary man", answered the young soldier. 
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„You can become like them, my boy! You all can become 

like them! If Arturthe Great would not have had the courage 

of a lion, fighting with contempt for death, there would not 

exsist an empire of mankind today. 

Remember him, remember the Holy Kistokov, the savior of 

the light-born people, the forefather of the Aureanic caste, 

the Redeemer of the righteous! His successors led us 

Aureans to the stars, but without him, all light on earth 

would have been extinct - and the Golden Empire would 

have never been found. 

Today, we rule over many planets and we will never 

surrender in front of an alien species. The Holy Kistokov has 

defeated hardship, fear and despair. And will can also 

defeat them!", shouted the man at his soldiers at the top of 

his lungs. 

"Remember the heroics of our ancestors, if these beasts 

come over you. Be fearless and follow me!", roared the 

leader of the unit, waving his bionic arm. 

"Why hasn't Artur the Great brought peace?", asked the 

young soldier the veteran. 

"Peace? In the grim darkness of this present, there is only 

war. Peace is nothing but an illusion, boy!", answered the 

squad leader and activated his laser gun, while the 

slobbering, snarling horde of alien monstrosities rushed 

forward. 

Frank startled up like stung by a tarantula, jumping out of 

his bed, confusedly looking around. The strange vision had 

almost left his head again and only his shabby, dark 

bedroom was still there. 

"General Farancu...Farancu the Brave...", he muttered 

quietly to himself. "What a nonsense!" 

Then he hid his head under the blanket and tried to sleep, 

but weird thoughts disturbed him for the next hours and 
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Frank found no more sleep in this night. Finally, dawn was 
breaking. 

Vitali Medschenko, the governor of the sub-sector "Belarus- 
Baltic" looked out the window of his splendidly equipped 
office. His strained eyes wandered across the busy main 
street which was close to the government district of Minsk. 
Meanwhile, he was waiting for his guest since almost two 
hours. In a corner, an old, gilded clock ticked loudly and the 
penetrating noise interrupted the thoughts of the politician 
again and again. Eventually, he put the clock in a drawer, 
where he could not hear the annoying ticking anymore. 
Outside the government building, a big black limousine 
appeared now and a well-dressed chauffeur opened a door 
to let out a middle aged man with shiny, dark curly hair. The 
visitor had arrived. 

Medschenko scratched his broad forehead and stared with 
his bulging brown eyes at the office door. Then he could 
hear footsteps in the hall, becoming louder - the guest 
entered the room. 

"Mr. Medschenko, I apologize for the delay", said the man 
informally and sat down with a cold smile. 
"Yes, no problem, Mr. Jewsonov!", answered the governor. 
"How's your wife?", asked the visitor then. 
"Well, we have been in Rome three weeks ago. It's really 
nice there. My son and my three daughters have also joined 
our trip", told Medschenko and offered a juice to his guest. 
"No, thank you!", muttered Jewsonov and looked away. 
"Have you been at the lodge meeting in Moscow?", asked 
the chubby governor grinning. 
"Yes, of course...", replied his guest soberly. 
"What can I do for you, Mr. Jewsonov?" 
The black-haired man smiled sardonically. "Well, can't you 
imagine, Mr. Medschenko? We demand an explanation 



174 



concerning some incidents in your sector", returned 

Jewsonov and put on a frown. 

"You mean the demonstrations of this crazy troublemaker 

Tschistokjow?" 

"Yes, what else? We have heard, that this agitator can lead 

huge protest marches through the cities of Belarus..." 

"Well, that's not true, Mr. Jewsonov..." 

The guest folded his hands and interrupted the governor 

harshly. "No, it is true, Mr. Medschenko! Our GSA agents 

have told me about Gomel. About 30000 of these so called 

"freedom fighters" have just marched through the streets 

and the security forces haven't done anything!" 

Medschenko swallowed. "The behavior of the local police 

will be inspected. This was a unique occurrence. Such an 

incident will never happen again." 

"An onetime thing, right?", Jewsonov gave the polititian a 

piercing look. 

"Yes, there is no reason for any panic!" 

"No reason? Thafs an odd thing. I have a lot of GSA 

reports about incidents like that! How can you explain this, 

Mr. Medschenko?", hissed the guest. 

"The police in Gomel had just been prepared insufficently, 

the last time", answered the governor, clutching at the arm 

of his chair. 

"Insufficently prepared? Is it true that the police chief of 

Gomel has not supported our GCF units, that he has 

violated the order to fire, and that he has furthermore 

shaken the hand of that Tschistokjow? Is it true, that he has 

made arbitrarily agreements with these people, following the 

motto: "If you behave peacefully, then we do it too?" 

Give me an answer that convinces me, Mr. Medschenko. I 

haven't come all the way from Moscow to Minsk, to listen to 

some silly excuses!" 
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"Thus, it is not easy to smash this freedom movement 

overnight with our means. We need more support! 

Moreover, our coffers are empty", stammered Medschenko. 

Jewsonov immediately stood up and pointed his forefinger 

at the governor like the lance of a tournament's knight. For 

several seconds, he just fixed the corpulent politician with 

his oily, dark eyes, while Medschenko was holding his 

breath. 

"The GCF forces around the world have much more 

important things to do, than worrying about regions like 

Belarus. I leave it to you to stop that Tschistokjow by all 

available means. Clean up in the ranks of the police and put 

down this Rus scum. Arrest and liquidate anyone, who 

professes himself publicly to this ridiculous Freedom 

Movement of the Rus. 

You have enough resources, if you just use them with more 

intelligence. We, the GSA command of the sector "Eastern 

Europe", demand results now!" 

"I will do my best, Mr. Jewsonov!", promised the corpulent 

politician, gasping and falling back in his office chair. 

"It will have consequences for you, if you fail! A lot of 

brothers are very dissatisfied, because of your policy. Think 

about it, and be happy that the World President or the 

Council of the Elders haven't heard about the situation in 

Belarus so far!", grumbled Jewsonov and asked now for a 

glass of juice. 

"Rely on me!", said Medschenko quietly. 

"You know, we have a lot to do in Russia and the other 

regions of the sector. Your little Belarus or even the tiny 

Baltic countries are not very interesting for our leaders in 

Moscow. 

Put this bunch of rebels down and finally ensure, that larger 

sums of money can be extracted from this country in the 

future", ordered the GSA man with a smug undertone. 
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"I will give my best!", promised Medschenko again. 
"Do this, if you want to remain governor. My goodness, that 
ridiculous street preacher Tschistokjow and his rebel friends 
can't be stopped by you? I can only laugh about that, Mr. 
Medschenko!", smirked Jewsonov and went to the door. 
He nodded theatrically, then perked his eyebrows up and 
left the room without saying goodbye to the governor. The 
portly politician was left alone in his office, and was staring 
into space. Shortly afterwards, he grabbed a phone and 
dialed a number, but he let it ring only once. In a flash, he 
ended the call again and put the phone on the table. 
Medschenko stood up, leaned against his desk and 
drummed with his stubby fingers on the wood. 

In the following months, Belarus and the Baltic countries 
were shaken by a wave of political agitation by Artur 
Tschistokjow' s movement, while Medschenko and his 
apparatus of power had more and more problems to impede 
the rebels. Especially in the rural regions of Belarus, in the 
villages and small towns, the Rus attacked the state 
authority of the sub-sector by all avialable means. Dozens 
of representatives of Medschenko' s regime were killed 
during a campaign Tschistokjow called "counterterror". 
Local administrators and officials, journalists, attorneys, 
judges, a few unteachable policemen, notorious Lodge 
Brothers and some more fell victim to this bloody operation. 
All had been organized by Peter Ulljweski and his special 
unit of troopers. The message behind all this was clear: The 
Rus were the new power in these regions and anyone 
standing in their way would be destroyed! 
Frank and the others were constantly on the road until the 
end of August. Tired and exhausted, they finally allowed 
themselves a short vacation. Frank had found only rarely 
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some freetime in the last months, time to think about his life 
outside the political struggle. 

But today was such a day, and the young man thought that 
he meanwhile felt much better. Days like this were days of 
musing for Frank. He cracked his brain about this and that, 
and came to the solution that he was only successful in one 
thing - in fighting. Everything else was still some kind of 
unknown territory for him. 

Today, Kohlhaas was once more at Wilden's house and 
listened to the village boss in the study. The former 
businessman talked about new strategies and plans for 
another massive publicity campaign for the autumn and 
winter months. Meanwhile, the village boss was more than 
ever some kind of "PR-manager" for the movement, and his 
family only noticed him as an always babbling shadow in the 
background. 

"Goodbye, Thorsten! Until tomorrow!", said Frank quietly 

and closed the door of the study. 

He slowly walked down the steps to the lower floor. 

Before he left the house, he went into the kitchen, where 

Agatha Wilden and Julia were sitting. 

Kohlhaas muttered a silent bye and wanted to leave again. 

"Wait, Frank!", he suddenly heard from behind. 

Julia followed him and entered the hallway. "How are you? 

Are you all right?" 

"Yes, thanks for asking!" 

"What's wrong with you in the last time, Frank? Why do you 

treat me like that?" 

"Treat you like what?" 

"You know, what I mean?" 

"No!" 

"Yes, you mostly look right through me. Are you still angry?" 

Frank frowned. "No, should I?" 
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"You are angry because of Viktor, aren't you?", said Julia, 

beholding him sadly. 

"I give a shit on that guy!", growled Kohlhaas. 

"Me too. You should know, that I am no longer his 

girlfriend...", she answered. 

"That's your thing. Currently, I have more important things 

on my mind than your love affairs", he replied gruffly. 

"Thus, I just wanted you to know..." 

"I knew it anyway!" 

Julia stroke through her blonde hair and was embarrassed. 

"It was a mistake. Viktor has behaved like an asshole!" 

Frank paused briefly and smiled. "That's no new information 

for me. He is an asshole. I knew it from the first moment I 

saw him." 

"Do you want to go with me to Steffen's cafe tomorrow? 

Just to chat a bit...", asked Julia. 

"Tomorrow? That's difficult. Probably Artur will come to Ivas 

and we have to talk with HOK about some political things", 

was Kohlhaas' plain answer. 

"Well, I would just be happy", said the daughter of the 

village boss and returned to the kitchen with a sad face. 

Frank looked after her and stood around for a moment. 

Then he shouted: "If Artur doesn't come, then we could go 

to Steffen's cafe!" 

"All right!", it resounded out of the next room. 

Frank smiled to himself, while his inner self rejoiced 

mightily. Of course, he would never ignore this offer of the 

blonde beauty. 

"Women are manipulative creatures from hell!", he thought 

with a broad smile. Finally he walked home, still chuckling to 

himself. 

The leader of the Rus did not come to Ivas the next day. He 
was somewhere in Belarus and had also never said, that he 
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would visit them today. Frank had gotten up early and stood 

now in front of the mirror in the bathroom, washing, 

combing, perfuming - since over one hour. Outside, he 

heard Alf ranting. 

"You Ye pretty enough! Now let me in, Tve got to go to the 

loo!" 

Baumer finally stormed the bath, pushed his friend to the 

side and occupated the room, while Frank left it growling. 

"I go now!", shouted Frank from the hallway and 

disappeared. 

He walked down the dusty street and feasted on the warm 

sun rays which gently caressed his face. For some minutes 

he sank deeply into his thoughts, musing about what he 

would say to Julia today. He turned at the next corner and 

saw the yellow and red flowers in front of the house of the 

Wildens. Julia's mother opened the door and greeted him 

warmly. 

"Do you want to visit Thorsten?", she asked the young man. 

"He's traveling with John Thorphy and will come back 

tomorrow." 

Frank shook his head. "No, I want to visit Julia!" 

The pretty blonde appeared in the hallway and smiled at 

him. "We go to the village, mom!" 

Shortly afterwards they left. Mrs. Wilden threw a pensive 

look after them. 

Tm glad that you have still come", said Julia, walking 

beside her shy companion. 

"Thus, Artur has suddenly cancelled his visit...", he 

muttered quietly. 

"I understand! What a coincidence!", returned Julia with a 

grin. 

They were silent for a while and finally came to the village 

square. Some children were playing here and tried to climb 

up the memorial stone, which was overgrown with scrub. 
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"Let's go to Steffen!", suggested the daughter of the village 

boss. 

"Okay!", was Kohlhaas' short answer and he was still 

searching for a topic to talk about. 

Julia was a true feast for the eye. She wore her blonde hair 

open and it fell down her wispy shoulders. Frank looked 

fascinatedly at the full red lips of the beauty, while she 

slowly walked in front of him. 

"What are you waiting for? Come on!", she said and Frank 

followed her. 

"She is like Loreley - leading the poor Frank against the 

rocks...", he thought to himself. 

They crossed the square and went to the small patio outside 

the cafe of their Belgian friend. Frank sat down on a plastic 

chair and was silent. 

"Ah, some rare guests!", exclaimed Steffen de Vries and 

hurried towards them. "What can I do for you?" 

Julia smiled. "I would like to have a milkshake!" 

"For me too!", said Frank. 

The Fleming nodded and walked off. Kohlhaas looked 

thoughtfully at the old church, that the villagers had 

converted into a meeting house. He still did not really know 

what he should talk about with Wilden's daughter. 

"What's about your political struggle?", she asked then. 

"Well, anything runs smoothly at the moment", he answered. 

"My father speaks of nothing else anymore. Revolution, 

revolution, revolution - here and there!", she remarked 

annoyedly. 

"Has it ever been different?" 

"No, to be honest!" 

"And what's about Viktor?" 

She hesitated and stroke through her hair. "I don't know. I 

haven't heard anything from him since weeks." 

"And is it really over?" 
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"So to speak. He didn't mean it seriously!" 
Tve always hated the guy!" 
Julia opened her eyes. "Tve already noticed that!" 
Steffen de Vries came back with two milk shakes. Frank 
emptied his glass with a single sip and said nothing for 
several minutes. 

"I thought that you would go to Grodno one day, and I would 
never see you again", said Frank then. 
"You don't have to worry about such things anymore", 
replied the young woman with a smile. 
"Worry? I just have...", whispered Kohlhaas meekly. 
"I understand, what you mean." 
"What did he do?", asked Frank. 
"He's an asshole! Not very honest", meant the blonde. 
"Did he cheat on you?" 
"I think so. He just wasn't the right one!" 
"Anyway! That is not my affair..." 
"No problem!", said Julia, smiling again. 
"Well, it's nice, that you're back in town!" 
"I would have never left Ivas. I like our village far too 
much..." 

Frank examined the church again, then he looked at the 
bottom of his glass which was covered with frothy milk. 
They chatted about some superficial stuff. After an hour, the 
two left the cafe and wandered around aimlessly. 
"See you later! It was really nice. We should meet more 
often. What do you think, Frank?", she asked and gave 
Kohlhaas a wink. Then she walked down the street. 
"Yes, sure!", answered the young man and went back home 
too. Soon he had reached his house, opened the door and 
disappeared inside. He finally went into his bedroom to 
muse about his life. 
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A few days later, Kohlhaas drove to Belarus and stayed 
there for some weeks. He tried to forget Julia and all the 
other private things, and distributed newspapers and 
leaflets, together with the other young men from Ivas. At the 
end of the month, the Rus demonstrated in Bresk in the 
south of the country. Tschistokjow had mobilized about 
15000 people. Before the rally, violent clashes between 
Belarusians and immigrants from Asia Minor had shaken 
the city for days. Two men had died and several dozens had 
been wounded. However, the demonstration itself ran 
smoothly. The local police did not disturb the Rus and GCF 
soldiers did not appear on this day. 

Obviously, Medschenko and his advisors had meanwhile 
realized, that pressure and terror were not the right means 
against Tschistokjow and his followers. In October, the 
Belarusian government finally announced the increase of 
the prices for oil and gas. A wave of anger swept across the 
country and the Freedom Movement of the Rus reached an 
unknown degree of popularity among the people. Moreover, 
there were spontaneously organized strikes of steel workers 
in Minsk and Nowopolozk, and Medschenko had to make 
concessions for the first time. He finally accepted some 
minor higher wages for steel workers. 
"Wait, until it is really cold. Then the boiler will explode!", 
predicted Artur in these days again and again. 
And Frank and the others waited. Meanwhile, the young 
man also believed, that the situation in Belarus might make 
an uprise possible in the near future. 
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Abnormal System End 



At the end of October, the Freedom Movement of the Rus 
made its first major rally in Lithuania. Artur Tschistokjow had 
chosen Vilnius, the political center of the country. At the 
same time, there were also some smaller demonstrations in 
five other Lithuanian cities. 

About 10000 men and women marched through the streets 
of Vilnius, where they encountered a much more aggressive 
police than in Belarus. After just half an hour it came to 
heavy riots and firefights. The roughly 500 armed troopers, 
who were led by Frank and Peter Ulljewski, had a short 
shootout with the Lithuanian security forces and thirty 
guardsmen and several officers were killed. 
Artur Tschistokjow eventually stopped the rally, before they 
had reached the inner city and Frank and his friends from 
Ivas fled to Vitebsk. This time, the media of the 
administration sector "Eastern Europe" reported about the 
failed demonstration of the Rus with their usual scorn. The 
newscasters spoke of "criminals", "terrorists" and "rioters". 
The agitation lasted almost two weeks. Nevertheless, Artur 
and his followers were not discouraged. After all, the smaller 
rallies in the other Lithuanian cities had ended peacefully. 
After the rally in Vilnius, also Igor, the leader of the 
Lithuanian section, was arrested by the police and a little 
later executed, because of "breach of the peace". The 
media extensively reported about it again. 

"That was big shit!", hissed Frank, picking in the mashed 
potatoes on his plate which Alf had cooked. 
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His tall friend nodded and replied: "I won't join another 

demonstration in Lithuania, this is too dangerous for us. We 

will only attract the attention of the authorities to our village!" 

"It has been Wilden's brilliant idea - once more!", 

grumbled Kohlhaas. 

"If we would really take over the power in Belarus one day, 

we can also liberate Lithuania", returned Baumer and 

brought the next pot of mashed potatoes. 

"How old are they anyway?", inquired Frank, pointing at the 

steaming metal pot. 

"What?" 

"The potatoes! How old?" 

Baumer scratched his head. "They are from our stock in the 

cellar!" 

Frank made a disgusted face. "They even taste like this..." 

His roommate waved his hand and left the kitchen. "You find 

luxury elsewhere!" 

"Will you come with me to Linda?", asked him Frank. 

"Another rally?" 

"No, we want to distribute newspapers!" 

"Yeah, sure!", replied Alf and came back into the room. 

"Anyhow, I play some "Doom 8" now, buddy!", said Frank, 

putting the half-empty plate aside. Then he went into his 

room and booted the computer. 

Thorsten Wilden was again in Belarus and discussed with 
the inner circle of the Freedom Movement of the Rus his 
plans and ideas. Guardsmen units should occupy important 
strategic aims in a large, nationwide action, when the day of 
revolution had come. These aims were police stations, town 
halls, television stations, radio stations and press houses. 
Furthermore, several factories and supply centers for food, 
water and electricity. Tschistokjow himself propagated the 
march on Minsk, and planned to lead his armed troopers 
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and tens of thousands of people to the presidential palace in 
the inner city, in order to force Medschenko to abdicate. 
In the meantime, Frank, Alf, Sven and thousands of other 
Rus spreaded Tschistokjow' s propaganda in all parts of the 
country. For meetings with Julia, Kohlhaas had no more 
time in these days. 

Some of Tschistokjow' s men also prepared a general strike 
of the Belarusian workers and infiltrated numerous 
production complexes and factories. At the beginning of 
November, there were further demonstrations all over the 
country, which were organized by the local group leaders. 
Meanwhile, the police mostly avoided confrontations with 
the rebels. 

Tschistokjow himself had also ordered his followers to use 
violence only in emergency situations. This brought the Rus 
a lot of sympathies among the frustrated policemen and the 
local administrators, who slowly realized that something had 
to change. 

Finally, the winter of 2035 came over Belarus, Lithuania and 
the surrounding countries like an angry nemesis. Already in 
December, the land was assaulted by a harsh wave of ice 
and snow which was wrapping everthing in an unbearable 
cold. Hundreds of homeless and poor people froze to death 
within a few days in the cities and villages in the Baltic 
countries and in Belarus. Right now, in the days of massive 
price increases for oil and gas, the people were haunted by 
cruel, freezing temperatures, causing a state of wrath and 
despair in millions of households. 

Many Belarusians feared not to survive the cold period. In 
addition, the rest of the still intact domestic economy 
collapsed, and also the transport system broke down, as a 
result of the first massive snowfalls. It was that state of 
hopelessness and despair, which Artur Tschistokjow and his 
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followers had always hoped for. The rebel leader called the 
upcoming cold snap, with a certian cynicism, a "gift of God". 
Hundreds of thousands of people who had so far behaved 
quietly, and had not shown their displeasure with the 
government, were now driven into the arms of the Rus by 
freezing temperatures and social hardship. The winter 
whipped them out of their lethargy and literally forced them 
to show their colors. 

At first Artur Tschistokjow went to Moghilev, where he held 
a mass demonstration of more than 50000 people, who 
mostly came from the city and the surrounding villages and 
small towns. The freezing and starving crowd besieged the 
city hall and attacked the police. This time, the armed 
guardsmen had a lot of problems to maintain peace, but 
finally prevented a bloody street fight. 
Some Belarusian policemen even joined the march at the 
end, because they suffered more and more under the lack 
of salary payments and the rising prices for food, oil and 
gas. In the middle of December, the situation became still 
worse. This onset of winter was so extreme that the food 
supply collapsed in some parts of Belarus. 
Frank, Alfred and all their comrades took this opportunity to 
spread the propaganda of their political leader even more 
vigorously, hammering the slogans of the revolution into the 
heads of the despaired. Armed units of the Freedom 
Movement of the Rus took over the power in many villages 
and small towns in the north of the country - with the 
connivance of the local police and the authorities, that partly 
joined the rebellion. 

The local administrator of Vitebsk was lynched by an angry 
mob in front of his house, a few days before Christmas. One 
week later, Artur Tschistokjow came to the city and spoke in 
front of almost 30000 people. The local police accepted his 
march through the streets and avoided any conflicts. 
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Meanwhile, Medschenko had already lost control over the 
situation. In Moscow, St. Petersburg, Kiev and other cities in 
Russia and the Ukraine, it also came to riots and hunger 
revolts, which could be quelled by the security forces after a 
few days. 

Any Christmas parties and the New Year's festival were 
cancelled in Ivas this time, because the most inhabitants of 
the village were helping the Rus, supporting their nationwide 
propaganda campaign. Now, the Belarusian capital of Minsk 
had to be taken. The time seemed to be ripe for the great 
march on Minsk, Tschistokjow was dreaming about since 
years. However, the preparations were in full swing. 
"The new year must end with the victory of the revolution!", 
repeated the rebel leader incessantly. 
So they took up all their power, their hate and their hope, to 
begin the all-important, large-scale attack on the wavering 
enemy in January 2036. 

Frank yawned and crawled out of his bed. Since two days 

he was back in Ivas and tried to enjoy some free days. Last 

night the snow had covered the small village with a giant 

white sheet. They were completely snowed in. 

"Damn!", whispered the young man to himself, looking out 

the window. Ice flowers studded the glass and blocked the 

view at the small garden behind the house, which had been 

smothered by a thick blanket of snow. 

"Now we are trapped in this dump!", he heard a voice 

behind him. 

It was Alf. The tall man was shivering from cold and trudged 

to the old wood fired oven in the living room. 

"What a mess! Tve never seen so much snow in my whole 

life. Hopefully, our roof won't crush down sometime", 

muttered Frank and entered the kitchen. 
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The two men drank some coffee and slowly awaked. After a 

while they felt the upcoming heat, which was crawling from 

the living room to the still cold kitchen, giving the room a 

tolerable temperature. 

"The revolution must start without us!", joked Frank and 

looked for something to eat. Suddenly he startled up. 

Someone was knocking on the door. 

"Yes, we are already here. Take it easy!", roared Baumer 

annoyedly and hurried down the hallway. 

"Alf, thank God, you are at home! Let me in!", Frank heard a 
familiar voice behind the front door. 

It was the voice of Thorsten Wilden. The village boss was 
exhausted and confused, his clothes were wet and he was 
staring into space, while Kohlhaas came nearer. 
"They got Julia!", he said and ran into the kitchen. "Do you 
understand? They know everything!" 
Frank and Alf looked at each other, not knowing what to 
say. "Thorsten? Are you okay?" 

"They have my little angel, the GSA!", stammered the gray- 
haired man, gasping for breath. 
"What are you talking about, Thorsten?" 
"Julia has driven to Grodno - three days ago. She wanted to 
meet that Viktor, I don't know any details. This morning, a 
call, the GSA! They got my Julia!", lamented Wilden. 
Frank spat a big splash of coffee on the table and almost fell 
out of his chair. "What? You Ye kidding...?" 
"The GSA has called me this morning, telling me that they 
have kidnapped Julia. They know about me and my 
influence on Artur Tschistokjow. They know everything 
about us - and Ivas! Damn!" 

Baumer eyes almost fell out of his skull, Frank was chalky 
white and puffed quietly. "I hope you are kidding, Thorsten! 
This can't be true!" 
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"No! This is not a stupid joke! It's the truth! I swear it!", cried 

Wilden. 

His facial expression did not look, as if he was joking, not at 

all. Wilden's eyes stared around with sheer horror, then he 

began to wail. Frank and Alf offered their guest a chair and 

the man sank down, totally exhausted. Finally he started to 

cry and incoherently stammered something. Frank had 

never seen him in a condition like this before. 

"This is a fucking nightmare! God!", muttered Baumer, 

holding his head. 

After a while Wilden was able to describe the situation, 

more or less understandable. Apparently, Julia had driven to 

Grodno three days ago, after Viktor had asked her to forgive 

him and had further invited her to some kind of "peace talk". 

In spite of the dangerous weather, the pretty daughter of the 

village boss had accepted Viktor's offer and had 

immediately driven off. Since then, Mr. and Mrs. Wilden had 

not heard anything from her. Until this morning, when 

Wilden had taken a disturbing phone call. Someone, who 

had introduced himself as a GSA agent, had told Wilden, 

that they had kidnapped his daughter. He had described her 

appearance in detail, and a few minutes later Julia had been 

allowed to talk to her father. 

"That's the truth!", wailed the old man and tore his hair. "I 

haven't forbidden her to drive to Grodno. God, I'm such an 

idiot! This weather is dangerous enough. ..God!" 

"Why Julia?", asked Baumer with confusion. 

"These swines know about me! They observe us since 

some months, and they seem to know everything about Ivas 

- and, above all, about me. That guy from the GSA has told 

me that they know about my big influence on Tschistokjow. 

Furthermore, they are informed that Artur is planning an 

assault on Minsk..." 

"And what shall you do for them now?", asked Frank. 



190 



"I shall dissuade Artur from the march on Minsk!", cried 

Wilden, banging on the table. 

"Dissuade?" 

"Artur mostly heeds my strategic advices, you know that. I 

shall confuse him, make him indecisive and tell him that the 

attempt to conquer Minsk is madness. Moreover, I shall stop 

the financing of the freedom movement immediately. I have 

managed it with a lot of secret accounts yet!" 

"I can't believe it!", stammered Frank, holding his head 

totally overwhelmed. 

"If I don't cooperate, they will kill Julia!", said Wilden. 

"Those bastards!", growled Alf and smashed his cup against 

the wall. 

Frank tried to think clearly and nervously scratched his back 

of the head. "How do they know all that?" 

"To hell! I don't know it!", lamented the village boss. 

"She wanted to visit Viktor?", muttered Frank, while his face 

contorted itself in rage. Then he hissed: "More exactly 

please, Thorsten!" 

"How many times has Viktor actually been in Ivas?", 

inquired Baumer. 

"Several times! He often stayed with us. He wasn't very 

interested in politics, this was my impression. Anyway, we 

didn't talk very much", answered Wilden. 

"But he still leads the group in Grodno, right?", said 

Kohlhaas in wonder. 

"More or less, he has quickly given the leadership to 

another man and finally retired into private life. At least, in 

the second row. I just don't know it! Shit!" 

"I thought, that Julia and Viktor had agreed to part ways?", 

grumbled Frank and seemed to fume with rage. 

"Yes, I thought so too. I have no idea, what is going on in 

Julia's head. These GSA men must have observed her for a 

while...", replied Wilden and continued wailing. 
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Baumer angrily looked at Frank. "Do you suspect Viktor? 

This is nonsense! He isn't responsible for all this!" 

"I haven't said that!", said Frank and turned round. 

"What shall I do now?" The village boss broke out into tears 

again. 

"Where does Viktor live? Do you have an address?" 

"Oh, Frank! Yes, somewhere at home. I think, Agatha has 

his address. After all, he has visited us several times. Yes, 

we must find..." 

Kohlhaas put on a coat and dragged the whining Wilden out 

of the house on the street, Alf ran after him. "Come on! We 

will need you!" 

Baumer wondered and did not really know, what he should 

do now, while Frank and the village boss trudged through 

the high snow towards Wilden's house. 

It took over an hour until Agatha Wilden had calmed down a 

bit, and again and again she sobbed and whimpered 

silently. Fortunately, however, she had kept the address of 

Viktor. 

"I need to go to Grodno!", said Frank, while Wilden was 

wailing quietly. 

"To Grodno? How do you want to reach it? There is a whole 

meter of snow on the roads which lead out of Ivas. Since 

last night, nobody can leave this village anymore!", snivelled 

Agatha. 

"Maybe by plane!", answered Kohlhaas and waved Wilden 

and his wife nearer. 

"Maybe...", muttered the village boss desperately. 

"Follow me!", said Frank and opened the front door. Then 

he walked down the snow-covered street. Wilden was 

trudging after him. 
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Steffen de Vries, the good-natured Fleming with the reddish 

beard, looked a little baffled, when he had to leave the 

breakfast table, because Frank and Wilden had yelled 

something in front of his house. He surly opened the door. 

Kohlhaas explained the situation with all necessary urgency 

and the horrified Belgian followed his remarks. Thorsten 

Wilden was silent and just whimpered quietly. 

"Flying? In this weather? This is more than dangerous, 

Frank", meant Steffen. 

"I know that, but it doesn't snow right now, this might be a 

chance to get out here. You just have to bring me out of the 

village, then I will get to Grodno on my own", said Frank, 

and also tried to reassure Steffen de Vries now. 

"This is risky!", muttered the Fleming. 

"You will do it!", shouted the village boss and the thick 

Belgian cringed. 

"I will call Alf and get my gun and my cell phone. See you 

soon!" 

Frank raced through the deep snow as fast as he could and 

finally came back with Baumer, who was still overwhelmed 

with the situation and only mumbled away to himself. 

Shortly afterwards, Steffen de Vries brought the two men to 
Varena. When Alf told him, that the village community was 
no secret anymore, the Flemish family father was horror- 
struck and remained silent for the rest of the flight. From 
Varena, Frank and Alf finally continued their trip to Grodno 
by train. They arrived at the city in the early evening and 
found a place to sleep in a small guesthouse. 
"Basically, that stupid cow hasn't deserved anything else!", 
growled Baumer and went to bed. 

Tm mainly doing this for Thorsten and the revolution!", 
answered Frank and yawned. 
"A likely story, Kohlhaas!" 
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"Do you want to start an argument with me, before we go to 

sleep?", grumbled Frank angrily. 

"Thus, Tm doing it only for the revolution and not for that 

stupid bimbo!", scolded Alf. 

"She is no bimbo!" 

Alf grinned cynically. "Nevertheless, your beloved valkyrie 

behaves like one!" 

"Anyhow, the revolution must come now, otherwise we are 

all fucked up", said Frank with concern. 

"I know. This is nothing but a nightmare." 

They talked for another hour and had to force themselves to 

sleep. Much to deep, the fears and sorrows stuck in their 

minds. Today they had learned, that their warm and safe 

nest, the little village of Ivas, was no longer secret. And 

troubles with the GSA were no fun at all. It was a disaster. 

"This is the Staraya Ulitsa!", said Frank, pointing at a rusty 

street sign. 

"Viktor lives in number 117. Finally, Grodno is pretty big - 

and ugly", answered Alf and fetched his DC-stick. 

Some minutes later, they reached a gray apartment block. A 

huge load of snow had piled up on the edge of the sidewalk 

and a lof of blue garbage bags stood in front of the exterior 

wall. 

Frank pressed a bell button and waited for a short moment, 

then the entrance door opened with a hum. They went up 

the stairs to the fourth floor. Now, someone was yelling in 

Russian in the hallway. It was Viktor. Frank ran towards 

him. The athletic man looked a bit puzzled at first, but then 

he put on a smile. 

"Hey, Viktor! Tim Frank. Can you remember me?" 

Alf came from behind and welcomed the young man too. 

"Yes, hello Frank! And hello Alf! What are you doing here in 

Grondo?" 
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"We have to ask you a few things. Can we come in?", said 

Kohlhaas and Viktor stared suspiciously at him. 

He hesitated for some seconds and looked around. Finally 

he nodded. "Yes! Sure! Come in, my friends!" 

They followed him and sat down in a beautifully furnished 

living room. The young man disappeared into a side room. 

"Do you want to drink something?", they heard. 

"No, thanks!", answered the two in unison. 

The Russian came back, sat down in a chair and lit a 

cigarette. "What can I do for you?" 

"We are looking for Julia! Her father, Thorsten Wilden, has 

told us that she has gone to Grodno - to visit you", said 

Frank. 

Viktor looked at him thoughtfully and scraped with his 

fingers on the leather of the armchair. Then he answered 

sadly: "Yes, Julia wanted to visit me, but she never came. 

Where is she?" 

"She did not come to you, Viktor?", asked Alf. 

"No! Tm still waiting for her, my friends. I wanted to talk to 

her. We are no couple anymore, just good friends..." 

"Just good friends!", muttered Frank and nodded, staring at 

the ceiling. 

Tm full of sorrows!", remarked Viktor. 

"Same here!", said Frank. 

The handsome young man waved his hand and made a sad 

impression. "I can not help you, my friends. Sorry!" 

Frank and Alfred looked at each other and did not answer 

him. 

"Shit!", hissed Kohlhaas. 

Then Viktor talked with them about all kinds of unimportant 

things and asked them to tell Julia, that she should 

immediately give him a shout, when she would reappear. 

The Russian suddenly stood up and went to the toilet. His 

two guests remained on the sofa, totally frustrated. 
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"Do you think, that he is telling the truth?", asked Frank his 

friend. 

"Why should he tell us crap?" 

"I don't trust the guy!" 

"You hate him, because Julia still seems to like him!" 

"Well, maybe you Ye right. Anyway, he can't help us. We 

should go..." 

Meanwhile, Alf had put is forefinger in a narrow gap 

between the seat cushions of the sofa, moving it back and 

forth absentmindedly. Suddenly he sensed a tiny piece of 

paper and pulled it out. Frank had closed his eyes and 

looked tired. 

"The disaster takes its course. It was all in vain", he thought 

to himself and let out a sigh. 

In the meantime, Alf tried decipher the Cyrillic text on the 

piece of paper which he had pulled out of the gap between 

the seat cushions. It was a receipt of a gas station, from 

06.01.2036. 

"Vladimir Zolinski, gas station, Prienai", he read out quietly. 

Alf crumpled up the little piece of paper, without thinking. 

A toilet flushing resounded, while Baumer put the receipt 

into his coat pocket. The Russian came back into the living 

room again. 

"Thanks! We have to go now!", explained Frank and they 

went to the door. 

„Okay! I hope Julia is all right!", returned Viktor and shook 

their hands. 

After a few minutes, they had almost reached the entrance 
door of the apartment block. Frank kicked angrily against 
the banister and Alf seemed to muse. 
"What a mess! We'll never find her!", muttered Kohlhaas 
and looked at his friend. 
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Suddenly Baumer stopped, took a deep breath and hastily 

scrabbled in the pocket of his coat. 

"What are you doing?", growled Frank. 

"Hold up!" 

Alf finally pulled out the crumpled-up piece of paper and 

stared at it. He breathed heavily. 

"Today is the 10th of January, right?" 

"Yes! Why?", returned Frank. "What's up?" 

"This is a receipt of a gas station. It is dated on 06.01 .2036 - 

three days ago. I have found it between the cushions of 

Viktor's sofa..." 

"So fucking what? Don't waste my time with this crap?" 

"Somebody has tanked up his car at the gas station in 

Prienai. This is the first gas station you reach, if you come 

from Ivas and drive further towards the highway!" 

"Yes, I know that gas station, but...?", replied Kohlhaas 

casually. 

"But why was this receipt between the cushions of Viktor's 

sofa?" 

Frank winced and stumbled against the banister. He looked 

at Alf with mouth agape and was dumbfounded. 
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March on Minsk 



The two had gone back to her motel room and Alf was trying 

to calm Frank, who was raging like a mad bull. 

Tm going to beat the shit out of this guy!", clamored the 

young man. 

"Start thinking, Frank! We need another strategy!", said 

Baumer. 

"That bastard is a traitor! He is working for the GSA. I gonna 

kill him!" 

"Now stop this shit! Get a grip! We must keep a cool head!", 

meant Alf, touching Frank's shoulder. 

Kohlhaas growled quietly and muttered some curses. Alf 

suddenly came to him and said: "We lie in wait and shadow 

Viktor. Perhaps we will find out something." 

"Shadow him? I gonna cut his treacherous throat!", hissed 

Frank. 

"Yes, run around, scream and shoot - idiot!", replied Alf. 

They finally left the motel and positioned themselves in a 

doorway near Viktor's apartment block. Several times, 

Baumer had to stop his hot-blooded friend who wanted to 

kick in the entrance door and attack the Russian. Both men 

waited until the evening and were freezing. But Viktor did 

not show up. 

On the next day, they had more luck. The Russian came out 

of his house around noon and the two men followed him 

quietly through some streets. Eventually, Viktor stopped and 

went into another apartment block. Frank and Alfred 

scurried after him and tried to keep him in sight. 

An elderly woman, walking with crutches, let him into her 

apartment. The young man welcomed her warmly and 
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finally went inside. Frank and Alf stalked after him and 

listened at the door. 

"If s his mother. He has used the word "Matj", hasn't he?", 

whispered Kohlhaas. 

They hid in a dark corner in the hallway. After about an 

hour, Viktor left the apartment again. The old woman 

hobbled after him, still chatting loudly in Russian. Then 

Viktor walked down to the entrance of the house. Baumer 

had to retain his friend once more. 

When they were back in the motel, Frank walked nervously 

through the room and Alf looked at him, shaking his head. 

"And now?" 

"Great! Now we know, where Viktor's mother lives!", 

growled Kohlhaas. "We should grab that guy and have 

another Smalltalk. I swear, I will make him talk!" 

"Use your brain, Frank!", moaned Baumer and sat down on 

his bed. 

"What next?", grumbled Frank. 

"I have a better idea. Mrs. Wilden has given you Viktor's 

phone number, right?" 

"Yes, she has! So what?" 

"We'll do another thing! It is mean, but we are dealing here 

with the GSA and therefore we also have to be nasty!" 

Frank frowned. "What do you mean?" 

"I'll explain it to you...", said Alf. 

Meanwhile, they were already sitting and waiting in the 

basement of the apartment building since hours. It was 

getting dark outside. 

"What time is it?", whispered Frank. 

"It's 21.34 o'clock...", answered Baumer. 

"Okay, let's go!" 

They hurried upstairs and looked around nervously, then 

they crept over the hallway of the third floor. Frank listened 
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at the door of Viktor's mother. Inside, they heard the noise 
of a TV. Kohlhaas knocked on the door and looked at Alf, 
while a quiet rumbling came out of the apartment. 
"Kto sdjes?", asked the old woman. 

Frank cleared his throat and tried to sound friendly. He 
explained in a few words, that he was a friend of Viktor and 
was searching for him. For half a minute the two men heard 
no sound, then the door was opened and a kind, old lady 
looked out. "Viktor nje domoi!" 

She was interrupted in the next second. Alf came from the 
side, pushed her back into the apartment at full tilt, and 
pressed his hand on her mouth. Frank closed the door and 
held his gun under the nose of the terrified woman. She 
started to moan anxiously, while Alf dragged her into the 
living room and told her to be quiet. Shortly afterwards, 
Frank dialed Viktor's phone number and waited. 

„Da! Sdjes Viktor!" 

„Hello! It's me! Frank Kohlhaas from Ivas!" 

„Hey, Frank! What's up?" 

„Tell me where Julia is, Viktor! Where did the GSA men 

bring her?", growled Frank into the phone. 

"What GSA men?", asked Viktor with surprise. 

„Don't tell me shit, Viktor! I know, that Julia has visited you!" 

"What? She has never been here!", answered the young 

man at the other end of the line. 

„Viktor, we know she has visited you. Tell me now, where 

she is!", barked Frank into the receiver. 

"I don't know, what you want, idiot! Fuck you!", nagged 

Viktor and replaced. 

Frank called him again and this time the Russian was really 

angry. 

„What the fuck do you want from me, Frank?" 

Kohlhaas was fuming with rage. „Do you hear that?" 
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"Pomogai me, Viktor! Paschalusta!", wailed the old woman, 

when Alf held the phone in front of her mouth. 

„What the hell...?", stammered Viktor. 

„We got your mother! Tell me where Julia is, or we will kill 

her! This is no fucking joke!", threatened Frank. 

Viktor seemed to be shocked and whispered something in 

Russian. Then he was silent. 

„lf you hurt her, I will kill you, Frank!", he yelled then. 

Frank stayed calm and answered: „Okay, we make a deal. 

We know, that you are a traitor. But I give a shit on that. 

Just tell me, where the GSA has brought Julia. Then we let 

your mother go!" 

Alf finally took the phone and gave it to the old woman who 

begged her son for help, moaning and crying all the time. 

Then Frank continued to talk with Viktor again und stressed, 

that he and Alf would immediately kill his mother, if he did 

not cooperate. 

Suddenly the Russian started to wail too and told him, that 

the GSA had forced him to become an informer. 

„They have forced you to do it?", said Frank. "I don't believe 

a word. But I don't care about that. You must live with it, not 

me. Now tell me where Julia is!" 

Viktor explained him that the GSA men had brought 

Wilden's daugther to a hotel in the south of the city. A few 

minutes later, Kohlhaas had all the necessary informations 

to strike off. 

„lf you lie to me, call the police or tell someone anything, Alf 

will kill your mother!", hissed Frank into the receiver, put 

back and left the apartment 

While Baumer was taking care of Viktor's mother and tried 
to calm the crying old woman somehow, Frank was on his 
way to the southern part of Grodno. A taxi brought him to 
the hotel and he got out of the car in a narrow side street. 
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Then he ran through some alleys and finally came to a 

large, dark building. 

"Room 32, Floor 5...", he whispered under his breath and 

reached for the weapon under his jacket. Frank put on a 

black baseball cap, trying to hide his face as best he could, 

and went inside. 

A young woman at the reception briefly smiled at him and 

asked something in Russian, but Kohlhaas just nodded and 

tried to smile too. Finally, he ran up the staircase. 

Meanwhile, it was 23.15 o'clock. An old man, dragging 

some cases down, met him on the stairs. Frank murmured a 

silent greeting and peered down the dimly lit corridor of the 

5th floor. 

Nobody seemed to be here. Somewhere behind the door 

next to him he heard a television. Kohlhaas remained 

pensive for a few minutes, standing in a dark corner. 

"It must go quickly now!", he said to himself and screwed a 

silencer on his gun. A minute later, he crept to the door of 

room 32 and took a deep breath. The adrenaline shot into 

his head and his heart started to pound wildly. The young 

man closed his eyes, looked around for a last time and took 

aim at the door lock. 

"Pffft! Pffft!" 

Little splinters of wood flew around and he gained access to 

the unlit room with a powerful kick. 

"Kto sdjes?", he heard out of a corner and a confused man 

in a brown leather jacket leapt out of the darkness. Frank 

shot him directly in the head and jumped forward. In the 

corner of his eye, he could see Julia who had been bound to 

a chair, staring at him with wide open eyes. 

"Frank!", she yelled. 

"Wait!" 

"Frank! Behind you!" 
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Kohlhaas turned around in a flash and recognized another 
man, coming out of the small shower room next to him. The 
GSA agent pulled a gun and tried to take aim at him with a 
terrified look. Frank stepped to the side and fired wildly 
around. A bullet hit his opponent in the shoulder and the 
man staggered backwards, screaming in pain. Frank 
continued to shoot at him until the GSA man slid down the 
bloodstained wall. 

"There's another one! He is out to fetch cigarettes and will 
come back in the next minutes. I can't believe that you...", 
stammered Julia excitedly. 

"We must take to our heels!", gasped Kohlhaas, cutting the 
fetters with his knife and dragging her out of the hotel room. 
They hurried down the stairs and ran past some startled 
hotel guests. Then they disappeared in the dark streets of 
Grodno, while Frank called Baumer immediately. 
Alf apologized to Viktor's mother for the inconveniences and 
finally left her alone. During the night, Frank and Julia hid in 
a vacant building and met him in the early morning hours. 
They stole a car and drove back to Kaunas in Lithuania. 
Here, Steffen de Vries picked them up with his plane and 
brought them safely back to their snowbound home village. 
Thorsten Wilden and his wife could not believe it. They were 
besides themselves with joy and totally upset, when they 
held their only child in their arms again. Frank had never 
seen Wilden that happy and joyful before. He was crying 
like a little child and could hardly put his gratitude into 
words. 

Kohlhaas was once again the great hero for all, and the 
whole village paid homage to him - so much, that Frank was 
almost embarrassed at times. Julia seemed to idolize him 
now and he could rightly claim, that he had finally won her 
heart with this rescue mission. It was a strange feeling. Now 
he had conquered the pretty woman, but he still remained 
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restrained and uncertain. The praise, coming from all sides, 
and Julia's adoring glances, made him feel more confused 
than inspired. So he avoided to meet Wilden's daughter in 
the following days, and did not really know why. 
"Maybe Tm only suitable for combat. Peace and love are 
still foreign to me", he said to himself. 

The month had come to an end. Cold and hunger were 
tormenting the people of Belarus like never before, while 
chaos and anarchy were spreading at breakneck speed in 
the big cities. Food stores were stormed by hungry crowds 
and sometimes the looters slayed each other for the last 
piece of bread. Artur Tschistokjow finally decided, that the 
time was ripe to risk everything. 

On 01.02.2036, he gave the order to attack the government 
of the sub-sector "Belarus-Baltic", what should end with the 
overthrow in Minsk. On the following morning, his armed 
units began to form big combat groups and officially took 
over the most small towns of the country. The majority of 
police stations was occupied without bloodshed and the 
officers were disarmed. Often the Belarusian policemen 
even went over to the Rus. 

Meanwhile, the leaders of the freedom movement mustered 
their supporters and organized protest marches and rallies, 
which propagated Artur Tschistokjow's takeover. 
Administration buildings, press agencies, radio and 
broadcasting stations were captured at first in the smaller 
towns and cities. 

Where the servants of the World Government tried to 
oppose, the rebels put them down with brute resoluteness, 
and showed that they were ready for anything now. In some 
small towns, even the local police helped the Rus to oust 
the political opponents. At the same time, the big cities of 
Belarus were shaken by riots and strikes. Moreover, 
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hundreds of thousands of workers had laid down their work 
and banded together, either spontaneously or under the 
direct guidance of members of the freedom movement. 
However, Artur Tschistokjow put his focus on Minsk. If it 
would fail to conquer the capital and to force Medschenko to 
resign, then the successes in the smaller cities would be 
effectless in the long term. 

Tschistokjow finally sent his guardsmen units to Minsk and 
his men gathered in the vicinity of the capital. Countless 
Belarusians joined the great march, in spite of the freezing 
cold, and were now waiting for the signal to advance. 
Frank commanded a combat group of over 3000 men, who 
had gathered in Zdanovicy. Alf remained steadfastly at his 
side - as always. 

After an uncomfortable night of hungering and freezing, the 
guardsmen units started to move towards Minsk, in the gray 
of dawn of 04.02.2036. Meanwhile, Medschenko's last loyal 
helpers, the GCF occupation troops and some police 
squads, had sealed off the capital and especially the 
government district. All in all, it were almost 15000 soldiers, 
and the policemen, who had not changed sides yet. 
Thousands of rebels were marching across closed 
highways and access roads. They came by car, by foot, with 
trucks or even occupied trains. Many of them were 
equipped with modern firearms, others had just axes, iron 
bars or clubs. 

On Wilden's advice, Artur Tschistokjow had commanded his 
men to occupy some strategically important places, which 
were responsible for the water and electricity supply of the 
capital. Here, it came to the first firefights of the day, against 
GCF soldiers and policemen. Slowly the sun rose on the 
horizon, but just a few of his rays came through the thick, 
gray cloud cover. It was incredibly cold and lightly snowing. 
The merciless frost had tormented the men during the whole 
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night. The most of them had not eaten something, because 

the rations were largely depleted. But Kohlhaas ignored his 

stomach growling as best he could. 

The Belarusian troopers started to sing a song and some of 

them held Russia or dragon head flags in their frozen 

hands. Frank marched at the head of the column. Alf walked 

next to him and gave him a tired smile. 

"I suggest to make the next revolution in the summer 

months!", joked the loyal companion. Frank just nodded and 

rolled his eyes. 

From afar, he could see the outlines of Minsk in the twilight 

of the morning. The capital was still a fair way off. The 

marching column moved forward on a broad asphalt street. 

Several cars had been parked on the roadside and 

occasionally some people waved at them. Others joined the 

gray uniformed crowd and started to sing too. 

Three big trucks drove past them. It were a few dozen Rus, 

who cheered loudly, holding their flags out the windows. On 

one of the cars was a stationary machine gun and a group 

of freezing men had crouched around it. 

After an hour, they had reached the outskirts of Minsk. It 

was snowing heavily now, and some of the Russians started 

to curse. As they moved through a prefab neighborhood, 

hundreds of citizens joined the marching column and within 

a short time about 2000 people followed the guardsmen. 

"If it goes belly-up today...", worried Frank. 

"We must conquer this city. There is no more turning back 

now!", said Alf with stoic composure. 

Shortly afterwards, Frank stopped the column and called 

Artur. Meanwhile, more and more people were joining the 

growing crowd, cheering and screaming loudly. 

"Where are you now?", asked Frank. 

Tm in the south of Minsk. We are still waiting for some 

other groups", answered Tschistokjow. 
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"How many are you?" 

"Maybe about 30000 people!" 

"That many? Sounds good!" 

"If s still morning, Frank. Many thousands of people will still 

come. Everywhere are followers of me!" 

After the phone call Frank felt a bit more confident. He 

yelled some instructions and the column continued to move 

forward. 

"Today Tschistokjow will liberate our country!", chanted the 

crowd and still more people came out of their houses. 

"The meeting point is in front of the security zone, near the 

presidential palace in the inner city. Artur says, that a great 

number of our men is still on its way", said Kohlhaas. 

Now the citizens brought the rebels some food. Frank 

ordered a short rest, then they marched on. The guardsmen 

had still some kilometers to walk and it was exhausting and 

arduous, apart from the growing tension that slowly took 

over the minds of the men. 

The column marched up a shopping street, crossed another 

prefab neighborhood and stopped at a large square, where 

it was awaited by thousands of screaming people. It took 

about two hours until they had finally reached the inner city. 

Meanwhile, Minsk was slowly awaking, while men and 

women were pouring to the streets, yelling, singing - and 

willing to end Medschenko's reign today. 

When Frank and his men arrived at the presidental palace, 

they came upon a giant crowd. Frank had never seen that 

many people in his whole life. It were tens of thousands. 

"It's 11.00 o'clock now. This looks encouraging!", said 

Frank fascinated. 

"Somewhere in this mass must be Wilden and the others", 

returned Alf. 

"Artur has told me, that the rally will start at 13.00 clock. We 

still have two hours." 



207 



Countless men and women were clogging the streets of the 

inner city of Minsk to the last corner. In the meantime, the 

GCF soldiers had planted themselves around the 

presidential palace and in some outlying districts. They were 

now facing not only the ordinary Belarusians, but also the 

renegade policemen, who had come in their uniforms to 

support Tschistokjow' s rebellion. 

When the Russian rebel leader finally started his speech at 

13.00 o'clock, he stood in front of more than 400000 

people. 

"How may he feel now?", thought Kohlhaas and held his 

breath. 

The GCF soldiers behaved quietly at first, and tried to 

encircle the huge mass as good as possible. Thunderous 

applause and chants let the asphalt shake, countless flags 

were waved, while Tschistokjow stared at the boiling mass 

in front of him. Then it began. 

„Belarusians, compatriots! 

Today, I have come to Minsk to disempower the traitor 
Medschenko and his servants. And you will help me to end 
his tyranny!" 

The crowd screamed and bawled. Artur Tschistokjow went 

on with his ardent speech and accused the government with 

cutting words. He demanded, that the GCF soldiers should 

lay down their weapons immediately, to give him access to 

the presidental palace. 

"At the end of this day, our country will finally be free!", he 

shouted into the microphone. 

The protesters screamed even louder, while more and more 

people came from everywhere to see Tschistokjow. Then 

the fanatic revolutionary gave the sub-governor an 

ultimatum to resign, till 15.00 o'clock. 
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"Give me the power now, Mr. Medschenko! Otherwise, the 
enslaved people of Belarus will storm your residence to get 
their freedom! Don't challenge us anymore. Your time is 
over, Mr. Medschenko!", called Tschistokjow at the top of 
his lungs. 

„Tanks!", Alf pointed at some of the scary vehicles which 

were coming toward the crowd from afar. 

"At 14.30 o'clock, our unit will attack the GCF soldiers in the 

restricted area at the east side of the palace, got it?", said 

Frank. 

Kohlhaas called the leaders of the guardsmen squads 

together. They should wait for his sign, apart from the 

crowd. 

"We have some bazookas, if tanks or Skydragons appear", 

he explained. 

"What's about Peter Ulljewski?" 

"He leads the other assault force that will attack the palace 

from the west. The rest comes from the front. If 

Medschenko doesn't give up, we will have no other choice 

than attacking the GCF troops." 

After Frank had uttered these words, he felt the anxiety 

growing inside him. The young man became aware of the 

fact that everything had to go smoothly today, otherwise the 

revolt would fail in the long term. 

"We'll put down these rats - they or us!", hissed Alf and 

clenched his fist. Then he went to the troopers, in order to 

give them further instructions. 

While Artur brought the mass into a revolutionary frenzy and 
preached about the coming age of freedom and justice, the 
minutes passed without mercy. Nobody could tell anymore, 
how many people had meanwhile gathered around the 
security zone. During the last hour more and more had 
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come, and many of them had armed themselves with 
everything they could grab. A bloodless victory in today's 
fight seemed to become increasingly unlikely. 
As the clock showed 14.30, Frank, Alfred and 3000 armed 
guardsmen moved in a wide arc towards the eastern area of 
the presidental palace. 

From a distance, they could hear Artur Tschistokjow's angry 
voice, heating up the crowd which responded with loud 
cheers and screams. When Frank and his troopers moved 
through a side street, they came upon about 200 police 
officers, who raised their hands up and lay down their 
weapons. Frank ordered 50 of his men to guard them, while 
the rest of the unit marched forward. Now, his watch 
showed him that the ultimatum had expired. 

"Mr. Medschenko! We all hope, that you are sensible 
enough to come out of the presidential palace now, to give 
me the rule over Belarus. Til give you another quarter of an 
hour. Resign now and this day will end without bloodshed. I 
also promise to spare you, though you do not deserve it!", 
shouted Tschistokjow defiantly. 

But even these minutes passed without any reaction of 
Medschenko. The sub-governor had already escaped from 
Minsk two days ago, and had left it to the GCF and the 
police to protect the presidential palace. Meanwhile, he was 
in Moscow to seek asylum at his fellows. 
"The time is up! Now, the people of Belarus will take their 
freedom by force!", heard Frank the leader of the Rus call in 
the background. The crowd roared and shots were fired. It 
became bloody. 

"Follow me!", shouted Frank and waved his men nearer. 
They ran forward and started to fire immediately, while the 
first GCF soldiers became visible behind a barricade. 
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The rebels attacked them with a loud scream and some 

hand grenades detonated. Frank and Alf jumped behind a 

car. The numerically superior Russians swarmed out and 

charged the GCF soldiers behind the barricades from two 

sides. Frank crawled to a battered car, while he heard 

bullets hitting the sheet of the vehicle. 

Baumer hurled a hand grenade and ripped a hole into the 

barricade in front of him. Some GCF soldiers ran screaming 

out of a cloud of smoke. 

With a loud warcry the troopers in the gray shirts rushed 

forward, fired at their enemies and slaughtered them in a 

brutal shooting and stabbing. One of the rebels even had a 

flamethrower on his back and unleashed a fiery jet on the 

soldiers behind the cover. 

"They Ye trying to backtrack towards the palace!", shouted 

Frank and shot a GCF soldier in the back. 

Kohlhaas looked around. A few dozen rebels were dead or 

wounded. The rest rushed forward, screaming loudly. 

Suddenly a heavy machine gun salvo pounded through the 

mass of the charging guardsmen. 

"Damn! Four of these tanks!", shouted Alf and hit the dirt. 

The rolling monsters came from behind the presidential 

palace and shot at everyone in their way, while Frank 

jumped like a cat behind a barricade. One of the tanks was 

destroyed by a bazooka, but the other vehicles 

unwaveringly rolled forward, mowing down a group of 

guardsmen. 

"Who has anti-tank mines?", yelled Frank at some 

Russians. 

The young men anxiously shrugged their shoulders. 

Kohlhaas dragged one of them behind the barrier and 

rummaged his backpack. 

"Look! This is an anti-tank mine!", he hissed and held a 

limpet mine under the nose of the Russian. 
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Another armored vehicle detonated a few meters away from 
him, after another bazooka hit. Nevertheless, more and 
more guardsmen tried to escape from the dreaded vehicles. 
Frank jumped behind one of the armored beasts and heard 
a machine gun salvo sweeping over his head. He fixed the 
mine at the rear part of the tank, which exploded shortly 
thereafter with a loud bang. 

Then the bazookas destroyed also the last enemy vehicle. 
They had finally taken the eastern part of the security zone. 
Shortly afterwards, the rebels occupied the barricades, the 
GCF soldiers had built before. Now they had even 
conquered some heavy machine guns. During the next 
hour, they stopped a counterattack of the GCF and finally 
drove the enemy back towards the palace. 

While Frank and his comrades struggled through the curtian 
fire of the defenders, Peter Ulljewski's men, at the opposite 
side, were in a bloody firefight too. In the meantime, the 
large crowd tried to storm the presidential palace from the 
front. Tens of thousands of roaring, frenzied Belarusians 
clashed against the GCF soldiers in front of the huge 
building, while hundreds of men and women died in a 
murderous hail of bullets. 

It was a slaughter. Within minutes, the first attackers fell 
down, screaming, bleeding and dying, while the onrushing 
crowd behind them was in such a frenzy, that they could not 
be stopped anymore. 

The greatest part of the Belarusian policemen, who had 
followed the commands of the sub-governor so far, was 
seized by panic in the face of this carnage and fled or 
surrendered. Many of them were lynched by the raging 
citizens or shot down by Tschistokjow's guardsmen. Finally, 
the remaining GCF soldiers ran back into the palace or fled 
too. 
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Frank gave his men the order to get through the side 
entrance of the huge building and the rebels stormed 
forward with a loud war cry. Some GCF soldiers fired out 
the windows in panic, and killed a lot of charging troopers. 
"Give it to me!", yelled Alf, pulled a bazooka out of a 
guardsman's hand and fired a thunderous shot at the front 
window. A deafening bang followed and concrete parts 
rained down on the heads of the men, while other 
guardsmen attacked the GCF soldiers in the building with 
grenade launchers. 

Finally the Rus stormed the eastern part of the palace and 
mowed down everyone in their way with furious bursts. 
Frank jumped over the dead body of a comrade, who was 
riddled with bullets, and threw a hand grenade into a side 
room. After a deafening detonation, three heavily wounded 
GCF soldiers staggered out of a cloud of smoke, tumbling 
directly in front of the muzzle of Kohlhaas' weapon. 
He shot them down and looked grimly around to seek 
further enemies. Now he heard shots and screams, coming 
from the entrance of the presidental palace, while his 
guardsmen struggled through the chaos, trying to reach the 
next corridor. 

Meanwhile, the angry crowd streamed through the 
magnificent entrance hall of the building and overpowered a 
group of enemy soldiers. Then they smashed everything 
around them to pieces in their unbridled fury. 
Artur Tschistkjow stared at scenario in front of him. Dozens 
of dead and wounded men were lying everywhere in the 
hall. Suddenly, a soldier at the end of the ornate staircase, 
which led to the upper floor, was waving a white flag. 
"Okay! We give up!", he shouted. 

Some armed troopers pointed their guns at him, but Artur 
held them back. 
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"Everyone of you, who stops fighting now, will not be killed!", 
replied Tschistokjow. 

The GCF soldier and a great number of his comrades finally 
came down the stairs and took the opportunity to surrender. 
Many raging citizens spat at them or tried to beat the 
soldiers, and the guardsmen had a lot of problems to stop 
the angry crowd from lynching the hated occupiers. 

Frank and the survivors of his unit rushed into the hall and 
finally found Tschistokjow. The blond man smiled and 
embraced Kohlhaas with tears in his eyes. 
"We have done it!", he gasped wearily. 
"Yes, the presidential palace is taken!", yelled Frank and 
raised his fists. The people around him cheered in a flush of 
victory. 

Artur Tschistokjow let the surviving GCF soldiers herd 
together and guard by his troopers. Then he walked up the 
stairs and walked down a long corridor, adorned with wall 
hangings and old paintings, right to the office of the sub- 
governor. His men followed him and started to sing the 
hymn of the freedom movement. Now Tschistokjow took a 
dragon head flag from one of his guardsmen, opened the 
window and waved it in front of the huge screaming crowd 
below him. He enjoyed this moving moment and closed his 
eyes. Tens of thousands of men and women were shouting 
his name - again and again. 

Frank and Alf stood beside him and looked at the endless 
sea of people, covering the whole inner city of Minsk. 
Shortly thereafter, Wilden, who had a laceration on his 
forehead, entered the room too. The gray haired village 
boss was weeping for joy, and for a short moment he looked 
like a happy, young man again. 
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Dawn of Hope 



Artur Tschistokjow was worshipped by the people like a 
newly crowned king and proclaimed the refoundation of the 
Belarusian state. Meanwhile, his men controlled the most 
important newspapers and TV stations in the country and 
spreaded the message of the revolution to the last corner of 
Belarus. 

Thorsten Wilden was now the foreign minister in 
Tschistokjow' s new cabinet. Frank Kohlhaas was solemnly 
appointed as a "General of the Volksarmee of Belarus". 
Piece by piece, the Rus took over the power in all regions of 
the land and after a few weeks they controlled the entire 
administration and the media. 

Furthermore, thousands of servants of the fallen regime 
were arrested by Tschistokjow' s men. Although, many 
proxies of the World Government had already fled across 
the borders into the neighboring countries. 
After his triumph, Artur Tschistokjow organized a huge mass 
rally in Minsk and announced the political goals of the new 
government. Other major events followed in all bigger cities 
across the country. Now it was time to act and to secure the 
won power by all available means. One important tool to 
influence the masses in the sense of the revolution, were 
the media, that repeated Tschistokjow' s principles again 
and again. In return, many journalists and editors of the 
past, who were viewed as treasoners, fell victim to a first 
execution campaign. 

At the end of February, the Rus finally expanded the 
revolution to Lithuania. Tens of thousands of people 
besieged the headquarter of the Lithuanian government in 
Vilnius and forced the local administrator to resign too. The 
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Lithuanian police went over to the rebels and the small 
number of GCF soldiers left the Baltic country without 
resisting. Artur Tschistokjow made Mikhail Gromov, the 
commander of the Lithuanian section of his organization, to 
the interim prime minister of the tiny land. 
Soon after, the new rulers started a bloody crusade of 
revenge all over Belarus and in the southern Baltic. Special 
units under the leadership of Peter Ulljewski showed no 
mercy on those, who they regarded as collaborators and 
supporters of the World Government. 
Tschistokjow did not talk much about these actions, but 
Frank and Alf knew that they were brutal and ruthless. 
"We must destroy those, who wanted to destroy the future 
of our children!", he just said. 

Tschistokjow gave his men free rein to start their retaliation 
campaign, if they only followed his orders. 
„We must be hard! There is no more room for mercy and 
forbearingness in this struggle for the survival of our nation, 
because our enemy is much too dangerous to fight him half- 
heartedly!", preached the rebel leader in these days. 
However, sub-governor Medschenko, his closest advisers 
and some other senior members of the fallen regime, had 
already fled to Russia. 

Furthermore, Artur Tschistokjow expelled all the foreigners, 
who had been brought to Belarus and Lithuania by the 
lackeys of the World Government. In this context, there 
were still some riots in the bigger cities which were finally 
quelled by the police and Tschistokjow' s guardsmen. Those 
who did not leave the two countries voluntarily, were forced 
to go if it was necessary. 

"It's done!", said Wilden, raising his glass, while the villagers 
in the old church of Ivas cheered at him. Frank had finally 
returned to his home village and enjoyed the short period of 
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rest. Julia snuggled into his arm and Alf took another bottle 

of vodka from the table. 

"My father will soon obtain another apartment in Minsk", 

said Julia. 

"This will be necessary, he is our new foreign minister 

anyway!", answered Kohlhaas and smiled at her. 

"I hope we will find some peace now...", groaned the 

daughter of the village boss. 

"Peace? This must be a joke. Now, the real troubles begin! 

Don't even think, that the World Government will just watch 

our little revolution, without doing anything", remarked Alf. 

"Let's forget all this crap for some hours, okay?", said 

Frank. 

Without thinking twice, he kissed Julia and the young 

woman winced. Then they caressed each other, while 

Baumer shook his head. 

"What a nice end, isn't it?", he muttered and emptied his 

glass. 

Frank and Julia did not pay attention to the grumpy giant. 

They just relaxed and banished all the policy from their 

minds. It was a wonderful evening. 
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Alexander Merow's "Prey World" 
books (Part 1-3, German version): 

Available In all book stores and at Amazon!!! 

Prey World I - Citizen 1-564398B-278843 

The year 2028. Mankind is in the stranglehold of a 
worldwide surveillance state. Frank Kohlhaas, a petty 
citizen, lives a cheerless life, working as an agency worker 
in a steel plant. 

One day, he gets into a conflict with the tyrannical system, 
because of an unfortunate accident. An automated trail 
convicts him to five years of imprisonment and Frank 
disappears in a detention centre, where he suffers under a 
cruel system of brainwashing and reeducation. After eight 
months of pain, the authorities decide to transfer him to 
another prison. On the way there, something unexpected 
happens. Suddenly everything changes and the young man 
finds himself caught between the fronts... 

Prey World II - Rebellion Beyond 

Oppression and manipulation are the order of the day in the 
year 2030. Only one single nation had been brave enough, 
to fight for its independence - Japan. 
Frank Kohlhaas, Alfred Baumer and millions of desperate 
people look at the Japanese president Matsumoto who has 
liberated his people. But the Lodge Brothers are not willing 
to leave the renegade nation in peace. They slander the 
Japanese with a big hate campaign and plan a military 
strike to bring the rebellious Asians to their knees. 
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Frank and Alfred decide to join the Japanese fight for 
freedom as volunteers. Soon the situation gets out of control 
and the fight against the New Worlder Order becomes a 
bloody nightmare. 

Prey World IV -Counterrevolution (Coming soon!) 



www.alexander-merow.de.tl 
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Foreword 



This is the English version of the fourth book of Alexander 
Merow' s "Prey World" series. The novel was translated by 
Thorsten Weber and the writer. 

It is still no professional translation and the translator is still 
no "native speaker" or English teacher. He is just a guy, who 
loves science-fiction and dystopias. So try not to laugh at 
some of the translated phrases, or the wrath of a real freak 
will come over you! And Mr. Merow and his friend are really 
some kind of "freaks". 

The author has already found a lot of interested readers all 
over Germany, and we hope that he will also find some new 
readers in the English-speaking countries. Furthermore, we 
would be glad, if a "real" mother-tongue speaker would edit 
this English version one day. 

Now the fight against the World Government and the New 
World Order goes on. By the way, soon the fifth part of the 
"Prey World" series will be published in Germany. And we 
will also translate "Prey World V - Civil War 2038" in the 
next months. Anyway, have fun with this book and start 
thinking about the world we live in. We are sure, that you 
will find a lot of similarities to reality. 

And always remember... 

"Only a fool would think that "Prey World" is nothing 
but fiction!" Alexander Merow 



Alexander Merow and Thorsten Weber, Berlin 2011 
Email: A.Merow@gmx.de 



"It is the task of the Defense Section of the Rus to be sword 
and shield of our movement. The DSR shall protect the 
people of Belarus on the one hand, but on the other, it shall 
destroy the forces of decomposition and treason inside our 
nation by all available means!" 

Artur Tschistokjow, "Speeches and Writings", Volume XIII 



"The forces that oppose us have already taken over the so 
called "Western Civilization". That means, they have taken 
over everything our ancestors have invented and created. 
Meanwhile, they rule over our technology and use it against 
us. From television to the computer, from the rifle to the 
warplane - they haven't invented these things, but 
nevertheless, today they belong to them. 
And the "Western Civilization"? Can it be rescued anymore? 
No! Not at all! Because this civilization is already rotten to 
the core, it is infected and there is no more chance to heal 
anything. Furthermore, the "Western Civilization" of today is 
not the European civilization. Never compare these two 
totally different things! 

So the death of the ugly chimera, that is called "Western 
Civilization" in our days, is the basic requirement of our 
mother Europe's rebirth." 

Artur Tschistokjow in: "The Way of the Rus", chapter IX, "Rising 
from the Ashes" 



"Countless young men of the Aureanic caste have been 
inspired by the ancient myth of the "Birth War". The age-old 
tales of Artur the Great and Farancu Collas are a some kind 
of cultural artifact - even today! 

But has the legendary Artur really existed? And what is with 
his general Farancu Collas, the mythological hero of 
prehistory? In our times, we don't know much about the 
ancient period of the so called "Birth War". Renowned 
historians, archivators and archaeologists of the Golden 
Empire are nevertheless sure, that there must have been a 
great war in Hyboran (known under the name "Europe" in 
the ancient ages) and in other parts of Terra about 13000 
years ago. 

Was this the mythological "Birth War"? Was this the time of 
Artur the Great and his brave general Farancu Collas? 
Many historians still insist, that the saga of the "Birth War" 
has a true core. They tell us, that our ancestors, the 
forefathers of the Aureanic men, have been saved by Artur 
the Great, as the old legend says. But in reality, we don't 
know enough about prehistory to come to a satisfying result. 
So the question remains: Are these men just products of 
imagination or have they really lived? 

Dronax von Asaheim, Higharchivator and Magister of Prehistory 
in the year 3981 after Malogor* 
* 15231 A.D. 



Reconstruction 



Frank looked up at the dark, cloud-covered sky for a 
second. Then he stared ahead again and recognized some 
dark shadows behind the veil of pouring rain in front of him. 
The heart of the rebel was pounding with excitement and 
fear, while Frank felt how the panic started to strangle him. 
Adrenaline shot through his veins, burning in his limbs like a 
corrosive acid. Now, the shadows came closer. 
Besides Frank were dozens of other men, who were 
paralyzed with fear of death just like him. In these few 
seconds, he thought of Julia and tried to remember her 
beautiful face. He would never see her again, because 
today his life would end. The shades stepped forward. 
"Firing squad ready!", it echoed through the rain. 
In this moment, Frank wasn't able to think anymore. Finally, 
the noise of a volley ripped the silence and agonizing pain 
seized Frank's body. He broke down and fell headfirst onto 
the rain-soaked meadow... 

Foreign Minister Wilden grabbed Frank's shoulder, when 

the young man jumped up from his chair as if stung by a 

tarantula. A loud rumbling followed. 

"What? What's up?", stammered Kohlhaas confusedly, 

while a lot of heads turned around. 

"I should ask you that, Frank! What is wrong with you?", 

whispered Wilden, feeling awkward. Artur Tschistokjow and 

the other members of the Belarusian government were 

puzzled. 

"All right. ..just got frightened...", explained Frank meekly in 

Russian. The rest of the men was still staring at him. 



The Belarusian rebel leader cleared his throat and tried to 

suppress a grin. He had already noticed, that Frank had 

dozed off during the conference. 

"Is not interesting what we are talking about?", asked 

Tschistokjow in German and tried to look strict and 

authoritarian again. 

"All right, sorry!", whispered Frank, looking a little 

embarrassed at the ceiling. 

Thorsten Wilden shook his head and muttered: "I don't 

know what to say..." 

The leader of the trooper units of the freedom movement 

just yawned quietly and took a small bottle from the table. 

Then he drank some orange juice and looked around. 

Frank was sitting at a magnificent, long wooden table in the 

presidential palace in Minsk and around him were the 

members of Artur Tschistokjow' s new government and the 

president of Belarus himself. 

Thorsten Wilden, the head of the village community of Ivas, 

briefly smiled at Frank, then he shook his head again and 

examined some documents. Artur Tschistokjow, the leader 

of the Freedom Movement of the Rus, that had come to 

power in Belarus and Lithuania, cleared his throat once 

more and said to the two Germans: "The political enemies in 

our country are defeated, my friends. All important positions 

are in the hands of our men. Now we can use television, 

radio and the newspapers to educate the people in the 

sense of the revolution." 

"The Japanese want to form an alliance with us. Likewise, 

the Philippines. Yesterday, I have talked to the Japanese 

foreign minister Mori", returned Wilden. 

"Well, I will sign the contracts tomorrow!", assured 

Tschistokjow. 



Wilden nodded and studied the documents in front of him. 

Meanwhile, the President explained the current situation 

and spoke Russian again. 

"In the coming months, we will use all tax receipts to 

overcome the social crisis and to create new jobs. The 

Global Trust Fond will no longer get a single Globe from 

Belarus and Lithuania - but that is obvious anyway. In 

addition, the days of the Globe are counted in our country. 

We will reintroduce the Rouble as an independent currency, 

and also establish an own state bank", explained the 

president to the members of his cabinet in their mother 

tongue. 

"I am currently working on a concept to rebuild the heavy 

industry of Belarus. Furthermore, we must help the 

collapsed middle class. I will give you the documents 

tomorrow, Mr. Tschistokjow!", said Dr. Gugin, the minister 

for economic affairs. 

"Remember what I have told you. We will resettle a part of 

the population in the rural areas as farmers, so that they can 

look after themselves. About the nationalization of the 

banks, we will speak in the next days", replied the leader of 

the Rus. 

"Just as you wish, Mr. Tschistokjow", muttered Dr. Gugin 

and nodded approvingly. 

Frank looked at his smart uniform. He had become a 

general. However, in a time of slow reconstruction of a 

crisis-torn country like Belarus, there was fortunately not 

much to do for him. Currently, everything seemed to be 

peaceful and the 33 year old man hoped, that this peace 

would last. 

"What's about the support of the Belarusian youth? I have 

thought about a national youth organization", remarked the 

minister for families and youth, a sturdy, brown-haired man 

named Ivan Morozow. 



"Come to my office tomorrow. Then we will talk about 

everything. This topic is very important and must not be 

ignored!" Tschistokjow raised his forefinger and his blue 

eyes were shining. 

"What does international press say to our revolution?", 

asked the president in German, looking at Frank and Wilden 

with a smile. 

"You already know most of the reports, Mr. President. The 

reaction of the international media was reserved - more or 

less. Apparently, they give Belarus not more attention than 

the Philippines. And the situation is stable in Eastern Asia, 

as Mr. Mori has told me. Japan has sent about 50000 

soldiers to the Philippines to support the revolutionary 

government", expounded the foreign minister. 

"Well, no big reports about us from our friends of the 

international media! Nevertheless, they agitate against me, 

but it is not as bad as the campaign against Matsumoto 

before the Japanese war", said Tschistokjow and leaned 

back in his chair. 

Meanwhile, Kohlhaas thoughtfully beheld the conference 

room and admired the old frescoes at the ceiling, which was 

covered with dark oak wood. Then he looked out the 

window and suddenly grinned to himself. 

Thorsten Wilden called his good friend Artur Tschistokjow in 

this official round "Mr. President". Frank had to smile 

occasionally because of that. An elderly Russian, the 

minister for transport, Maximilian Lebed, looked at him 

quizzically at each grin and shrugged his shoulders. 

The Belarusian head of state was now talking about the 

next steps to consolidate his political power, the elimination 

of unemployment and the boosting of the domestic industry. 

The conference should still last for hours. 

Finally, Tschistokjow pointed out that the minister for health 

should organize help for all citizens of Belarus, who had 
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already been registered with the new implantation 
Scanchips of the World Government. It was important to 
remove these dangerous chips as soon as possible. About 
200000 Belarusians hab been registered in the time before 
Tschistokjow's takeover. 

"So what? How was it?", asked Alfred Baumer, Frank's best 

friend, when the young man slowly came down the 

numerous stairs which lead to the main entrance of the 

presidential palace. 

"Artur is planning a lot. He is just a fascinating person. 

Wilden is still in his office", answered Kohlhaas. 

"He wants to stay in Minsk today?" 

"Yes, he will drive to his apartment after the meeting!" 

Baumer pointed at the front wall of the presidential palace 

and smiled: "Look at this!" 

Frank craned his head. "Do you mean the bullet holes next 

to the window?" 

"Yes!" 

"Ifs a crazy world!" 

Alf grinned. "It was not me!" 

"And Tm innocent too. Maybe a few bullet holes on the east 

side of the palace are a legacy of my gun", joked Kohlhaas. 

The two men drove back to their home village and enjoyed 

travelling through Lithuania without sorrows and fear. The 

revolution in spring of this year had been successful and the 

rebels had finally made it to force the vassal governments of 

Belarus and Lithuania to abdicate. 

Frank and Alfred had risked their lives to free two tiny 

territories with barely 14 million inhabitants. Now these 

countries were independent again. Around them, the overly 

powerful World Government was ruling the rest of the planet 

- except for Japan and the Philippines. Meanwhile, it was 

the question how the World Union would react on their 
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rebellion. Frank had days of unbridled euphoria behind 
himself. Yes, the prospect of life in a country that belonged 
to them, was still like a dream for the two rebels. A dream 
which could hardly realized. But beyond all revolutionary 
pathos, they had only won a tiny piece of land for 
themselves. What did Belarus and Lithuania count in this 
big world? Meanwhile, Alf had, unlike Kohlhaas, who was 
still enthusiastic, returned to the hard ground of reality. 
"They can crush us at any time. So don't dream too much of 
freedom and peace, Frank", he was telling his friend with 
increased regularity. 

The hall of the lodge house, carried by adorned, red 
columns, was overcrowded with people. Today, the Council 
of the 300 had come together for its annual meeting in the 
central building of the lodge "The Shining Star" in the heart 
of New York. 

No other than the World President himself, as the 
representative of the supreme body, the Council of the 
Wise, had visited his fellows on this day, to give them new 
instructions. 

Multi-billion dollar company bosses, owners of telestations 
and many other influential persons looked forward to the 
dark-haired man in the black robe, who walked past them 
without saying a word towards a speaker's desk. The World 
President scrutinized his audience with cold eyes, adjusting 
the big gold chain around his neck. Then he started with his 
speech. 

"My dear fellows! 

I greet you all in the name of the Council of the Elders. 
Today, I talk to you about some important decisions of the 
wise and there are a lot of other things to discuss too. 
The last months have again been crowned by incredible 
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successes, that have brought us one step closer to the 
sacred goals of our organization. But also some problems 
have appeared, which we have to solve in the near future! 
Before I recall the successes into our memories, I will start 
with the problems. 

After Japan and the Philippines, also Belarus and Lithuania 
have made themselves temporarily independent. 
Furthermore, they have reestablished their old countries. 
Anyway, the elders have given the uprising in Belarus not 
much attention in the last months, but now, our internal GSA 
studies have made it necessary to take a closer look at the 
situation in eastern Europe. 

Belarus is a small country of absolutely minor political 
significance. I think we all know this. Nevertheless, the 
revolution of Artur Tschistokjow is quite remarkable and 
gives us some cause for concern - up to a certain point. 
This man has created a powerful mass movement in a few 
years and something like that could be dangerous on a 
grand scale one day. Tschistokjow knows us and our plans 
and has managed it in a brilliant way to gather millions of 
discontent people under his leadership. His so called 
Freedom Movement of the Rus is well organized and 
extremely militant. 

Furthermore, he has given his followers more than just a 
rebellion. He has given them a new belief, a new ideology, 
and moreover powerful visions of the future. Tschistokjow' s 
propaganda is intelligent and addresses the patriotic and 
social instincts of the simple man. And his success is 
amazing! Not even Matsumoto has created a revolutionary 
movement like this out of nothing. 

This Russian is fanatical, fearless and seems to be 
incorruptible, what makes it difficult for us to stop him with 
ordinary means. Apart from this, Tschistokjow fights our 
organization with a ruthlessness, as the GSA-reports show 
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us, we haven't seen since decades. Apparently, he is ready 

for anything and this makes him dangerous! 

"Only a man who knows our plans and is able to speak to 

the masses can become a danger for us!" This is what the 

writings of the elders say. 

And the Belarusian president is such a man. If he can 

expand his influence to Russia and the Ukraine, then 

uncomfortable times are waiting for us, my fellows! 

The social situation in these regions is completely desolate, 

and accordingly millions of Russians and Ukrainians are 

also susceptible for Tschistokjow' s ideology. 

Our GSA agents expect a revolutionary atmosphere in 

eastern Europe in the near future. If the Freedom Movement 

of the Rus is able to unite the impoverished masses against 

us in Russia, then this could have global political 

consequences. 

Desperate and angry crowds have never been a problem for 

us, as long as they have remained leaderless. But under the 

banner of a hierarchically run organization and a man like 

Tschistokjow, they can become lethal weapons! 

Above all, Russia must remain in our hands, because it is 

the key to Europe and one of the most important countries 

on earth. So the Council of the Elders will soon decide, 

when the GCF will invade Belarus and Lithuania to 

extinguish Tschistokjow and his regime. This should not be 

a problem. Belarus is not Japan! 

Nevertheless, we have also a so called "Plan B" in our 

pocket. The risk that millions of frustrated people could rise 

against us one day, can not be banned only with GCF 

troops. No, we need something else: A revolutionary 

movement that has been created by us - and obeys us! 

What we have successfully accomplished in the past, we 

will now do again. Where the masses are poor and 

desperate, threating to rise against us, there will be our own 
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revolutionary movement, in order to absorb and redirect 
their anger! 

We will preach a new idea to the malcontents, in order to 
defuse their revolutionary energy in our sense: We will give 
them collectivism!" 

A whisper went through the audience and many Lodge 
Brothers seemed to be confused. However, the chairman of 
the World Union continued with his speech, outlining the 
main ideological principles of "collectivism". Shortly 
afterwards, he earned thunderous applause. 
He still spoke for several hours about all kinds of aspects of 
world politics and explained the next steps of the global 
brotherhood and the goals of the elders. The devilish ideas 
and plans stayed behind the closed doors of the lodge 
house and no ordinary man got to hear them. 

A loud female voice sounded in Frank's shabby living room. 
The young man had come back to his home village for a few 
days and enjoyed the daily idleness. 
Now, he was watching a report on Lithuanian television 
about the Belarusian president, it had the title: "Artur 
Tschistokjow saves our country". 

For more than an hour, the revolutionary policy of the Rus 
was introduced in all its particulars. The blond rebel leader 
was shown at the reopening of an industrial plant in Minsk 
and happy workers thanked him for their new jobs. Shortly 
afterwards, Frank saw Tschistokjow laughing and joking 
with some little children in a Belarusian primary school. 
Then, some citizens of Minsk were interviewed, thanking the 
president for banishing the foreigners, that the Medschenko 
government hat brought to Belarus and Lithuania. They 
said, that the crime rate had significantly declined in all 
bigger cities since then. At the end of the report, the head of 
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state himself was interviewed and talked about the current 
situation, promising all Belarusians to do everything for a 
better future. 

Frank smiled and said to himself: "Well, Artur, there is still a 
lot to do for us. Nevertheless, we'll make it somehow. Yes, 
we can!" 

Artur Tschistokjow and Thorsten Wilden walked down a 

long corridor in the presidential palace. Outside, a thaw had 

set in and the huge pile of snow in front of the window was 

slowly dissolving under the warm rays of the spring sun. 

"Japan is our official ally now. I have phoned with foreign 

minister Mori yesterday. Matsumoto has promised to 

support us with a bigger sum of money", explained Wilden. 

Artur seemed to be lost in thought. He just nodded and 

remained silent for a moment. Then he returned: "Sounds 

good..." 

"You Ye worried, aren't you?" 

"Yes, the World Government will destroy everything we 

have built up with a single strike. The GCF will come soon, 

I'm sure, Thorsten", grumbled the rebel leader in German. 

"But what can we do against them, Artur? We don't have 

the ghost of a chance against the Global Control Force!" 

"The revolution must go on in Russia, the Ukraine and the 

Baltic countries. This is our only way to survive", replied 

Tschistokjow. 

"Yesterday there has been a famine riot in Prague. Several 

thousand people have made an illegal demonstration", said 

the foreign minister. 

"I've seen it on television", answered Artur Tschistokjow. 

The new president of Belarus looked at his German friend 

with sad eyes. Then he ran into his office and Wilden 

followed him. Tschistokjow showed him some papers. 
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"Here! I will go to Russia and make the Freedom Movement 

of the Rus bigger. Some of my people are already there, 

preparing demonstrations and rallies", said the blond man in 

German, while he tried to smile. 

"But at frist, we have to establish the revolution here in 

Belarus to rebuild the country. We still have so much to do, 

Artur!", replied his grizzled friend. 

"This will be your task, Thorsten. I must bring the revolution 

to Russia and Ukraine. If we stop now, they will quickly 

smash Belarus down with their military. You understand?" 

Wilden seemed to be confused, but he quickly realized that 

Tschistokjow was right. It was impossible to defend a small 

country like Belarus if the GCF would attack. So the 

revolution had to be expanded to the east with one goal: 

Keeping the Lodge Brothers in Russia busy and win the 

masses for Tschistokjow. 

Without doubt, Russia was full of millions of poor and 

desperate people, but a confrontation with the system in 

would lead to an unspeakably long and hard fight. 

"If we go now just in defense, then we will soon be 

destroyed", remarked Tschistokjow vigorously. "We have to 

attack! There is no other way!" 

Wilden nodded. The joy about the successful coup in 

Belarus had already been displaced by the concern for the 

preservation of everything the rebels had achieved in the 

last years. But Belarus and Lithuania were nothing but two 

unimportant and tiny countries, compared with Russia. 

A few days later, Tschistokjow started his work and drove to 
Smolensk, in order to call his men together. Meanwhile, his 
supporters had already begun with the distribution of leaflets 
in the regions near the Belarusian border. 
At the beginning of April, there was a frist rally with several 
hundred Rus in the small Russian town Klincy. The police 
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behaved reservedly and just observed the demonstrators 
from the distance. The media in Russia reported in the 
usual manner about the rally and slandered Tschistokjow' s 
supporters as "political lunatics" and "terrorists". 
Shortly afterwards, Artufs followers systematically infiltrated 
the villages and small towns along the eastern border of 
Belarus, and distributed tens of thousands of pamphlets in 
only a few days. During this campaign, the Rus got a lot of 
support among the people in the rural areas, who suffered 
from poverty and unemployment. After a brief stopover in 
Minsk, Tschistokjow traveled to Velikie Luki and met some 
of his Russian comrades. 

Meanwhile, the men of the Belarusian government 
continued to implement the political instructions of their 
leader. Several million Roubles were used to create new 
jobs. Moreover, a makeshift social insurance system was 
established. Tschistokjow' s ministers rescued some 
industrial complexes from collapsing and numerous jobs 
could be saved. The promotional machinery, that was now 
in the hand of the Rus, did its work too, carrying the ideas of 
the new government into the minds of millions. 
The majority of the people had a lot of sympathies for 
Tschistokjow and his social measures, which improved the 
living conditions of hundreds of thousands. Despite 
everything, all this did not alter the fact that Tschistokjow 
could fight the social crisis only rudimentarily. His land was 
diplomatically and economically isolated, and Japan and the 
Philippines were the only countries which gave Belarus the 
possibility to export goods. 

"To Russia?", groaned Frank. "You must be joking!" 

"No! Of course not! Artur has already asked for Alf and you. 

The struggle continues!", answered Wilden seriously. 
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"Demonstrations, flyers and fights again?", huffed Alfred 

Baumer indignantly. 

"Yes, what else! Did you really think, that the fight is over? 

What do you think will happen if we sit back here and take 

things easy?", asked the foreign minister of the 

revolutionary cabinet. 

"Hey, Thorsten, we are still exhausted from all this...", 

moaned Frank. 

"No! Absolutely out of question! Either we go on with the 

political struggle in Russia or the GCF will invade Belarus 

and our little revolution is over! We have to go on with our 

assault on the system!", exclaimed Wilden excitedly. "We 

can relax enough one day - in our coffins!" 

"Yes, but..." Alf was stunned, while Wilden was staring at 

him with a glare. 

"Our next goal must be Moscow", declared the gray-haired 

man then. 

Frank smiled contemptuously. "Moscow? Are you nuts, 

Thorsten?" 

"No, I am not! Artur and me have already analyzed the 

situation meticulously. There is no other way for us. Belarus 

alone is nothing. Don't think, that we live in a mighty fortress 

that can't be touched." 

Kohlhaas rolled his eyes and looked out the window. Wilden 

banged on the table. 

"I see you all in Vitebsk - tomorrow! I have to drive back to 

Minsk now! Call Sven and all the others, Frank, we need 

every man!" 

The village boss turned around, closed the kitchen door and 

disappeared. Alf was swearing silently and Frank didn't say 

anything at all. On the next day, they drove with the others 

to Vitebsk. After their arrival, Frank and Alfred were sent to 

Veliz, together with about fifty Rus. Here, they had to spread 

propaganda material of the freedom movement till the 
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southern border of the Russian city Velikie Luki. 
Subsequently, they were sent to the east of Latvia to do the 
same. 

Frank was repeatedly ranting against these "coolie jobs", 
but he knew that they were necessary, because without an 
"intellectual preparation" of the people, they would never 
revolt in the future. 

In the meantime, Artur Tschistokjow had organized a rally in 
Jelgava. About 5000 of his followers came and Kohlhaas 
led the trooper units once again. During the demonstration, 
there were a few clashes with the local police, but all in all, 
the security forces reacted cautiously, because they were 
outnumbered. However, the ordinary people cordially 
welcomed the demonstrators. 

The quality of life of the inhabitants of Latvia and Estonia 
had increasingly deteriorated in the last months. Everything 
had become more expensive, from sandwiches to 
electricity. In return, joblessness was meanwhile the general 
state among the younger men. 

Tschistokjow' s television propaganda from Belarus could 
also be watched in the neighboring regions - although it 
was illegal - and reached a lot of desperate people who 
were hoping for a political change. So the Rus found a 
fertile hotbed for their ideology in the regions beyond the 
borders of Belarus. 

At the end of the month, Tschistokjow led more than 30000 
people through the Latvian city of Daugapils, marching with 
them to the main building of the municipal administration. 
Riots and street fights with the police followed, about 300 
people got wounded or even killed. At the end of the day, 
the Rus had prevailed and the local security forces were 
forced to give up the city. Frank and Alf had stood in the 
front row once again, but they finally left Daugapils 
unharmed. 



20 



Some days later, they continued their propaganda 
campaign for Tschistokjow. Day and night they were on the 
road, until total exhaustion. 

In the first week of summer 2036, foreign minister Wilden 
flew to Japan to talk to president Matsumoto about some 
important questions of a future alliance policy. His family 
remained in Ivas and had not seen the former business man 
from Westphalia since weeks. 

With a loud snort, Frank sat down on the battered plastic 

seat of a dilapidated bus shelter in the outskirts of Roslavl. 

He threw his backpack, which was filled to the brim with 

leaflets and newspapers of the freedom movement, into a 

corner of the bus shelter of gray concrete. Alfred Baumer 

and some Russians came and positioned themselves in 

front of him with questioning looks. 

"We still have to distribute leaflets in some streets, general 

Kohlhaas", said a young man and smiled timidly. 

"Damn! Tim not a mailman, I fed up with all this! Throw your 

leaflets into the next garbage can, boy!", grumbled Kohlhaas 

and put the young activist off. Alf scratched his beard, 

looking down at Frank. 

"Just a few streets, then we will drive back home...", said 

Baumer, while his friend gave him an angry glance. 

"No, I do not want to! For today, it's closing time! Call the 

rest of our men together and then we will go to our cars. 

Back to Belarus, to hell with this ugly Russian city...", hissed 

Frank annoyedly. 

Alf, also tired and unenthusiastic, tried to tell Frank 

something about discipline and perseverance, but the 

general remained on the plastic seat like a stubborn mule. 

"General Kohlhaas with the burning feet capitulates now!", 

he moaned. 
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"Artur Tschistokjow has said that every man is needed for 

our propaganda campaign. Even the men of the trooper 

units", said Baumer. 

"Good night, buddy!", answered Kohlhaas with a tired smile 

and closed his eyes. 

After a few minutes, Alf and the other activists of the Rus 

walked away to distribute some more leaflets. Frank just 

ignored them and finally dozed off. 

Roslavl was a dreary looking city in the immediate vicinity of 

the eastern border of Belarus. Out here in the suburbs, the 

men met only a few locals in the streets. Everything looked 

ugly and depressing, like the cloudy sky, which reminded 

Frank on a gray wall, keeping the sunrays away from earth. 

About an hour later, Baumer came back with the other men. 

Now, even the rest of the Rus fed up with running through 

the streets and distributing leaflets. 

Meanwhile, Kohlhaas had fallen asleep and was lying on 

three plastic seats. From a distance, he looked like a 

homeless man who had settled in a bus shelter. 

"Get up, you bum!", whispered Alf softly into the ear of his 

friend, while the Russians started to laugh. 

Frank stood up, growling and ranting. Then he rubbed his 

eyes and grinned broadly. 

"I could just sleep and sleep and sleep", muttered Kohlhaas, 

when they were on the way back to Minsk. 

"I don't like this too, but we must keep up our discipline", 

admonished Baumer. 

"Shall we distribute these fucking leaflets till Siberia, Alf? I 

thought we are troopers of the movement and no 

paperboys..." 

"Without an intellectual groundwork, there won't be a 

revolution here. At first, the Russians must know what 

Tschistokjow wants, Frank. Artur has explained this several 

times." 
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"Yes, but Frank does not want to do this crap as well, Frank 

is in fact not a robot with a giant battery in his ass", moaned 

Kohlhaas. 

"But Artur has said..." 

"Artur is not my daddy!" 

"But something must be...", returned Alf energycally. 

His friend shook his head and grumbled: "I just want some 

free days, some holiday, Baumer. Artur is crazy, if he really 

believes that we could liberate a land like Russia. It is the 

biggest country on earth!" 

"Artur and Thorsten have told me, that our first strategical 

goals are the cities in western Russia. Moreover...", said Alf, 

but he was interrupted by Kohlhaas. 

"Shut the fuck up, you big baby from Dortmund. 

General Kohlhaas wants to make a nap now!", muttered the 

young man, leaning his head against the window of the 

passenger door. 

"But I thought the invasion of Belarus and Lithuania was 

scheduled for the end of the month?", said a gray-haired 

man at the end of the large table. 

"Yes, but we had to redispose", answered the chairman of 

the Council of the Elders. 

"Iran stands close to a civil war! Our sub-governor in 

Teheran is increasingly under pressure, because of the 

Islamic rebels", added the World President. 

"And what does that mean now?", he heard from the side. 

"It means that we have to redeploy GCF troops from Russia 

to Northern Iran, brothers. An escalation of the situation 

there could torch the whole Near East and these Islamic 

franctireurs in Iran can't be compared with a horde of 

Palestinians in the Gaza Strip who throw some stones at 

our people", grumbled the head of the World Union. 
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The chairman of the council nodded approvingly. The World 

President continued and said: "We can smash Tschistokjow 

and his bunch of ridiculous revolutionaries even in the next 

months. In addition, we have already talked about this topic 

at our last meeting. 

The most powerful weapon against all kinds of rebellion will 

nevertheless be the ideology of collectivism, especially in 

Russia, but also in other countries, where it will be 

represented by our agents - members of our organization! 

This will quickly steal Tschistokjow' s thunder. Moreover, it 

will minimize the danger of a real revolution in Russia." 

"And you expect that this tactic will be successful, brother?", 

asked one of the elders thoughtfully 

The president looked at him with a blank expression and 

replied: "I think that this method will be much more effective 

against men like Tschistokjow, than GCF occupation troops 

and police forces. 

We will incite the poor people and the different classes 

against each another, so that they fight with all their hatred 

among themselves. It has already worked in the past and 

this time it will work too!" 

"What's about Matsumoto? This morning he has threatened 

us to occupy the island of Sakhalin and other parts of 

Siberia with his troops if we attack Belarus", remarked one 

of the gentlemen. 

"He will not do anything! I don't think that he would invade 

Siberia, risking a war outside his damn islands! Only to help 

Belarus? Such a small country? He just tries to play with his 

muscles, that's all!", muttered the chairman of the Council of 

the 13. 

The World President showed a self-righteous smirk and 

drummed his fingers on the tabletop. Then he said: "It's 

time to talk about more important things than Belarus or 

Lithuania, my brothers. For example about the mass 
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registration with our implantation Scanchips. What do you 

have to say to the development of the operation, 

gentlemen?" 

The chairman of the council stonily looked at the other 

elders, waiting for answers. An old man in a fine suit 

requested to speak and raised his hand... 

Artur Tschistokjow had temporary returned to Minsk to 
clarify some important political questions. He was still 
surprised that no GCF troops had mustered at the borders 
of his country so far. Moreover, the foreign media 
propaganda against him was not that aggressive as he had 
expected. 

Meanwhile, Tschistokjow was ruling over Belarus and 
Lithuania since four months, but there was no sign of a 
military strike against his regime. The rebel leader 
wondered. Even a small GCF-army was able to crush his 
tiny country like a bug under a heel, but everything 
remained eerily quiet. 

So the Rus just gave their best to restore order in Belarus 
and tried to carry the revolution into the regions beyond the 
borders of their tiny dominion. They went on unwaveringly. 
Just as they had always done it before. 

Latvia was selected by the Freedom Movement of the Rus 
as the next target for a political overthrow. Frank, Alf, Sven 
and several thousand supporters flooded the country with 
propaganda material and joined a big demonstration in 
Liepaja. Here, 20000 people gathered under the banner of 
the dragon head and protested in the port city. The event 
ended without any major clashes with the local police. 
Artur Tschistokjow' s next step was a march to Riga to bring 
down the vassal government. Now, the preparations for the 
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coup were in full swing and the trooper squads of the Rus 
were equipped with more weapons from Japan. 
The leader of the freedom movement was planning to come 
to Riga with about 30000 armored men. Before that, 
important strategic goals should be brought under control, 
as already proven in the Belarusian revolution. Wilden had 
meanwhile returned to Minsk and brought good news from 
the Far East. The Japanese president Matsumoto had 
assured to lend Belarus and Lithuania his support in the 
case of an GCF attack. But what he really meant with this 
was still vague. Nevertheless, it sounded good and 
Tschistokjow hoped the best for the invasion of Latvia. 
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Step by Step 



Frank pressed the receiver tighter against his ear and 

listened eagerly to the phone's dialing tone. After about a 

minute, Agatha Wilden, Julia's mother, answered. The wife 

of the foreign minister greeted Kohlhaas with some restraint 

and went then to the upper floor to call her daughter. 

"Hello?" 

"Hello, Julia! It's me!", said Frank excitedly, leaning against 

the dirty glass window of the telephone booth. 

"Hi! How are you?", asked Julia dryly. 

"Don't ask! All our activists are working around the clock. 

We are preparing a big thing, but I'm not allowed to tell you 

any details. If someone listens, you know", explained 

Kohlhaas. 

"Another big thing?" 

"Yes, I'm near the border of Latvia. Alf is also here. 

Tomorrow we will...", said the young man and interrupted 

himself in the next second. 

"Aha! Nice!", returned Julia. 

"And what do you do?", Kohlhaas wanted to know. 

The daughter of the village boss was silent for a moment, 

then she replied: "Nice, that you ask me about my life, 

Frank. I'm just reading some books about pedagogy. 

Incidentally, it is very remarkable what Artur Tschistokjow 

writes in "The Way of the Rus" about the education of the 

youth, isn't it? But I'm also reading ordinary pedagogy 

books. It is an interessting topic." 

"Education?" Frank was surprised. 

"Yes, exactly!" 
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"Artur writes that all education has to serve only one 

purpose: The youth must...", recited Frank, but the young 

woman cut him short. 

"I know, but I would like to deal more with other books at 

first. More general books, because I want to become a 

teacher." 

"What?" 

"I want to become a teacher, Frank. Hence my interest in 

these topics. Maybe Til go to Vilnius to study there. That 

would be great, wouldn't it?", said Julia and seemed to wait 

eagerly for Frank's reaction. 

"Why? What? To Vilnius?" Kohlhaas started to stammer. 

"Yes, the university of Vilnius is a great institution. My father 

says the same. I think, I have the talent to be a good 

teacher. What do you say?" 

Frank muttered under his breath. "Why don't you just stay in 

Ivas?" 

"Shall I hang around here forever? I want to do something 

with my life. You are gone, my father is gone and also all 

the other young people from our village. No, I have decided 

to become active now. I could imagine to go to Vilnius, in 

order to study there. During the semester breaks, I could 

help Mrs. de Vries. She is planning to build up a small 

village school in Ivas. I have already talked to my father and 

he likes the idea...", explained Julia. 

"A school in Ivas? Yes, that's a good idea. But you don't 

have to study in Vilnius to become a teacher, Julia", said 

Frank not very enthusiastic. 

"Anyway, I think I should do that. Actually, I am already 

studying, because education has always been an interesting 

topic for me. One day I will work in a big school, maybe in 

Minsk..." 
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"Well, you don't have to study, Julia. You are the daugther 

of the foreign minister and you can get every job you want", 

grumbled Kohlhaas. 

"Nevertheless, I will study pedagogy. I think, it is also good 

for the revolution if Artur's ideas and visions are given to the 

young generation by dedicated teachers, isn't it?", retorted 

Julia. 

"Of course, this is extremely important. The children of 

today are the fighters of the freedom movement of 

tomorrow. This is what Artur always says. Incidentally, it is 

very commendable that you have read "The Way of the 

Rus". It is the duty of everyone to intensively put up with 

Arturs ideology, because only then there is a basis for the 

fight...", said Frank, when Julia started to moan quietly. 

"All right, Sir! Enough political training for today. When will 

you come back to Ivas?" 

"I can't say it exactly. We have much to do in the coming 

days. No one can foresee how the situation will develop in 

the near future", answered Frank. 

"Be careful, my dear! Don't forget your own life among all 

these great revolutionary visions. Even though Artur's great 

book tell us, that the sacrifice of the individual is one of the 

highest virtues, I would be happy anyway if I see you again - 

alive!", said Julia with a slight hint of irony. 

"Don't worry, I won't be killed or something...", gave Frank 

back, trying to laugh. 

Julia hesitated for a few seconds with her answer, then she 

replied: "You can hardly impress me with all that talk. I 

prefer a living Frank to a dead hero of the revolution." 

Iran had become a place of rebellion and civil war in the last 
months and the situation was escalating more and more. 
The Islamic rebels had captured the cities of Mashad and 
Esfahan after weeks of street fighting and were now driving 
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the loyal troops of sub-governor Kerman back to the south. 
In return, the World Government ordered the immediate 
support of its vassal with more GCF troops and sent tens of 
thousands of soldiers to the Middle East. 
Many units, which had been stationed in southern Russia, 
were brought to the north of Iran in order to smash the 
Islamic rebellion. 

In other regions of the Middle East, for example in 
Palestine, it also came to street fights and riots what forced 
the Lodge Brothers to react. So the World Government and 
the international media gave all their attention to the Iran 
and the Arabic world, a region that was a war zone since 
decades. 

On the other hand, Belarus and Lithuania were temporarily 
spared from an invasion of the Global Control Force, what 
gave Tschistokjow and his comrades a little more room to 
breathe. 

After three weeks of tireless work in Latvia, Frank was 
summoned to Minsk, in order to assist during the 
preparations of the march on Riga. Artur Tschistokjow had 
gathered not less than 40000 armed men in Silaulai in 
northern Lithuania and finally gave them the order to invade 
Latvia on 01.07.2036. At dawn, many trucks started moving 
and brought the first trooper units across the border of the 
neighboring country. Shortly afterwards, the first targets in 
eastern Latvia were occupied by the Rus. The rest of the 
men followed an hour later and marched directly towards 
the Latvian capital. 

When the rebels reached the outskirts of Riga, countless 
cheering citizens joined the crowd, following the marching 
columns of the rebels. And even whole police squadrons 
defected to Tschistokjow' s armored units, strengthening 
their ranks. 



30 



Frank looked around and beheld the shouting people that 

came out of the side streets, cheering and applauding at the 

trooper units of the Rus. It were thousands of men and 

women and their number was growing with each passing 

minute. Chants echoed through the city and countless 

dragon head flags were waving above their heads. 

"Hurry up! Dawaj!", screamed Kohlhaas and urged his men 

to advance faster. 

Alf followed him, trying to keep abreast with his impetuous 

friend. Meanwhile, the center of Riga was only a few 

kilometers away from the rebels. 

"Do you think we'll bring home the bacon today?", asked 

Baumer and seemed to become nervous. 

"No resistance anywhere! All police officers, who have 

appeared, have joined our marching columns so far", replied 

Kohlhaas confidently. 

The general smiled and calmed Baumer down. Now the 

growing crowd was marching toward the government 

building, singing and shouting. In the inner city, the Rus 

were awaited by even more screaming people. 

"No GCF troops! No resistance at all!", remarked Kohlhaas 

with surprise and scratched his head. 

"Presumably they have withdrawn. I haven't expected this", 

said Alf in surprise. 

And the crowd was still growing. Finally, Artur Tschistokjow 

appeared, waving his hands. He was greeted by the 

Latvians with resounding cheers. When he started his 

speech, tens of thousands of people had gathered around 

him. 

"I declare, that Latvia is free! Furthermore, this country will 

leave the World Union today", he shouted, while a wave of 

enthusiasm was rolling through the streets of Riga. 

The troopers of the freedom movement occupied the 

abandoned government building after Tschistokjow' s 
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speech. Other trooper units took strategically important 

targets throughout the city in the meantime. 

Not a single shot was fired at that day. Latvia had been 

liberated without any bloodshed. No resistance, no GCF 

soldiers - nothing! 

A few days after the successful takeover, they learned, that 

the Latvian sub-governor Maximilian Feinbergow and his 

cabinet had already left Riga the day before Tschistokjow' s 

invasion, while the few GCF soldiers had withdrawn to 

Russia. 

Artur Tschistokjow appointed Lukas Alanin, the leader of the 

Latvian section of the freedom movement, as the new 

president of the country. Then he ordered measures to 

overcome the social crisis and left it to Peter Ulljewski and 

his units to smash the remaining power structures of the 

World Government. 

On 10.07.2036, Tschistokjow announced the preliminary 

conclusion of the Latvian revolution in front of a huge crowd 

in Riga. A great victory celebration followed a little later in 

Minsk. After the celebrations in the Belarusian capital, Frank 

and Alf went back to Ivas and looked forward to some days 

of peace and relaxation. 

"What did Wilden want?", groaned Frank and let the sun 

shine on his face. 

Alf turned off his cellphone and put it on the table. He was 

annoyed too. 

"Next week, we have to come back to Minsk. There is much 

to discuss", moaned Baumer. 

"Even the best fighter deserves a break!", said Sven on the 

other end of the table, sipping on his beer bottle. 

Frank was holding his head and said nothing. Then he 

stood up. Tm going home now. Are you coming with me, 

Alf?" 
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"No! I will still stay here for a while. Sven and me want to 

play skat." 

"All right! See you tomorrow!", said Kohlhaas and left his 

friends alone. 

The young man strolled through the already dimly lit village 

and finally entered his house. Totally exhausted, he went to 

bed and immediately fell asleep. 

With a blissful countenance, Frank was lying on his back 

and looked sapped, but nonetheless happy. Soon the 

general had found a restful sleep, while his mind showed 

him another strange dream vision... 

An old man and a little boy walked across a sun-drenched 

plain full of strange plants and grasses. Above them, there 

was a purple sky and the silhouettes of three moons could 

be seen in the distance. 

"Grandfather, how long do humans already live on this 

world?", asked the boy the white-haired man. 

"Here? On Sakar IV? Well, about a hundred years ago, the 

first human colonists have come to this planet..." 

"And from which planet do we come at all, grandfather?", 

the boy wanted to know, looking at the old man with a 

questioning look in his eyes. 

"From which planet?" The white-haired man smiled. "Well, 

Sylcor, we humans are from the holy planet Terra. It is the 

cradle of our species and it's far, far away from here in 

another part of the galaxy!" 

"How far, grandfather?" 

"Very far, Sylcor! Thousands of light years stand between 

Sakar IV and Terra. It is incredibly far. A journey to Terra 

would last a long time..." 

The little boy perked his eyebrows up. "When did the first 

humans leave Terra to fly to the stars?" 



33 



"Ha! This little boy wants to know everything!", said the old 
man and scratched his beard. "It is a long time ago. No one 
knows this exactly anymore. It was the time, when a great 
man has saved the light-born people from extinction, 
initiating the age of their rule." 

"The light-born people?", repeated the astonished boy. 
"Yes, our ancestors. The men and women of the Aureanic 
caste who call the force of mind and invention their own", 
explained the old man. 

The two walked towards the horizon and beheld the sky 
above their heads. Then the little boy suddenly stopped and 
took the hand of his grandfather. 
"Who was this great man?", he asked. 
For a short moment, the grandfather was looking for an 
answer. Shortly afterwards he said: "Nobody really knows 
who it was, my little friend. This man has received many 
names during the ages. Some people call him Artur the 
Great, others have named him the Holy Kistokov. Still 
others see just a legendary figure in him and claim that he 
has never existed. And there are also some people who 
say, that another man has laid the foundations for that, what 
we call the civilization of the Golden Men. 
Since his death, if he has ever existed, several ages have 
passed. There are hardly any relicts from that prehistoric 
era, because it lays in the dark depths of the past. 
Anyway, I believe that this man has been there, a long time 
ago. After the Holy Kistokov, the light-born people traveled 
to the stars and spread out in the planetary systems around 
Terra. Eventually, they learned to fly through the 
hyperspace and created likenesses and servants of artificial 
material. One day, they have found other beings of extra- 
terrestrial origin who struggled with them for power and life- 
space between the stars - and still do it today." 
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"You mean the aliens? The Grushloggs, the Elban, the 

Necthan, the Rachnids and all the others?", asked the child 

with an astonished face. 

"Yes, and the rest of them! Exactly!", answered the old man 

smiling. 

"Please tell me the whole history of mankind!", demanded 

the boy, pulling on the robe of his grandfather. 

"Oh, my little boy! This would last far too long. Moreover, I 

don't know the whole story, Sylcor. Nobody knows it. Much 

is only legend and myth. Often, the timelines are incorrect 

and the records are full of contradictions. There were many 

eras and the prehistoric ages still lay in darkness. 

Our archivators tell of the Great Age of Technology when 

the Aureans even topped their own genius and their artificial 

servants turned against them. 

Then came the era of the Hyperspace Storms. After the 

times of interstellar colonization, our ancestors finally 

reached the borders of the galaxy and the Empire of Men 

was founded. 

The galactic civil war initiated the next era and its 

aftereffects lasted for centuries and still torment us today. 

About 2000 years have passed since then. Perhaps even 

more - or less. Who can say this with certainty? Much of 

what the archivators believe to know about the previous 

millennia is often little more than legend, Sylcor." 

"But now we are here!", exclaimed the boy, laughing and 

sitting down on a little rock. 

The grandfather stroked through his soft, blond hair and had 

to laugh as well. 

"Yes, today we are here! That's a fact!", he said and sat 

down next to his grandson. 

When Frank woke up on the next morning after ten hours of 
sleeping, he had to chuckle because of his funny dream. 
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Nevertheless, he did not attach all too much importance to 

it. When Kohlhaas came into the kitchen, he recognized that 

Alfred was still in his room. 

The young man drank a cup of coffee, went into the living 

room, turned on the TV and sat down on the old, shabby 

couch with a silent yawning. Then Frank zapped through the 

countless television channels. Most people in Belarus and 

Lithuania were only allowed to watch the official television 

programme, but Frank and other prominent fighters of the 

freedom movement had some kind of exceptional 

permission. 

Suddenly he paused and wondered. On the screen, he saw 

a bearded man who was interviewed by a pretty reporter. 

Frank paused, sharpening his ears to understand the 

English speaking woman. She smiled into the camera and 

said: "So, you are a revolutionary philosopher, Mr. 

Mardochow, aren't you?" 

"Yes, I am!", answered the man. 

"Could you give us a view into your ideas, Mr. Mardochow?" 

The bearded man nodded. "Yes, of course! The social 

injustices around the world have prompted me to think 

about a better future society. A society without social 

distinctions, guided by justice and equality!" 

"Do you have any specific suggestions to remedy the social 

injustices around the world, Mr. Mardochow?" 

"Yes, not only suggestions. I have a concept - and its name 

is collectivism." 

"Could you please explain collectivism for our viewers?" 

"Yes, no problem, madame! The collectivist society is a 

society without social differences. Collectivism means the 

overthrow of capitalist exploitation mechanisms and the 

transfer of all private property into the hands of the people. 

It means, that poverty and injustice could not exist anymore 

in a society like this", said the philosopher. 
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"How do you want to implement something like that?", 

asked the reporter. 

"If there is no other way, then revolutionary actions will be 

necessary! The poor and exploited people must unite to 

overthrow their oppressors. The property in our world has to 

be redistributed for the benefit of all. I promise a world, 

where everyone is rich, a world without any class 

distinctions and mechanisms of exploitation. 

Apart from that, all the different cultures, races, religions 

and values have to be resolved definitively, because they 

prevent people from being equal and lead to wars and 

mechanisms of mutual exploitation by the various groups. 

In a world, where differences between human beings no 

longer exist, there will be no more room for social injustice. 

Collectivism is therefore the only sensible response to the 

terrible social crises of our time!" 

"Are you a philanthropist, Mr. Mardochow?", asked the 

woman. 

"From the bottom of my heart, madame! I have developed 

the collectivist idea of a world of justice and human 

sensitivity to help the underprivileged people. For many 

years, I have traveled around the world and the ubiqitous 

misery has touched me deeply. 

For years I had only one question on my mind: How can I 

help these millions of poor people in all parts of the world? 

So I have developed the revolutionary idea of collectivism!", 

told Mardochow, stroking his gray beard. 

The pretty reporter looked into the camera and smiled, then 

she said: "Ladies and gentlemen, this was Theodore 

Mardochow and his idea of collectivism. More and more 

people across Europe and around the world believe, that 

this man has actually found a way to overcome hunger, 

poverty and misery with success. Some celebrate him, 

others regard him as a visionary. Anyway, "Channel 
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Triangle" thanks you for watching the show. Now, have fun 

with the following movie!" 

Frank turned off the television and was baffled. "This guy is 

supposed to be a revolutionary and they give him the 

chance to talk about his ideas on TV? They even promote 

and don't shoot him? This whole thing stinks like a dead 

fish!" 

Kohlhaas went into the next room, booted up the computer 

and searched on the internet. There was a lot to learn about 

Theodore Mardochow and his "new" ideology. Now, Alf 

came down the stairs, but Frank hardly noticed him and was 

eagerly studying some texts. 

"The International Declaration of Collectivism", he muttered 

quietly and read a writing of the philosopher. Then he read 

some newspaper articles which reported very favorably 

about Mardochow and his ideas. 

Apparently, numerous collectivist groups had already been 

founded, shortly after the publication of the declaration, in 

the most bigger European cities. Especially in Russia and 

the Ukraine, collectivist organizations sprang up like 

mushrooms. 

When Frank and Alfred came back to Minsk, this new 

movement ruled every talk in the presidential palace. Artur 

Tschistokjow was totally confused and tried to develop a 

strategy against the new menace. As an expert of the global 

political background, he had quickly realized, who was the 

driving force behind the alleged social revolutionary idea of 

collectivism. 

Nevertheless, this new ideology was a brilliant move of the 

Lodge Brothers, because now more and more people joined 

the rival movement. The teachings of equality, freedom and 

justice fell on a fertile soil in Russia and at the beginning of 

July, collectivist groups and associations had already been 

founded in every small town in eastern Europe. 
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Furthermore, the media supported this new movement, 
never reporting in that hateful way as in the case of the Rus. 
To the contrary, the collectivists were always depicted as 
reformers and philanthropists. 

Soon it came to a first mass demonstration in St. 
Petersburg, led by the collectivist leader Vitali Uljanin from 
Moscow. The police behaved lethargically and was finally 
attacked by thousands of angry demonstrators. 
Uljanin declared war not only on the entrepreneurs and 
capitalists, but above all on the Freedom Movement of the 
Rus and all other non-collectivist groups. He called 
Tschistokjow a "traitor of the workers" and a 
"reactionist". The leader of the Rus was overwhelmed and 
had to admit, that he needed some good advice now. 

"It will not last long until there is a collectivist group in every 

little village. Even some of our own men seem to fall prey to 

this Pied Piper Uljanin!", grumbled the Belarusian president, 

looking at his friend Peter Ulljewski with a scowl. 

"Not if I can help it!", snorted the sturdy Russian and banged 

on the table. "Those bastards won't course through our 

country, Artur!" 

"Uljanin has brought more than 100000 people on the street 

at his last rally - and the police did nothing. I have seen all 

the reports on television, Peter. 

At our next demonstration there won't be just clashes with 

the Russian police, but also with incited masses of 

collectivists. They will attack us!" 

Peter hissed a curse and uttered wild threats. "That's worse 

than the GCF! I did not expect something like this!" 

"Our enemies are much more cunning than we have 

thought...", muttered Tschistokjow. 

"Every collectivist agitator, who dares to come to Belarus, 

will be hanged!", shouted Peter. 
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"Yes, this will be necessary!", added Artur. 

"And now?" 

"We will go on with our fight - as always! Tm working on a 

new law to promote the Russian families. Moreover, Wilden 

has signed an export agreement with Japan and the 

Philippines, so that we can strengthen our economy, at least 

a bit!" 

"Shall we continue with our activities in Russia?", Peter 

Ulljewski wanted to know and seemed to become extremely 

nervous. 

"Of course!", said Tschistokjow and was fuming with rage. 

"On the 1th of August, we will make a demonstration in 

Smolensk!" 

"In Smolensk?" Peter gaped and stared at his best friend. 

"Yes, exactly! Our group there is already at work since 

weeks to prepare the rally. There is a lot of poverty, what 

means big potential for us, Peter. We must not rest now!", 

shouted the rebel leader. 

"This demonstration will end in a giant street fight", groaned 

Artufs oldest companion. 

"Yes, it will!", remarked Tschistokjow grimly. 

Frank and the others drove back to Russia and spent their 
days with distributing leaflets and data discs in the villages 
around Smolensk. They rarely met any supporters of the 
collectivist movement, only one time some mummed 
persons threw stones at them. The few police officers in this 
region just ignored them. 

At the end of July, they returned to Vitebsk and Julia visited 
Frank there. Kohlhaas hadn't seen the young woman all too 
often in the last weeks, because he had always been on the 
road. But now, he was glad that she had come. The pretty 
daughter of the foreign minster was still his big love and 
Frank had a guilty conscience, because he hadn't spent 
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much time with her. Meanwhile, Artur Tschistokjow had 
stabilized his reign with the help of television and radio and 
was travelling through Belarus, Lithuania and Latvia to 
organize his followers for the new propaganda offensive. 

Vitali Uljanin, whose real name was only known by his 

closest aides, walked through his office in the headquarter 

of the Collectivist Association for Social Justice (CASJ). 

Since the early morning hours, he was already dictating 

instructions and now he had called some section leaders 

into his office. 

The little man with the dark goatee and the brown cunning 

eyes beheld his fellows and said: "Meanwhile, the Freedom 

Movement of the Rus has taken Latvia and Tschistokjow 

builds up structures there. Hence, we must prevent its 

expansion to western Russia by all means! Our organization 

needs a militant arm, gentlemen." 

"The preparations for it are in full swing. But we need a 

punchy name, Mr. Uljanin", answered one of the section 

leaders. 

"I have chosen "Collectivist League of Justice", diminutive 

CLJ", remarked the head of the CASJ. 

"Sounds great!", came from the side. 

"I know!", answered Uljanin, grinning broadly. 

"Tschistokjow is planning a rally in Smolensk, as I have 

heard yesterday. On 1th of August!", said a plump man in 

the background. 

Uljanin slowly walked towards him and raised his index 

finger. "Our CASJ section there is already preparing a 

demonstration too. This time, the Rus will face our men. 

Wherever they occur, they will be confronted with the 

revolutionary power of collectivism from now on!" 

The section leaders nodded and looked at Uljanin with 

admiration. The chairman of the CASJ went behind his desk 
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and pulled a DC-Stick out of the drawer. Then he smiled at 

his staff. 

"Tomorrow I will speak at the rally in Kursk, and then we will 

smash Tschistokjow and his fascist scum in Smolensk!" 

"But the Rus are not harmless and can become very 

aggressive", said a worried-looking functionary. 

"The police in Smolensk will be on our side. In addition, the 

media will pin any outrage on Tschistokjow's organization 

and furthermore drum up business for our event, that our 

supporters will come in superior numbers." 

"However you do it, Mr. Uljanin...", muttered one section 

leader thoughtfully. 

"Smolensk will become Tschistokjow's nightmare!", hissed 

the collectivist leader, clenching his bony fist. 
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Conflict in Smolensk 



Frank and Alfred had driven from Orsa to Smolensk in the 
early morning hours. In the southern part of the city, they 
had joined a group of their comrades and now they were 
waiting for the beginning of the rally. Meanwhile, it was 
already 1 1 .00 o'clock and more and more Rus came from 
everywhere. After a while, the crowd started to move and 
marched flag-waving and singing in the direction of 
downtown, where even more Rus were waiting for them. 
Hundreds of citizens came out of their houses and followed 
the marching columns of Tschistokjow's men. Two hours 
later, about 30000 enthusiastic supporters welcomed the 
leader of the freedom movement with loud chants. 
Shortly afterwards, they had reached the city center of 
Smolensk. A huge crowd had already gathered there - the 
police talked of more than 100000 people - who had come 
to the rally of the collectivists. Police helicopters circled 
above the heads of the demonstrants, filming everything the 
Rus did. 

When Tschistokjow's supporters had arrived in Smolensk, 
there had already been clashes between them and Uljanin's 
followers. Three Rus had been attacked by a masked horde 
of their political opponents. One of them was killed with a 
knife. An atmosphere of violence and hatred had meanwhile 
seized the whole city and Frank expected the worst for this 
day. 

"What shall we do now? The large square in the inner city, 
the Mesto Tschelabeki, is packed with collectivists! It's a 
great mass! Uljanin himself leads them!", said Kohlhaas and 
his heart was pounding with excitement. 
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Artur Tschistokjow stared at him grimly and growled in 

German: "Yes, I know. These pigs knew about our 

demonstration. We will march from the Novaya Ulitsa to 

Mesto Smolenski - then I will start with my speech." 

"You want to march through Smolensk in the direct 

proximity of Uljanin's rally? Only two streets are between 

the Novaya Ulitsa and the Mesto Tschelabeki. They can 

probably even see us!", said Frank, holding the electronic 

map of Smolensk on his DC-Stick under Tschistokjow' s 

nose. 

The leader of the Freedom Movement of the Rus nodded 

and replied: "We must have no fear, Frank!" 

They still waited for some stragglers, while Kohlhaas 

became more and more nervous. Finally, Frank called the 

trooper units together and gave them the order to advance. 

More than 30000 demonstrants followed. 

"Russian workers come to Artur Tschistokjow!", shouted the 

protesters at the top of their lungs. The long worm of people 

slowly made its way through the streets and finally turned 

into the Novaya Ulitsa, a broad side street near the large 

square in the city center. 

Frank heard Uljanin's voice in the distance. Shortly 

afterwards, the first collectivists and policemen appeared. 

Immediately, the men on both sides started to shout insults, 

while more and more collectivists blocked the way of the 

Rus. 

Frank took his gun from the shoulder and the trooper next to 

him did the same. Alf peered nervously around and loaded 

his rifle, while Uljanin's supporters were raising their fists in 

the distance, screaming and howling. 

"Traitors of the workers! Reactionists! Fascists!", they yelled 

full of hate. 

A few minutes later, they attacked. Hundreds of collectivists 

rushed forward, poured out of the streets and a hail of 
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cobblestones came down on Tschistokjow's men. Frank 
quickly put on his helmet. Somewhere he heard a shot, then 
the chaos was complete. A few dozen men of the CLJ 
opened fire from a side street, and the Russian policemen 
started to shoot too. 

"Come on!", screamed Frank, pushing Alf to the side. 
With a loud cry, the furious collectivists assaulted the Rus 
and beat them down with iron bars and clubs. Frank 
smashed his rifle butt into the hateful grimace of an 
attacker, while a Russian trooper behind him was hit by a 
bullet . 

Tschistokjow's followers retreated, some of them jumped 
behind garbage cans and cars, in order to find cover. Then 
the collectivists came even from behind, attacking the Rus 
like angry beasts. Finally, the men of the freedom 
movement were seized by panic and many of them 
desperately tried to break out of the encirclement. 
Frank jumped out his cover behind a burning car and 
fended an opponent off. After his well-aimed stroke, the 
collectivist staggered backwards and Frank rammed a 
combat knife right into his throat. Blood squirted into his 
face and the man fell to the ground with a short death-rattle. 
"Come on! Get out of here!", roared Baumer and fired at a 
group of approaching police officers. They two rebels ran 
towards a big park and tried to regroup the other troopers, 
but they failed. Most of them were already fleeing, running 
for their lives and trying to escape through the narrow side 
streets . 

Like hunted dogs, Frank and Alf raced through an avenue 
and turned then into a side street, where they met the next 
opponents. A screaming horde of collectivists jumped out of 
a dark corner, brandishing clubs and baseball bats. It were 
scary looking men, eager to smash some of the hated Rus. 
Dirty, unshaven guys, incited from head to toe. One of them 
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just missed Frank's face when he tried to crush his head 

with a crowbar. Finally he hit the shoulder of the rebel and 

the young man screamed out in pain. 

In return, Kohlhaas slammed him to the ground and kicked 

him against the skull with full force, while Alf mowed down 

two roaring collectivists with his rifle. The rest of the 

enemies ran away after Baumefs shots. 

"Give me the DC-Stick!", shouted Frank and pulled the data 

carrier out of Alf s hand. With trembling fingers, he typed 

through the menu and opened the city map of Smolensk. 

"Follow me!" He waved Baumer nearer and they turned into 

another street. 

After half an hour, the two had reached their car and drove 

away with screeching tires. At the roadside, a few 

supporters of Uljanin were shouting at them, while they 

throw some cobblestones in the direction of the car. Frank 

suddenly rolled down the window. 

"What are you doing?", asked Baumer. 

"I send our friends a volley of gunfire!", snorted Kohlhaas. 

"No, put that rifle away, man!", hissed Alf nervously. 

But his friend did not listen to him, the adrenaline had 

already whipped him up like a wild animal. As the 

collectivists saw his assault rifle behind the window, they 

ran away screaming, but Frank fired at them, sending five of 

them to the ground. 

"Greetings from Belarus, assholes!", he yelled. 

"Lef s get out of here! You are totally crazy. I have enough 

for today!", muttered Alf and accelerated the car. 

Finally, the two found a feeder road to Orsa and reached 

the Belarusian border after a perilous journey. 

What had happened to their comrades, they did not know at 

that time. However, they could imagine that the rally had 

ended in a giant debacle. 
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In fact, the demonstration in Smolensk had been a disaster 
and a total defeat for the Freedom Movement of the Rus. 
Several members of Tschistokjow' s organization had been 
killed or heavily wounded. 

After the rally, the collectivists had chased the scattered 
groups of their rivals through the streets of Smolensk till the 
morning hours of the next day. They had ambushed 
Tschistokjow' s men at the railway stations or had waited for 
them in dark streets to beat them up or even murder them. 
Artur Tschistokjow had escaped a raging horde of his 
enemies and had even been wounded in the upper arm. 
The media in Russia reported about the riots in Smolensk in 
their usual way, and made the rally of the freedom 
movement to an "Attack of the Rus on the peaceful 
demonstration of the collectivists". 

"Each state has arisen from the need to suppress the 
eternal conflict between rich and poor. Moreover, each state 
has arisen under the influence of the constant struggle of 
rich and poor people. Hence, every state is always the state 
of the moste powerful economic class, which is also the 
ruling political group. 

This ruling, economic class is always thinking up new 
methods to put down the poor masses. The state and its 
regulations are therefore the base of the capitalist 
exploitation system, what means that the natural character 
of each state is exploitation..." 

Artur Tschistokjow crumpled up a piece of paper and threw 
it into the middle of the big conference table. The other 
members of his cabinet shook their heads. 
"Well, well! This is Mardochow's great philosophy! Silly talk 
and lies! We all know the global state, that his Lodge 
Brothers have created in reality. And we know its character: 
Brutal Oppression, destruction of cultures and nations and 
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slavery of all mankind. This agent of the World Government 

can not fool me with his cheap lies!", grumbled the 

Belarusian president in German, while Frank and his foreign 

minister were staring at him. 

General Kohlhaas was back in the presidential palace in 

Minsk and rolled his eyes, when Tschistokjow talked about 

the collectivist ideology. 

"Mardochow can not fool us, but he can fool most of the 

people. This concept has already worked many times in 

mankind's history, because the mass is credulous and 

stupid!", remarked Wilden angrily. 

Artur Tschistokjow held his injured arm, swore under his 

breath and told his ministers a few things in Russian. 

Then he applied the attention to the foreign minister again. 

"I have seen on TV, that the collectivists now are driving 

with cars full of bread through the country to feed the poor. 

Understand?", said the leader of the Rus in German. 

"I have seen it too. The collectivists get that a lot of 

sympathy from the people with things like that. A rolling 

Suppenkuche!", muttered Kohlhaas. 

"Suppekusche? What is that?" Artur was puzzled. 

"A rolling soup kitchen - in English. Anyway, the problem is, 

that the collectivists apparently have never-ending reserves 

of money to finance such actions. Feeding the people is the 

best method to recruit new members for the CASJ. And 

then, they can instigate them against us", remarked Wilden. 

"But it is nothing but a giant fake! A fraud!", complained 

Tschistokjow. "We are the real revolutionaries and we will 

be the only ones, who can free the Russian people and 

solve the social problems!" 

"We know this, but the mass of the people does not!", said 

Frank and shook his head. 

Economy minister Dr. Gugin and the other participants of 

the meeting were getting a bit grumpy and Artur apologized 
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for having previously ignored them. He repeated everything 
of importance in Russian and the audience nodded, smiling 
at Frank and Wilden. Then, the German foreign minister 
added some things in perfect Russian, and talked about a 
few additional details. 

Shortly afterwards, defense ministers Lossov said: "It would 
be the best for us, if the collectivists would make their 
revolution in Russia. After a while, all the people would 
recognize, that their economical concept is just nonsense." 
"That's right!" General Kohlhaas chuckled quietly. 
Wilden came a bit closer to him and whispered: "It's 
amazing how the collectivist movement has virtually 
appeared out of nowhere, and how it has become a force 
like this within only a few months. It must be a new strategy 
of the Lodge Brothers to put us down. The media support 
Uljanin with all their might and have already unleashed a 
collectivist revolution hype. 

Who is that Uljanin at all? Where does he come from? He 
was there at once! The media made him famous - overnight! 
And it is the same with Theodore Mardochow." 
Frank grimaced and stared into space. "We can only go on, 
Thorsten! There is no more turning back!" 

While Uljanin and his followers made several rallies and 
demonstrations in several Russian cities, winning more and 
more ground, the revolutionary zeal of the Freedom 
Movement of the Rus began to stagnate. The aftereffects of 
the defeat in Smolensk had heavily damaged the morale of 
many Rus. 

Until the end of the month, the Belarusian president and his 
cabinet concentrated only on domestic things. Tschistokjow 
initiated his new settlement and agriculture program to give 
young families a future in the rural areas of Belarus. Apart 
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from that, Dr. Gugin desperately tried to end the economic 
crisis and did everything to create new jobs. 
After an incubation period of intense frustration, Artur 
Tschistokjow was again ready to fight. Meanwhile, a lot of 
his supporters in Russia and the Ukraine had left the 
movement and some of them had even changed sides. Now 
they were members of the much more successful CASJ. 
Almost everywhere in western Russia, the collectivists had 
build up structures, worked with a good organization and did 
everything to put down the Rus. Soon they used intimidation 
and terror to keep their enemies calm. 
They collected the names of their political opponents, 
sought out their addresses, raided their meetings points, 
burned their houses and beat them up. 
In September, Tschistokjow went to Pskov, where he 
founded a new chapter. Frank and Alfred drove again, 
together with hundreds of their comrades, to northern 
Russia and distributed newspapers and pamphlets. In 
Ostrov, at the Latvian border, they were attacked by a small 
group of young collectivists. However, the attackers did not 
know that Frank, Alf and the other troopers were no ordinary 
Rus, but experienced street fighters, and finally ended in the 
hospital. 

But ultimately, these actions were only a drop in the bucket. 
It was time for a successful demonstration to eradicate the 
humiliation of Smolensk and to regain the lost pride. 
Hence, Artur Tschistokjow eventually chose the city of 
Roslav at the Belarusian border and led a crowd of 10000 
people through the streets. The local police wasn't able to 
stop the Rus and the rally blindsided the collectivists. The 
few hundred of them, who had gathered for a spontaneous 
demonstration, were beaten down by Tschistokjow' s 
troopers. This was some kind of success, and it was more 
than necessary after the defeat of Smolensk. However, 
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Belarusian television glorified the protest march in Roslav 

as a "great political victory". 

Shortly afterwards, the Rus went on with their actions in the 

small villages along the border. They went to the poor and 

the desperate, giving bread to the people like the 

collectivists had done it before. 

In the meantime, Peter Ulljewski and his DSR men raised a 

collectivist underground group in Vilnius and several men 

were arrested. 

The GCF invasion of Belarus, originally planned for 

September 2036, was postponed again. More and more 

soldiers of the Global Control Force were transferred from 

Russia to Iran, where the rebels were slowly driven back 

into the mountains. 

Furthermore, it was heading towards a crisis also in other 

countries. In India, above all in the larger cities, there were 

riots in the course of water shortages, which had to be 

quelled by the GCF. Once again, the World Government 

recruited new soldiers for the international force, because 

they were needed to keep millions of discontent people 

under control. 

For wars against secessionist states like Japan or Belarus, 

they were currently not available. But with the collectivists 

and the Russian security forces, the Rus had more than 

enough enemies. Moreover, it was improbale that 

Tschistokjow's movement was able to resist Uljanin's 

organization in the long term. 

Despite everything, Tschistokjow's men continued to 

infiltrate the northern part of the Ukraine and western 

Russia. The confrontation with the collectivists steadily 

increased, but this did not impress most of the Rus. Minister 

Dr. Gugin had meanwhile stabilized the economy of 

Belarus, up to a certain point. Nearly all inland revenues 

flowed back into the domestic industry and agriculture as 
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subsidies, or were used for various reconstruction activities. 
In early October, Artur Tschistokjow finally abolished the 
Scanchip and reintroduced the cash. All banks in Belarus, 
Lithuania and Latvia were nationalized, while the 
international press reacted with a fire of hatred and slander. 
The money value was now connected with the manpower of 
the people - a revolutionary act, which caused the Global 
Bank Trust a lot of headaches. 

Frank had barely had time to return to Ivas. So Julia was 
still far away from him. Furthermore, she had ignored his 
offer to rent an apartment in Minsk. No, in these days, Frank 
lived only for politics... 

Outside it was dark and Frank was sitting in an almost 
empty apartment in the center of Gomel. He was already 
here since three days, but tomorrow Kohlhaas would drive 
to the Russian border again, in order to go on with the 
propaganda campaign for Tschistokjow. Alf and five other 
Russians from the trooper units lived here too, sleeping on 
old mattresses or uncomfortable cots. At the moment, Frank 
was alone, because Baumer and the others were 
somewhere in the city to buy food. 

Gomel - this city had seen a terrible bloodbath in the times, 
when the freedom movement had conquered Belarus. Frank 
and Alf always remembered the so called "Blood Rally", 
when they walked down the streets here. 
In the course of the infamous Gomel rally, the Belarusian 
police had once shot down hundreds of protesters. Today, 
the younger members of the freedom movement often 
talked about "Gomel" with a touch of heroic glorification, but 
Frank and Alf, who had been there, only remembered a 
slaughter. 

And scenarios like this would return, if they tried to conquer 
Russia. There was no doubt, as Frank said to himself. And 
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one day, his eternal luck would finally vanish and death 

would find him. 

"Sisyphean task...", muttered Frank, staring at the ugly, 

yellow wallpaper on the opposite wall. 

"If Julia goes to Vilnius to study, then I will lose her in the 

end", it flashed through his mind. 

But what should Frank except from her? Should she wait for 

him forever, always hoping that he would come back one 

day? After decades of struggling? He would probably rather 

return in a coffin to his home village, Kohlhaas thought 

sadly. This was much more realistic than any great victories 

over an enemy that still seemed to be invincible. 

In any case, he had Julia "under control" if she would stay in 

Ivas, as he explained it to himself. He would have her in 

sight, like a military unit or a squadron of troopers. However, 

Julia was no trooper on a strategic map, but a very 

intelligent, beautiful woman who had the right to do 

something with her life. 

"Soon you will be vanished, my dear. And I will still be 

trapped in this life that becomes more and more 

meaningless for me", said Frank, while he beheld Julia's 

photo. 

What would happen, if she studied in Vilna, Minsk or 

another city? Would a second "Victor" appear? A nicer, 

wiser and better man than himself? A man who was not a 

hero, but a normal, lovely person? 

Frank tried to ban these thoughts from his mind and his 

mood became worse with each passing minute. 

"If she would be a good woman, then she would support 

me. I sacrifice myself also for her and everyone else", he 

hissed angrily and suddenly clenched his fist. 

But only seconds later, he became aware of the fact that 

Julia was an independent human being. Moreover, the 

daughter of the foreign minister was more than just an 
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appendage of her father. And she was no barbie doll in the 

hand of a depressive street fighter like him. She had not 

only an angelic face, but also a keen mind. Anyway, she 

would live her own life. She would study and leave Ivas, and 

Frank had no right to stop her. 

"Fuck!", he growled and kicked against the old, shabby sofa 

in the middle of the room. 

Shortly afterwards, the door was unlocked and a bunch of 

loud chattering troopers came in. Alf made a stupid joke in 

broken Russian and his comrades started to laugh. 

Kohlhaas moaned quietly and shook his head. 

"Good food, my friend. Very tasty. ..hmmm...", said Baumer 

with Turkish accent, brandishing a plastic bag. A stupid grin 

followed. 

"Tasty. ..hmmm...", 

"Yes, nice!", muttered Frank. 

"Aren't you hungry? Here my friend, good food, my friend!", 

bugged Alf. 

"Very funny!" 

"What's up, dude?" 

"Nothing!" 

"Hey, Alexei! Tell Frank that joke with the young women and 

the car. It's really great!", shouted Baumer at a Russian. 

A broad-shouldered trooper immediately came to Kohlhaas 

and started to talk. Alf was laughing in advance, although he 

had heard the joke many times before. 

"Okay, Frank...", said the Russian. "Four young women are 

on a hill where an old car is. Suddenly, a guy comes around 

and he has a huge..." 

Baumer started to laugh like a drunken sailor and the sturdy 

Russian lost the thread for a moment. Then he tried to 

remember the rest of the joke, while Frank was staring at 

him, full of frustration and rolling his eyes... 
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While the freedom movement tried to expand its influence in 
western Russia, they CASJ conquered one city after 
another. Vitali Uljanin conducted the "Day of the Workers 
and the Disenfranchised" in Moscow, and no less than 
300000 people gathered in front of the Kremlin. But his time, 
the situation got out of control. 

After the event, thousands of frustrated people marched 
through the city on their own and the anger exploded. 
Clashes with the police, who had received the order to let 
the demonstrators act, followed and 23 officers were killed. 
Uljanin's supporters stormed through the streets like a 
marauding horde and smashed everything to pieces. Many 
immigrants from the republics of the former Soviet Union, 
which now inhabited great parts of Moscow, joined the 
frenzied mass and devastated the inner city. Finally, the 
mob was raging in the streets of Moscow for several days. 
The media tried to hush up the riots, but the "Day of the 
Workers and the Disenfranchised", which had originally 
been planned as a promotional event for collectivism, 
remained in the minds of many citizens of Moscow as an 
outbreak of violence and terror. 

Artur Tschistokjow immediately took the opportunity and 
announced on television, that the collectivists had shown 
their "devil's faces" in Moscow. 

In return, the Rus organized a number of smaller rallies in 
the Russian cities near the border. They marched with over 
12000 demonstrators through the small town of Pytalovo 
and could not be stopped by the police. A few days later, 
Artur Tschistokjow spoke in Nowgorod, Percoy, Izborks and 
Sebez in front of several thousand people. These border 
towns could be reached and left quickly, in case of 
emergency. But all the rallies took place without bigger 
problems. Where collectivist disturbers appeared, they were 
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chased away by the armed troopers. Slowly but surely, 
Tschistokjow' s organization won ground in some parts of 
western Russia and new local chapters and trooper units 
were founded. 

Artur Tschistokjow made Sergei Spehar, an ambitious and 
combative man in the early thirties, to the supreme leader of 
the Russian section of the freedom movement. His younger 
brother, Timur, got the leadership of the freedom movement 
in the Ukraine. 

Furthermore, Tschistokjow gave the local chapters more 
independence and autonomy, so that it was easier for them 
to organize rallies and demonstrations on their own. 
And this strategy was successful. The two brothers 
deployed a feverish activism and expanded the influence of 
the freedom movement in many cities. 
They made several demonstrations in the Ukraine and even 
one in the south of Nowgorod. But the Rus chose only 
smaller towns and avoided the bigger cities, which were 
already in the hand of the CAS J. Nevertheless, the conflict 
between the Rus and the collecitvists became more intense. 
At the end of October, four young members of the freedom 
movement were shot in Krestcy by some CLJ men. Four 
days later, masked thugs stabbed the local chapter leader 
of the freedom movement in Jamm. Tschistokjow' s 
supporters took revenge and killed three collectivists in 
Nowgorod. But this was just the beginning... 

After weeks full of activism, Frank and Alfred had returned 
to Ivas and enjoyed some quiet days. Sven Weber and the 
other young men from the village were still on the road - 
somewhere in Russia. One week ago, two young men from 
Ivas had been caught by the police and were taken into 
custody, as Julia told them. Since this day, nobody had 
heard from them anymore. 
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Today, Kohlhaas had stayed in his bed for hours. Around 

noon, he got up and walked through the forest behind his 

house. How much had he missed this little village in the last 

months! 

Then he visited Julia and went with her to Steffen de Vries 

cafe. Towards evening, he went to HOK, the computer 

expert of the community. 

"Let's see, what has become of my nephew Nico!", he 

thought to himself, and decided to ask the corpulent 

computer freak to take a look at Nico's Scanchip. 

HOK's still not renovated house appeared abandoned. The 

shutters were closed and no sign of life could be seen from 

outside. 

"Holger, get out!", shouted Frank and banged against the 

front door. A shutter was pulled up and a rumble was heard. 

"Who's there?", it resounded inside. 

"The GSA!" 

"What?" 

"If s me! Frank!" 

Kohlhaas heard HOK coming down the stairs with loud 

steps. Then Holger opened the door. 

"Frank! What can I do for you?" 

"Am I disturbing?" 

"No!" HOK grinned. 

"Oh, I just wanted to visit you. Maybe there is something 

new on Nico's Scanchip..." 

"Nico?" 

"My nephew!" 

"Oh, that Nico! Shall I look at his chip?" 

"Yes, if it is not too much work for you." 

"Oh, no! Since the revolution in Lithuania, I'm not very busy 

anymore", grumbled HOK disappointedly. 

"And what are you doing all day long now?", asked Frank. 
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"This and that. Hanging around, surfing on the Internet and 

so on", answered computer scientist. 

"You could join the freedom movement. It would keep you 

fit!", said Frank sardonically. 

"To get a bullet in my head? No, street fights are not my 

specialty. Sorry!", returned HOK. "And now come in please." 

They went to the upper floor. Meanwhile, the cyber-freak 

had a second computer room - with a view on his neglected 

garden. 

"This is true luxury! Two computers! One on every floor!", 

explained HOK. Frank perked his eyebrows up and looked 

around. 

Suddenly, his glance hit a dirty glass vitrine full of odd 

miniatures. Frank was baffled. 

"Hey, that's impossible! No, this can't be! These figures are 

old miniatures from Battle Hammer, aren't they? How cool 

is that?", he exclaimed. 

HOK smiled. "Oh? You know Battle Hammer?" 

"Sure! Once I had a lot of these miniatures: Ores, humans, 

elves, dwarves and so on", answered Kohlhaas delightedly. 

"Then you will know these guys...", said HOK, pointing at 

some great painted miniatures. 

"Uh, these are some knights of the Golden Order, right?" 

"Bingo! That's right. Congratulaions! I have more than 6000 

miniatures. A huge army of humans, an ore horde, several 

hundred dwarves..." 

"Brilliant!", shouted Frank and was happy like a little boy. 

"Come on!" The computer freak pulled his guest with him, 

leading him into another room. 

Frank gaped. Here were even more vitrines full of 

miniatures. 

"Wow!" Kohlhaas was more than amazed. 

"I have the fantasy and the science-fiction version of Battle 

Hammer. And the expansion packs. Last week, I have 
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ordered some more undeads on the Internet. Meanwhile, 

these old miniatures are very valuable!", remarked HOK 

with a grin. 

"I had some undeads too...", said Frank. 

"Look at this, Frank. My undeads! Vampires! Normal 

skeleton warriors! Zombies, Tomb crawlers...", mumbled the 

corpulent computer nerd and showed his astonished guest 

a giant army of miniatures which was standing on the 

window sill. 

"I had to leave my beloved ores and the rest of my collection 

in my apartment in Berlin, when they have brought me to 

Big Eye", muttered Frank. 

"Do you still know the old rules of Battle Hammer?", asked 

HOK. 

"Well, it is a long time ago..." 

"I have all the rule books here, Frank!" 

"Sounds good..." 

"Finally, I have found someone who knows Battle Hammer. 

Here in Ivas! That's crazy", cheered HOK. 

"Yes, it is!" Kohlhaas became more und more enthusiastic. 

"We should play in the next days. What do you think? Do 

you prefer Space Battle Hammer or Battle Hammer 

Fantasy?", urged HOK. 

"I doni really care. The main thing is we play and have 

some fun", replied Frank smiling. 

"Hach!" The twisted computer freak tenderly stroke a 

monster of tin with his thick fingers. Meanwhile, the 

miniature was covered with dust, but HOK treated it like a 

treasure chest. "My little one, I thought that you would never 

get used again..." 

A little later, the two sat in front of a computer and HOK was 

racing again, with inconceivable velocity, through the secret 

data banks of the registration authority of the administrative 

sector "Central Europe". 
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"There he is, your nephew", he said after a while. 

Frank stared at the screen. It had only lasted a few minutes 

until HOK had found the access to the sub-files on Nico's 

Scanchip. 

"Oh, shit!", he suddenly shouted out. 

"What's up?", asked Frank, trying to decipher the tiny letters 

on the screen. 

"Nico Gunther, GCF Junior Academy Berlin. What the 

hell...?", muttered the computer freak. 

Frank swallowed and could not believe his eyes. This was a 

bit too much for his mind... 

After Kohlhaas had gone home, he was on the Internet 

again and visited the website of the "GCF Junior Academy 

Berlin". 

There was a photo of his nephew, where the ten year old 

boy was proudly smiling in his uniform, holding a certificate 

in his hands. "Junior officer of the year 2036, Nico Gunther" 

could be read under the photo. Frank shook his head and 

turned the computer off. 

"That's more than sick!", remarked Alf who had come into 

the living room. He clapped Frank on the shoulder and tried 

to calm him. 

"He is the best in his class, the little boy", said Kohlhaas 

with a quiet sigh. 

"I did not want to believe it, when you told me that", came 

from Baumer, who was puzzled too. 

Frank gave him a cynical smile. "First they liquidate his 

mother, put him into an orphanage and now they make the 

boy to an officer of the GCF. These damn rats!" 

"The GCF likes orphans, good human material..." 

"I know! It is the best human material!" 

"What can I say?!" Alf shrugged his shoulders. 
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"My last living relative becomes an officer of the GCF. 

That's a bad joke!", groaned Frank. 

"Maybe one day he will shoot his uncle Frank and they will 

tell him that he has saved the world from an evil terrorist 

monster." 

"Who knows what they have told him about his mother and 

you, Frank?" 

"Lies! What else?", grumbled Kohlhaas. 

Alfred was silent and beheld his friend, who looked out the 

window with tears in his eyes. 

"Welcome to the madhouse! This world is nothing but a 

giant pile of shit!", he whispered and went into his bedroom. 

Although he had been tortured by doubts, depressions and 

almost no sleep, Frank went nevertheless to HOK to play 

Battle Hammer. After all, it was a good method to find some 

distraction for a few hours. The tabletop game let Frank dive 

into another world, where he was save from the unpleasant 

reality around him. 

HOK had positioned hundreds of miniatures on a beautifully 

decorated table. Frank commanded a lovingly painted ore 

horde, while his opponent played the humans. 

"I cast with my ore shaman the "Magic Head Butt" on your 

general!", said Frank and diced. 

"Ha, ha! It does not work!", laughed HOK. 

Kohlhaas moaned. "Well, let's do the close-combat phase! I 

start with my ore warlord and his bodyguards!" 

"Damn!", mumbled the computer freak, sceptically staring at 

the dice that rolled across the table. 

"Your soldiers will be smashed by the green horde", said 

Frank dryly. 

"Wait until my turn...", replied his thick counterplayer, 

waiting for revenge. 
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HOK moved his troops forward and put on a self-sure grin. 

"My knights attack your goblins!" 

"And my swordsmen will kick some ore asses!" 

Shortly afterwards, HOK diced and a triumphant cry 

resounded through the shabby house. Frank scratched his 

head. 

"Hmmm...", he muttered thoughfully. 

In the end, Frank was ultimately defeated by his 

experienced opponent, but the game had nevertheless 

given him a lot of fun. The two men agreed to meet for a 

rematch in the next days, and Frank asked HOK to buy 

some more miniatures for him on the Internet. 

Tm starting with Battle Hammer again. It's just the coolest 

game on earth. If you can find some of these old figures on 

the Internet, then please order them for me", said Frank and 

walked off. 

"Got it!", answered HOK and smiled. 
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Having a Tough Time- 



Frank had enjoyed his little holidays in Ivas, but now 
Tschistokjow had called for him again and the vacation was 
over. Grumbling and ranting, Frank left his home village and 
drove to Minsk. His friend Alf followed him, as always. 
In the meantime, HOK had bought a complete ore horde on 
the Internet and the miniatures were waiting for their new 
owner, who was already on the road in western Russia. 
Kohlhaas was sent to Cernihiv to organize the propaganda 
campaign there. 

The Rus had spread in some more cities and new local 
chapters had been founded. Tschistokjow had successfully 
spun his web and the freedom movement had moreover 
formed an alliance with the Voskhod Solnza, a group of 
patriotic Russians from Nowgorod. 

At the same time, the conflict with the collecitivists was 
steadily increasing. Dozens of men had been wounded or 
even killed in the last weeks on both sides. A protest march 
through Bryansk was stopped by Sergei Spehar, when his 
men were attacked by a huge mass of angry collectivists. 
The police had furthermore arrested several hundred Rus at 
that day and some section leaders were now waiting for 
their indictment because of breach of the peace. 
In return, Vitali Uljanin was building up his movement on a 
grand scale and the media gave him the chance to spread 
his ideology all over Russia. 

The collectivists demonstrated in many cities and their 
number multiplied within a short time. Often, the members 
of the CASJ attacked the russian police after the rallies, 
knowing that the officers had the instruction to behave 
passive, in order to avoid confrontations. 
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Uljanin now increasingly recruited Asian immigrants for the 
CLJ. They lived in great numbers in the bigger cities and in 
metropoles like Moscow, about half of the population was of 
non-Russian heritage. The CASJ leader promised them a 
lot of privileges and was eager to fill the ranks of the CLJ 
with these men. 

In some regions, the militant arm of the collectivist 
movement was soon dominated by non-Russian troopers. In 
many bigger cities, especially in Moscow, the CLJ units 
consisted of a substantial part of Azerbaijanis, Georgians, 
Uzbeks, Tajiks, Kazakhs, Kyrgyz, Chinese, Turks, 
Armenians and other Asians. 

Another big part of the armed collectivist units were 
Russians, who had completely fallen through the social 
network and had nothing to lose anymore. These men were 
driven by pure desperation, following every man who 
promised them a better future.. 

Most of the CLJ troopers didn't understand the "philosophy" 
of Theodore Mardochow or his political principles. But the 
promise of social justice and equality sounded like music in 
their ears. 

The collectivist agitators had a great talent to 
instrumentalize these desperate men, and as part of an 
angry crowd they could become extremely dangerous and 
were able to smash nearly every opponent in their unbridled 
rage. 

However, in the ranks of the Freedom Movement of the Rus 
it was often the same kind of men. A big part of 
Tschistokjow's followers was as poor and desperate as the 
ordinary collectivists, who were ready for anything. The 
main difference was, that Tschistokjow's men were all 
Russians or other Europeans. 
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Thus it were often totally frustrated fanatics on both sides 
who fought each other in the streets, driven by different 
ideologies. 

"In Eastern Europe, almost 20 million people are already 

registered with an implanted Scanchip. In England, it is 

about 68% of the population. In North America, over 100 

million people..." 

"Go on!", said the World President bluntly. 

His secretary, Mr. Morris, looked up briefly with a 

submissive smile and continued reporting. 

"In Germany, it is about 16 million people... so far!" 

"In France about 20 million people..." 

"In Italy..." 

"Good! That's enough, Mr. Morris!", interrupted the 

chairman of the World Union his secretary. 

"Yes, Mr. World President!", answered the gray-haired man. 

"In 2034, the whole operation has started with a lot of zeal. 

But now, the mass registration is stagnating!", growled the 

politician and stood up from his chair. 

"I can not explain it, Mr. World President", stammered 

Morris. 

"You don't have to explain anything, because that's not 

your task!" 

"Yes, Mr. World President!" 

"The implanted chip is the key to our global reign. And only 

power and domination are the things in this world, which are 

really important for us", muttered the head of the World 

Government and walked through his luxuriously furnished 

office. 

"But the media tell the people every day, that the 

registration is good and necessary. So why is it stagnating 

since a few months?", asked the secretary. 
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"The voluntary registration was level 1. Soon level 2 will 

follow. This will be the second step: the forced registration! 

First in North America and then in Western Europe", 

murmured the World President. 

Mr. Morris was silent for several minutes and seemed to 

brood. He nervously fiddled with his pen, then he took a 

deep breath. 

"Some people say, that the implantated Scanchips contain 

poisoned nano-capsules. They say that registered people 

can be killed with a single touch of a button. It looks from 

the outside like a heart attack or something like this..." 

The World President was silent and had his back turned to 

the old secretary. Now he turned slowly around and looked 

at Mr. Morris, perking his eyebrows up. 

"What did you say?", he asked. 

Morris gulped and tried to smile friendly. "Well, I have read 

something on the Internet, about the new Scanchips... I 

mean..." 

"What have you read, Mr. Morris?" 

"This nonsense with the poisoned nano-capsules in the 

implantated Scanchips. Nonsense! Conspiracy theories!", 

answered the secretary with trembling voice. 

The World President cleared his throat. "Why should the 

World Government put poison into the new Scanchips? This 

sounds really weird, my friend." 

Morris was relieved. After all, his boss looked now more 

friendly and seemed to be relaxed. 

"I have found a website, a couple of days ago, where 

somebody has written that the World Government could kill 

people who behave politically incorrect with these new 

implanted Scanchips. They just press a button and 

then. ..then the poison capsule is activatet and..." 

"This sounds like a bad science fiction, eh?" The World 

President grinned. 
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"Yes! Like a really bad science fiction story. Yes!", laughed 

Mr. Morris. 

"Would a humanistic and democratic World Government do 

something like that, my friend?", asked his boss. 

"No! This is absurd! But it's getting worse with all these 

conspiracy theories on the Internet. They write a lot of 

stupid stuff, you know...", said Mr. Morris. 

"How long do have your implanted Scanchip, my friend?", 

asked the World President with an impish face. 

"How long, Sir? Well, I think I was one of the first people 

who have been registered. This new Scanchip is a great 

idea. It replaces the payment, the identity card and so on", 

explained the secretary casually. 

"And you are still alive! So you do not have a poisoned 

nano-capsule inside your body, Mr. Morris! Ha, ha!" The 

World President was holding his belly with laughter and his 

servant nodded approvingly. 

"Yes, thafs right, Sir!", came back from the gray-haired 

man. 

"What grade have you actually reached in our organization, 

Mr. Morris?" 

"What?" 

"Are you still in the 4th grade?" 

The secretary was baffled for a moment. "Yes, unfortunately 

I am still in the 4th grade, Sir..." 

"I wish you a nice day, Mr. Morris", said the chairman of the 

World Union and clapped on his servant's shoulder. 

The aged man looked at him and didn't know what to say 

anymore. He had really enjoyed this light-hearted chatter 

with his master. In such a personal way, he had never 

talked to him before. This had been one of the greatest 

moments in his life, as Mr. Morris thought. 

"I go now, Mr. World President!", he muttered and fetched 

his laptop. 
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"Good bye, my friend!", replied his boss, staring after him 

with an expressionless face. 

Mr. Morris left the skyscraper and hurried through the 

streets of New York City, because he still had to buy a 

present for his oldest daughter, who celebrated her birthday 

today. 

When the secretary came home, he was already awaited by 

his loving family. After a nice party, before he went to bed, 

he hugged his oldest daughter like a man who was just 

content deep inside. 

When Mr. Morris was lying on his back, he smiled to himself 

and remembered the interesting talk with the most powerful 

man on earth. Then he fell asleep with a feeling of deep 

happyness and satisfaction. 

The next morning, his wife found him dead in his bed. 

Apparently, he had suffered a heart attack, while he was 

sleeping. But this was not unusual, because Mr. Morris was 

already 61 years old. 

Artur Tschistokjow and Sergei Spehar were already 
preparing another rally, this time in Velikie Luki. Ahead of 
the event, the Belarusian president had announced on 
television, that the Rus wanted to come again to Smolensk. 
The Russian authorities and the CASJ reacted immediately, 
while Uljanin himself came to the city to speak in front of 
over 60000 people. 

A massive police presence, this time also elite units of the 
Global Policy (GP), unbolted the inner city hermetically. 
Ultimately, even some GCF soldiers were ordered to 
Smolensk. Finally, everybody expected bloody riots, 
but nothing happened. Not a single Rus appeared - at least, 
not in Smolensk. Instead, more than 17000 of 
Tschistokjow's supporters marched through the streets of 
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Velikie Luki and overwhelmed the small number of their 
political opponents and the local police. 
The Freedom Movement of the Rus triumphed on that day, 
while its enemies grasped at nothing. They were made to 
look like fools and in the end, the frustrated collectivists took 
their anger out on the police. A day full of riots and 
destruction followed. Despite the admonitions of Uljanin, the 
mass got out of control after the rally and went rampaging 
through the streets. 

On the other hand, Artur Tschistokjow leaned back grinning 
in the president palace in Minsk, watching the television 
reports. With this new orgy of senseless violence, the 
collectivists had lost a lot of sympathies among the 
population and the Russian policemen. 
Finally, the Belarusian president took the opportunity for his 
own propaganda attack on the collectivists. He called 
Uljanin a "Pied Piper" and his followers a "Mongolian horde" 
on Belarusian television. 

Nevertheless, the World Government was still not very 
interested in Belarus and the two Baltic States, because it 
were just three tiny countries with a population of hardly 15 
million people. The Lodge Brothers had to rule over the lives 
of more than 8 billion people and at that time they had more 
important problems than Artur Tschistokjow and his little 
rebellion. Moreover, the freedom movement did not make 
the impression, as if it could overrun Russia and Ukraine in 
the next months. 

In the meantime, the GCF had driven the Islamic rebels out 
of the bigger cities in Iran and the civil war had come to an 
end - more or less. Anyway, the Iranian revolution had 
failed. There was no more doubt about that. Mass 
executions and a wave of arrests followed the war. 
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The renegate forces had to return to their old tactic of 

guerrilla warfare and finally disappeared in the rugged 

highlands of northern Iran. 

Meanwhile, Japan had sent some military advisers and 

technical equipment to Belarus, in order to help the small 

country to build up a defensible army. 

Artur Tschistokjow implemented the general conscription 

again, building up a regular army which was called the 

"Volksarmee of the Rus". The first military parade took place 

in Minsk at the end of November. In the following months, 

Belarus started to produce modern firearms and even a few 

Japanese "Gunjin" tanks. 

A little later, Matsumoto gave his allies a small number of 

missiles with nuclear warheads, which Tschistokjow 

planned to use as a threat in case of emergency. 

But nevertheless, all these armament efforts were ridiculous 

and there was not much, Belarus would have had against 

an army like the Global Control Force. 

On the other hand, the attempts of the Rus to build up an 

regular national army showed the population the spirit of 

ability to put up a fight. Especially Tschistokjow' s supporters 

felt stronger now, because their country became - slowly but 

surely - a real state. 

Back in 2018 and the following years, not only the world's 

national states had been abolished, but also the 

independent armies of all countries. Soon after, they had 

completely been replaced the by GCF. 

This had advantages and disadvantages for the Lodge 

Brothers. Of course, the biggest advantage was the fact, 

that the nations were disarmed and helpless. 

However, the Global Control Force remained the only 

regular army on the planet and it was subjected to a 

incredibly cumbersome administration and could not react 

very flexible. 
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So the GCF was a giant organization with the task to 
monitor and control billions of people all over the world. Like 
the Roman legions, they were always moved on the world 
map from one hotspot to the next and were constantly in 
use somewhere, in order to enforce the New World Order 
with an iron fist. 

Only in exceptional situations, it could happen, that the 
World Government allowed it to a sub-governor to recruit 
some kind of national militia for a short time. 
So it had been in the Iranian civil war, as sub-governor 
Kerman had sent out his own citizen militias against the 
Islamic rebels, before the regular GCF units had arrived. 
Such a procedure spared the "human resources" of the 
international forces, because when a rebellion or a civil war 
broke out somewhere, the expendable militiamen were 
sacrificed at first. 

"I thought that the revolutionary mood would continue to spill 

over from Belarus to western Russia, but I am probably 

wrong", said Wilden and walked beside Frank through an 

autumnal park in Minsk. 

"Meanwhile, the collectivists take the bread out of our 

mouth. Apart from that, Russia is so incredibly big. You do 

not even know where to begin!", answered Kohlhaas 

contritely. 

"We must try to take over the rural regions as a first step, 

this is our only option. The big cities are still in the hands of 

the system and the collectivists. Uljanin's movement has 

become really huge. He has won millions of people and the 

number of his followers is still growing. We can only dream 

of things like that." 

The two men sat down on a bench on the verge of a pond. 

Some ducks had recognized them and started to croak. 

Frank smiled and threw some bread crumbs into the water. 
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"We will never be able to win enough power in a country like 

Russia. This is just madness!", he muttered. 

"Madness? It is the only way to survive for us, Frank! Soon, 

we will try to liberate Estonia. Artur is already planning the 

next operation", remarked the foreign minister. 

"The next operation... I understand...", grumbled his young 

friend and beheld the ducks thoughtfully. The animals were 

quacking loudly and came closer, while Frank gave them 

even more bread crumbs. 

"You know, my boy, if I had told you a few years ago, that 

we would be free men in our own land one day, you would 

have called me insane, right?" 

"Yes, you Ye right!", replied Frank. 

"What's about your sleep distrubances?", Wilden wanted to 

know then. 

Kohlhaas perked his eyebrows up. "Why do you ask me that 

now, Thorsten?" 

"Why not, Frank?" 

"I can live with them. It has become better if you want so...", 

said Kohlhaas. 

Wilden smiled paternally. "I am glad to hear this, my boy!" 

Artur Tschistokjow sent thousands of his troopers to 
Estonia. His men had already prepared this invasion since 
months and had distributed huge masses of pamphlets and 
video discs among the people. Even a small private TV 
station they had set up in northern Latvia to influence the 
Estonians beyond the border with their propaganda. 
Collectivist groups existed only in the capital Tallinn and in 
Tarku, but even these groups were not very strong. 
Furthermore, a great part of the Estonian police officers 
seemed to have sympathies for the freedom movement, 
above all in the rural regions. 
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So the invasion of the tiny country was planned for the 15th 
of December, but it should become more a military strike as 
a political coup. This time, Artur Tschistokjow' s armed 
troopers wanted to come with a lot of armored vehicles and 
moreover units of the newly established Volksarmee of the 
Rus. Frank and Alf had been in Estonia since days, helping 
their comrades to spread Tschistokjow' s propaganda. 
In the early morning hours of 12.15.2036, several hundred 
troopers occupied the police headquarter and the city hall of 
Parnu. The operation ended without any fights and the 
policemen laid down their weapons or even joined the 
trooper units. 

A few hours later, Frank was on the way to Tarku, where 
Tschistokjow had prepared a mass rally. The small GCF 
had already withdrawn from the city and about 20000 Rus 
were waiting for their leader. Furthermore, the most 
important targets in the city had already been occupied. 
Within a few hours, about 50000 Estonians joined 
Tschistokjow' s crowd outside the administration building. 
The head of the freedom movement finally declared the city 
to a "liberated territory". 

His troopers camped overnight in the city streets and fought 
back some half-hearted attacks of the collectivsts. On the 
next day, they marched towards Tallinn. 
But in the southern suburbs, they had to stop and withdrew 
again. Several thousand GCF soldiers had meanwhile 
gathered in the center of Tallinn and even more units of the 
international army were on the way to Estonia. They came 
from St. Petersburg and Helsinki. 

Tschistokjow cursed. The operation had lasted too long and 
finally the attack on the Estonian capital ended with a 
defeat. Now the soldiers of the World Union drove the Rus 
back to Latvia. 
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At the same time, further GCF troops, coming from Poland 

and the Ukraine across the Belarusian border, occupied the 

cities of Grondo and Pinsk. 

Artur Tschistokjow called the Belarusian up to defend their 

homeland and sent several regiments of the Volksarmee to 

Grodno to oust the invaders. General Frank Kohlhaas finally 

led about 10000 troopers to southern Belarus. 

When he arrived in Grondo and the rebellious masses 

flocked together in the streets under the leadership of 

Tschistokjow' s political functionaries, the GCF troops 

marched off and left the city again. 

All in all, it was nothing more than a mutual scanning. 

Tschistokjow declared on television, that "the Freedom 

Movement of the Rus had won against the oppressors", 

while the international media taunted him, because of the 

failed invasion of Estonia. 

After a short time, the episode was over and nothing had 

changed. However, Artur Tschistokjow had understood the 

message of the World Government. 

The rest of the year 2036 passed quietly, and finally the 

snow began to fall. Frank and Alfred went back to Ivas and 

celebrated a peaceful Christmas with the Wildens. 

"A happy new year, Artur!", said Frank and sat down at the 

conference table in the presidential palace. 

"Yes, thanks!", muttered Tschistokjow, examining some 

documents. 

For several minutes, there was an awkward silence, then 

Tschistokjow rose from his seat and said some things in 

Russian. The politician looked extremely irritated. 

"We have been defeated!", he said to his German 

colleagues and stared angrily around. 
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Wilden explained the Russians his view of things and a 

lively discussion ensued. All in all, the men agreed that their 

revolutionary work was stagnating. 

"Japan will provide us with some machines in the next 

weeks, so that we can produce artillery and anti-aircraft 

guns", whispered the foreign minister. 

"Better than nothing...", returned Kohlhaas. 

"Yes, a good message, but if we can not continue our 

revolution, then we will loose everything in the long term!", 

remarked Tschistokjow. 

Yuri Litschenko, the Interior Minister, told Wilden that the 

collectivists were the main enemy, not the GCF, because 

they had successfully absorbed the revolutionary energy in 

Russia so far. 

Finally, the heated debate lasted for hours, but Artur and his 

followers came to no satisfying result. Only one thing 

seemed to be clear: If they were not able to expand the 

revolution to Russia, the GCF would end their reign in the 

near future. Tormented by frustration and doubt, the men 

went back home and continued to rack their brains. This 

state of stagnation was the worst, that could happen to the 

freedom movement. 
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Street Fights and Miniatures 



The bad mood, Frank had to struggle with since days, was 

still there, when he returned to Ivas. In his mind, the 

disappointment about the failure in Estonia and the 

generally poor state of the freedom movement, was always 

rumbling under the surface. 

Even Julia, who wanted to show him the new village school 

today, could not liberate Frank's mind from all the sorrows 

and concerns. However, the daughter of the foreign minister 

had a much better vein, because she was still busy with her 

educational mission. 

Now they walked down the main street of Ivas which was 

covered with a thick blanket of snow and Julia led Frank to a 

small house - the "school" of the village. Actually, it was not 

more than a large, lovingly renovated room, in which about 

two dozen chairs and a few wooden tables had been set up. 

"This is the place, where I am teaching the children of Ivas", 

explained Julia with a proud smile and walked through the 

front door of the house. A sign mit the inscription "Thorsten- 

Wilden-School" hung above the door sill and Frank grinned 

when he saw it. 

"We didn't name it "Artur-Tschistokjow-School", because it 

seems that meanwhile every second school in Belarus is 

named after him." She smirked. 

"Nevertheless, I would prefer "Julia-Wilden-School", joked 

the young woman, nudging Frank with the elbow. 

"School-of-the-great-hero-Frank-Kohlhaas" sounds much 

better", he answered. 

"Idiot!" 

When Julia and her friend entered the classroom, the heads 

of about 30 boys and girls immediately turned around. 
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Some children giggled quietly or whispered in the 

background. 

"This is the boy-friend of Mrs. Wilden", Frank believed to 

have heard somewhere. 

Julia went to the desk and beheld the pupils with a strict 

face. Frank remained in the back of the room and waited 

what would happen next. 

"With a teacher like this, I would voluntarily go to school 

forever", he thought and leaned against the wall. 

"Good morning, children!" 

"Good morning, Mrs. Wilden!" 

"Today we have a guest! Who could it be?", asked Julia with 

a loud voice. 

A small, red-haired girl put her hand up and snapped her 

fingers. 

"Maria!" 

"General Frank Kohlhaas, the greatest hero of our country 

and the whole village", said the little girl enthusiastically. 

The "greatest hero" behind her back reacted with an 

embarrassed smile and gave Julia a wink, while the children 

looked at him with boundless admiration. 

On the opposite wall was a large portrait of Artur 

Tschistokjow. Under the picture was a small plate with some 

biographical informations about the leader of the freedom 

movement. On the other side hung a big dragon head flag, 

shining in bright colors. 

"Today, general Kohlhaas will tell us about the first days of 

the revolution. At that time, Artur Tschistokjow, my father 

and many brave men like Mr. Kohlhaas have fought against 

our enemy, the World Government. It was a terrible time for 

us and the Belarusian people, who were tortured by the 

terror regime of the World Union." 

"Shall I start with my...?" Frank paused confusedly. He had 

not expected this. 



77 



"I give you a sign, okay?", replied Julia a little bossy. 

"Who is governing the world and wants to destroy us?", 

asked the young woman. 

"The Lodge Brothers!", chorused the children. 

"Who are the Lodge Brothers?" 

Almost all the children put their hands up and were 

whispered and talking. Julia eventually selected a pudgy 

blond boy. 

"Gottfried!" 

"The. ..uh... Lodge Brothers are a secret global organization 

that controls the earth. ..uh.. .since 2018, they have the 

world domination", elucidated the boy and smiled. 

It took a few minutes, because Julia led her students explain 

her astonished guest, which was the ruling group inside the 

global organization and how it was structured. Then the 

children talked about the political goals of the "world 

enemy". 

Frank was stunned. The pretty teacher had just transformed 

into a female Tschistokjow! Finally, she beckoned Frank, 

who looked nervously around, to come to the desk. 

Meanwhile, Kohlhaas tried to find some good stories he 

could tell the children. 

"General Kohlhaas will tell you now about his experiences. 

Everything must be written down!", announced Julia. 

"Then I just talk about some stuff, okay?", whispered the 

young man into Julia's ear. 

"Let us be part of all your heroic deeds, my dear...", she 

said softly and had to smirk because of Frank's 

bashfulness. 

"Well...uh...rm Frank. ..I mean general Kohlhaas. ..uh.. .and 

Tm from Berlin. Hello, kids!", said the leader of the trooper 

units, who was known for his fearlessness. Julia could 

barely suppress a laugh... 
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By significantly reducing the oil and gas prices, 
Tschistokjow tried to become even more popular among the 
Belarusians. Now he could look back on almost a year of his 
reign and his country had already recovered a bit. But this 
did not mean, that the economic crisis had already ended. 
After long periods of decay, starvation and freezing, the 
people of Belarus thanked their leader for even the smallest 
improvements of their life situation. 

Meanwhile, Uljanin's collectivists were the dominating force 
in many parts of central Russia and ruled the streets of the 
bigger cities. They had become stronger and stronger in the 
last months, and the CASJ was now a giant mass 
movement. 

Several factories in Russia had finally not been closed or 
outsourced to other countries, after protests of the 
collectivists. So millions of Russians regarded the CASJ as 
some kind of protecting power for the poor. 
Apart from that, Uljanin's organization now also started 
feeding the poor on a grand scale and successfully defused 
the state of general discontent that had grown in the last 
time. The great international banks financed these 
operations at the behest of the World Government. 
The ordinary Russian knew nothing about the backgrounds 
of these things and so the ranks of Uljanin's CASJ filled with 
countless new members. 

The sidewalks were overcrowded with cheering and 
shouting people. Ugly, dilapidated buildings surrounded the 
Rus and hundreds of flags were waving above the heads of 
the demonstrators. More and more men and women joined 
the crowd. Soon, the main street of Orel was completely 
clogged with people and the marching columns reached the 
city center. Artur Tschistokjow was in the first rank again 
and about 10000 supporters followed him. A lot of citizens 
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applauded and cheered when he came nearer, others were 

cursing or screamed: "Uljanin! Uljanin!" 

After three kilometers, the Rus were welcomed by the first 

swarms of collectivists that greeted them with cobblestones 

and molotov cocktails. They were accompanied by a lot of 

police officers, who tried to encircle the demonstrators. 

The troopers took their guns and went into position. From a 

side street they suddenly heard a piercing scream, then the 

collectivists and the policemen charged and began to fire. 

Today, Frank and the other Rus had gone right into the 

lion's den, because Orel was not less than 250 kilometers 

away from the border of Belarus. 

The troopers in their gray shirts fired back immediately, and 

the first opponents were sent to the ground. Then the 

collectivists surged like an furious wave against the front 

ranks of the marching columns and all hell broke loose. 

Shortly afterwards, the armored cars of the Russian police 

rolled through the streets, firing with their heavy 

autocannons at every Rus in sight, while Tschistokjow's 

men were seized by panic. 

Neither Frank nor Artur Tschistokjow could prevent them 

from fleeing. They finally run away, driven by boundless 

terror, right into the arms of the collectivist mobs behind 

them. 

It was a catastrophe. Only with a big portion of luck, Frank 

and his troopers made it to escape the frenzied hordes that 

came over the Rus like a cloud of raging hornets. 

They run through a long avenue, turned into a narrow side 

street and threw away their gray shirts before their enemies 

could recognize and lynch them. 

On that day, the Rus were humiliated once more and the 

rally ended in a total defeat. Tschistokjow's bodyguards 

brought their leader out of the inner city and hid him in the 
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apartment of a comrade before the Russian police could 
catch or kill him. 

Orel ultimately became another great desaster for the 
freedom movement. The collectivists chased their 
opponents for hours, beating anyone down who looked like 
a supporter of Tschistokjow. Finally, the demonstration 
ended with 64 dead and several hundred wounded Rus. 
Alf had stayed at home. He had had a bad feeling from the 
beginning and Kohlhaas had to prove him right, when he 
came back to Minsk, totally exhausted and disturbed. 
Tschistokjow himself escaped to Belarus deep in the night 
and hid in his apartment for the next days. The media 
showered him with derision and scorn, declaring that the 
World Government would soon smash his regime. 
"Tschistokjow and his movement are finished!", exulted the 
New York Star after the rally in Orel. 
Seized by frustration and desperation, the leader of the Rus 
sat in a small room in the farthest corner of the presidential 
palace in Minsk. He had locked the door behind him. 
Today, Artur did not want to see anybody and even Wilden 
had been disinvited again. Whimpering he dropped down 
the wall, holding his head. It was a shattered picture of 
misery as he huddled in this dark corner, bereft of all hope. 
The attempt to face the collectivist power in Orel had failed 
spectacularly. But the worst was the fact, that so many 
people had only given him nothing but scorn. They had 
insulted and derided him. His opponents and the police had 
smashed the Rus and chased them through the city like 
mangy dogs. 

He had called, but the Russians had not heard his voice 
anymore. No, because meanwhile they followed Uljanin and 
his collectivists, who had triumphed once again. The rebel 
leader was terribly depressed and gave the impression as if 
he had finally lost his almost proverbial confidence. Artur 
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Tschistokjow was demoralized, and it was the same with 
most of his followers. Doubting and complaining, he was 
sitting alone on the ground, admitting to himself, that Orel 
had probably been the beginning of the end. 
"Lord, how shall I fight the children of the devil, if you take 
my faith from me?", he whispered, while he started to cry 
quietly. Bitter Tears filled his bright eyes. Tschistokjow knew 
no way out and fell into a dark sea of self-pity. 

Vitali Uljanin had flown to the Middle East for a few days to 

meet a member of the Council of the 13 in a luxury hotel. 

This morning, they had already walked through a wonderful 

garden full of blooming olive trees, while they had talked 

about the strategies of the collectivist movement. 

The wise seemed to have big plans with him and his new 

mass organization. Uljanin, the collectivist leader, who was 

born in Brooklyn, New York, was avid. 

Now he was sitting in a sun-drenched suite, together with a 

multi-billion dollar company boss, waiting nervously for the 

next orders of the elders. 

"Brother Uljanin, the success of your movement is amazing 

and we are fascinated by the rapid growth of your 

organization", said the man and smiled. 

"This is just the beginning, Sir. I will make collectivism to a 

stormy wave that will come over the whole world", answered 

Uljanin and smiled back. 

His counterpart cleared his throat and replied: "Please wait, 

brother. At first, it is the task of collectivism to absorb the 

discontented masses in Russia, in order to render them 

harmless..." 

Uljanin scratched his chin. "Why Russia, Sir?" 

"Why? Well, I will explain it again for you, brother. Do we 

need the collectivist movement in western Europe?" 

"I do not know, Sir!" 
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"No, in western and central Europe, our decades long work 
of destruction and decomposition has already borne fruit, so 
that none of the old nations can oppose us anymore. Even 
in case of a big social crisis, the remnants of the German, 
English or French nation would not be able to revolt against 
us", explained the gray-haired gentleman. 
"Probably not...", muttered Uljanin. 

"Definitely not, brother! Rely on the foresight of the elders. 
The once powerful and great nations of the west are firmly 
in our hands. Furthermore, their old cultures, their value 
systems and their ethnic structures are so badly damaged, 
that they are too weak to stand up against us anymore. We 
have poisoned the nations of western Europe and there is 
no more chance to heal them." 

"Certainly you are right, Sir!", answered the collectivist 
leader. 

"Yes, of course Tm right, brother Uljanin", whispered the 
councillor and looked at his fellow with a sarcastic grin. 
Then he continued: "On the territories of the former western 
European nations we have established multiethnic societies. 
The French, the Germans, the English and so on, have 
already become minorities in their own lands and they are 
dying out. Germany, France or England are no more white 
and European lands. Meanwhile, these formerly important 
countries are inhabited by a population, that consists of 
countless fragments of different heritage. 
We have brought people from all over the world to Europe, 
to destroy the old white world and because we know, that a 
population like this is unable to unite against us in a 
common front. But it is different in Russia!" 
Uljanin nodded. "The Russian nation is still not completely 
destroyed. Its culture has not totally vanished so far and a 
lot of Russians still have some kind of patriotism. 
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The gentleman in the black suit raised his index finger: 

"Right, brother Uljanin! You have understood me. Hence, it 

is the task of collectivism to raze old Russia to the ground. 

The brutal violence of the collectivist revolution shall smash 

Russia to pieces. The last European nation, which still can 

become dangerous for us, shall be crushed by the force of 

collectivism. 

You, brother Uljanin, shall extinguish the remnants of old 

Russia with flame and sword. You shall destroy its culture 

and wipe out the European population in the long term, but 

before that, we will take away even their last property. 

If you are successful, then you can extend the collectivist 

revolution to other countries, for example to China or maybe 

to India. The elders will decide what shall happen in the 

future, brother." 

Vitali Uljanin became enthusiastic: "This is great, Sir! After 

the era of capitalism, that has already destroyed the old 

world, the collectivist revolution will be the final chapter of 

the Great Plan." 

The councilor pushed his underjaw forward and bared his 

teeth. His eyes glittered coldly and cynically. "Yes, maybe, 

brother Uljanin." 

"We are always one step ahead of our enemies, aren't we, 

Sir?" 

"Of course! In the long run, no one has ever been able to 

compete with our craftiness. We moreover don't attribute 

this Freedom Movement of the Rus any special significance. 

This organization is ridiculous, tiny and totally unimportant." 

The head of the CASJ clenched his fist and growled: "I will 

crush Tschistokjow and his followers. I will turn the anger of 

the masses against him and finally ring the death knell of 

Russia!" 

The elder leaned back contentedly in his chair and returned: 

"So it shall be! Ring the death knell, brother Uljanin! Ring it 
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and let its deafening noise resound across Eastern Europe. 
Ring it, until everything lays in ruins, until the last spark of 
hope has been extinguished under the boots of the 
revolutionaries. You are an important servant of the Great 
Plan, Uljanin brother! Never forget that!" 
The collectivist leader humility looked at his superior and 
nodded. Tm proud to make such a great contribution! And I 
will not disappoint the Council of the Wise!" 

"What has happened?", asked Julia and looked at Frank. 

"What do you mean?" 

"At the demonstration in Orel!" 

Frank's distorted his mouth. "Don't ask..." 

"One day, they will shoot you", said the young woman 

worriedly. 

"Probably...", she heard from the side. 

"Oh great,! You are fearless - as always, aren't you?" 

Kohlhaas shook his head: "No, of course not. The rally in 

Orel has been terrible and Tm more than gald, that they 

haven't killed me. 

"But nevertheless, you will go on. I'm sure that Artur has 

already planned the next demonstrations and street fights", 

muttered Julia. 

"Yes, that's the way it is. I am at least responsible for a big 

part of the trooper units." 

"And Tschistokjow can't find another man for this?" 

The rebel stared at the ground and was silent. 

"Please talk to him again!", demanded Julia. 

Frank stopped her with a wave of his hand. "No, that's my 

job. I lead the troopers..." 

"I understand, Frank. You are the great general in the first 

rank. Anyway, I only see riots, chaos and dead people on 

TV", she said. 
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Kohlhaas slowly became angry. "The world can't be 

liberated in a few years. It is a long and exhaustive fight 

and..." 

The pretty blonde grinned sardonically. "Liberate the world? 

Sometimes I think that you Ye nuts, Frank." 

"However, it is important that we carry the revolution further 

towards Russia. Artur Tschistokjow has already explained it 

and I agree with his strategic plans. Stagnation is no option 

for us." 

"Your fight is a fight against windmills, Frank. Our enemies 

are too strong. Maybe Artur should build up Belarus at first, 

before he starts the next revolution in a giant country like 

Russia." 

"You do not understand anything!", grumbled Frank. 

"Oh, no? Perhaps he should help the Belarusian people first 

and foremost, before he fights again somewhere", she 

added without understanding. 

"Your father also says, that we must expand the revolution 

to Russia", remarked the rebel grumpily. 

Julia reacted with a cynical smile and answered: "My father 

lifes in his own world, since many years. His head is full of 

all the knowledge from his political books, but he is not able 

to see the little things around him. Little things like his wife 

or his daugther for example." 

"I would prefer peace as well, but the World Government 

won't give us any room to live. Hence, we must fight to 

survive!", hissed Frank. 

Meanwhile, Julia was annoyed and addressed further 

reproaches to Kohlhaas. 

"Sometimes I do not believe that you really hope for peace 

too, Frank! It often seems, that you are only live to fight..." 

The rebel interrupted her curtly: "This is nonsense! I want to 

live in peace as well, but our enemies will not leave us 

alone! Be realistic!" 
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"And if you would even try it exceptionally with 

negotiations?", she suggested. 

Frank looked at her with an condescending smile, as if he 

wouldn't take her all too serious. 

"Negotiations?", he muttered softly. "You can even try it 

once, Julia..." 

Now the daughter of foreign minister jumped up, positioned 

herself in front of him and narrowed her eyes to slits. Then 

she stared grimly down on the general and clenched her 

fists. 

"What do you want from me?", grumbled Frank. 

"I would try it!", said Julia vigorously. 

Kohlhaas answered with a shake of his head and walked 

away. 

"Wow, the great hero is speechless, isn't he?", she sneered 

angrily. 

"Shut up and take care of your primary school children! You 

have absolutely no idea who our enemy is", screamed 

Frank. 

"There he goes, the brave general! On to new heroic deeds! 

I promise you, that I will look after your grave from time to 

time, Frank", shouted Julia. 

Kohlhaas did not look back and finally left her alone. The 

daughter of the village chiefs stared after him in silence until 

he was out of sight. 

Frank came back to Minsk in late January and talked with 
Tschistokjow about the future of the movement. According 
to the rebel leader, who had recovered more or less, there 
was no other option than going on with the political struggle 
in Russia. 

Sergej Spehar, the mastermind of the freedom movement in 
Russia, had been attacked by some collectivists one week 
ago and had almost died. Now he was in intensive care in a 
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hospital in Smolensk. The authorities were already awaiting 

the day, when he could leave his bed again to put him on 

trial for "illegal, political activities" and "breach of the peace". 

For months they had chased and now finally arrested him. It 

was clear, that Spehar would be sentenced to death after a 

show trial. 

Therefore, Tschistokjow made Andrej Luschenko, an 

unemployed and extremely fanatical academic, to his 

successor. 

However, the advance to western Russia took place very 

slowly and only a small number of new members could be 

recruited. Furthermore, Tschistokjow's men were only able 

to get active in smaller towns and villages, while the bigger 

cities already belonged to the collectivists. 

At that time, the Lodge Brothers saw no more necessitiy to 

fight the Rus with GCF troops. Meanwhile, collectivist 

groups tried to gain influence even in the underground of 

Belarus, while Peter Ulljewski and his DSR men did 

everything to drive the opponents back. 

Apart from that, the new year brought a lot of further 

conflicts, which attracted the attention of the World 

Government. In Bolivia, rebels groups almost succeeded to 

overthrow the vassal government, and in Palestine the 

quarrels between Israelis and Arabs were escalating more 

and more. And even in Iran, the guerrillas were still not 

completely defeated. 

So the military strike against Belarus was postponed again, 

because the final victory of collectivism seemed to be only a 

question of time. 

In China and India, Mardochow's ideology was meanwhile 

spreading at breakneck speed and the first collectivist 

groups and associations had already been founded. 

But the heart of the red-black movement remained Russia, 

where millions of people followed Uljanin. The media 
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supported the CASJ with all their might and reported almost 
every day about the collectivist leader and his "humanistic 
ideals of social justice and equality". 

"We are concentrating all our forces on Estonia. If we are 

not able to show the people another success, our revolution 

will finally fall asleep", said the Belarusian president. 

"But what is, if things go wrong again? You have success - 

here in Belarus. The people love you and are very content 

with your policy", remarked Peter Ulljewski. 

"Belarus is just a tiny piece of land and no mighty fortress. 

We are simply too weak and our country is too small. So it 

won't change anything, if we can get some more weapons 

from the Japanese or the Belarusians are happy!", snarled 

the leader of the Rus bitterly. 

Artur Tschistokjow paced his apartment and suddenly 

turned around. 

"Estonia has to be conquered in March", he shouted and 

banged on the table. "I order, that we mobilize all we got. 

The operation must be ended within one day, and it must be 

be successful!" 

"Our men will start to organize the invasion tomorrow. I have 

already talked to our chapter leaders in Tallinn", returned 

Peter. 

"I just hope that the Estonians will finally understand, that 

they have to break the chains of the World Union to take 

their nation back", said Tschistokjow with a hint of 

impatience and anger. 

Peter Ulljewski nodded and left the room. He began 

immediately with the preparations for the assault on the 

Lodge Brothers and their minions in Estonia. 

Frank, Alfred, Sven and many others drove to northern 
Latvia and supported the local groups of the freedom 
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movement in their propaganda campaigns. They made a 
few smaller rallies in some villages and distributed countless 
pamphlets once more. 

At the end of February, about 8000 demonstrators marched 
through the streets of Tartus and overpowered the local 
security forces. A few collectivists appeared on that day too, 
but they ran away quickly, when they saw the troopers of 
the freedom movement. 

Finally, the invasion of Estonia started. The Belarusian 
government mobilized all its armed forces and began a 
large-scale assault on the tiny Baltic country. 
Several thousand armed troopers crossed the Estonian 
border in the early morning hours and occupied the city of 
Tartu. Subsequently, the local Rus made a protest march 
through downtown, while numerous Estonian police officers 
and thousands of people joined the crowd. There was no 
resistance at all. 

But in Tallinn, Estonia's largest city, the situation was 
different. Police squads and a small GCF force fought in the 
suburbs against Tschistokjow's troopers and tried to stop 
their assault in time. Nevertheless, they had to retreat after 
a short fire fight and finally fled towards the main 
administration building in the inner city. 
The leader of the Rus and his men followed them, driving 
them out of Tallinn at the end. Shortly afterwards, a huge 
mass of people gathered in front of the administration 
building and Tschistokjow declared the resignation of the 
Estonian vassal government under thunderous applause. 
The Estonian policemen did not dare to resist and finally laid 
down their weapons. All GCF soldiers had meanwhile 
retreated to Finland and no counterattack followed. This 
time, the Global Control Force and the Estonian vassal 
government had been hit between the eyes by 
Tschistokjow's well organized lightning attack. 
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Notwithstanding the above, the high command of the 
international forces was busy with more important things 
and didn't give much attention to the events in Estonia. The 
Freedom Movement of the Rus had nevertheless gained a 
great victory overnight and this time, the Rus had been 
supported by the Estonian people. 

Frank and his troopers breathed again. Today, there had 
been no bloodshed in the streets and they were able to 
celebrate their success in Tallinn without casualties. 

Artur Tschistokjow utilized the resignation of the Estonian 
sub-governor as good as he could. More than 200000 
people celebrated the victory a few days later in Minsk, 
while the Belarusian president made a mountain out of a 
molehill. 

Even Akira Mori congratulated the Rus in the name of the 
Japanese nation. The Belarusian state television and the 
newspapers reported several days about the successful 
"attack of the revolution". And even in Tallinn, thousands of 
members of the freedom movement celebrated the 
liberation of Estonia with loud hullaballoo and a lot of 
pathos. 

Walter Vogel, a man of German heritage who was living in 
St. Petersburg, became the new governor of Estonia. 
Furthermore, Estonia was now a member of the newly 
found Nation Leage of the Rus, an alliance that included the 
three Baltic countries and Belarus. 

Shortly afterwards, Peter Ulljewski's DSR units immediately 
swooped down on the few collectivist groups in Estonia to 
render them harmless. Now the international media paid 
them attention and screamed out hysterically. The time 
when the Rus were ignored or derided seemed to be over, 
while press, television and radio reported all day long about 
the uprising in Estonia. 
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The newspapers finally called Tschistokjow a "warmonger" 
and a "psychopath", demanding immediate political and 
military reprisals. 

They poured out a torrent of hatred and defamation on the 
Belarusian president, directing the attention of the world to 
the newly created Nation Leage of the Rus. 
Malignant television reports accused the leader of the 
freedom movement of mass murder and war crimes. Even 
the former sub-governor of Belarus, Medschenko, suddenly 
emerged again on television. He alleged that Tschistokjow's 
men had already executed over 150000 people since the 
revolution in 2036. 

Ultimately, the World President threatened the Rus on TV 
and declared that he would never tolerate their 
"antidemocratic policy". Soon the international forces would 
smash Tschistokjow's terror regime, after they had pacified 
the other hotspots. 

All in all, the Freedom Movement of the Rus had only 
conquered a tiny land with barely 1 .4 million inhabitants, not 
much more people than in the German city of Cologne. But 
nevertheless, this had far-reaching psychological 
consequences. The people in Belarus and the Baltic 
countries recognized that the freedom movement was still 
strong and able to act. So the ranks of the organization filled 
with thousands of new members. 

Shortly afterwards, the Rus continued their campaigns in 
Russia and the Ukraine with an increased morale. In Luck, 
in the northern Ukraine, about 12000 Rus marched through 
the city and prevailed against the local collectivists. Some 
smaller rallies, for example in Nowgorod, followed. 

Kohlhaas bit on his tongue and slashed the tape on the side 
of the parcel with a kitchen knife. He had finally found the 
time to visit HOK again, and had brought his new Battle 
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Hammer miniatures home. Like a happy little boy, he 

carefully opened the carton and was totally excited. Then he 

recognized some of the old miniatures between countless 

polystyrene chips. Frank smiled broadly. 

"Cool!", he uttered, laughing happily and holding a small ore 

of tin in his hands. "A boar rider!" 

Then Frank positioned dozens of little figures on the kitchen 

table and mumbled to himself, lost in thought. "An ore 

warlord, an ore shaman, goblins with spears, ores with 

cleavers..." 

In Minsk, Frank had bought superglue and a few colors for 

painting a few days ago. Now he had enough to do, 

because the ores were waiting to get ready to fight. But it 

was necessary to agglutinate and paint them at first. 

After about two hours, Alf came home and found his friend 

in the kitchen, highly concentrated, with a tiny brush in his 

hand. Baumer wondered. 

"What are you doing?", asked the giant. 

"HOK has bought a Battle Hammer ore horde for me on the 

Internet. Thaf s a lot of miniatures, but he will buy even 

more for me", said Frank happily, painting a grim-looking 

troll of tin. 

"What? What is this stuff?" Alf gaped and scratched his 

beard. 

"Battle Hammer! Don't you know it?", asked Kohlhaas. 

"No! I do not play with small figures. I'm not in the 

kindergarten", sneered his roommate. 

"This is no child's play, but a highly complex strategy game. 

Just awesome! I have always played it in Berlin", explained 

the hobbyist, putting on a solemn face. 

"Now, clear the table, Frank. I want to eat!" Baumer pushed 

a bunch of goblins to the side. 

"Be careful! They are freshly painted!", shouted Kohlhaas 

excitedly. Then he smiled again. 
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"Look at this, Alf! A dragon for my ore warlord. He can ride 

on it, you know?" 

Alf beheld the winged monster in front of his nose and rolled 

his eyes. 

"Nice wyrm! A true beauty!"", he only returned, shaking his 

head. 

Frank did not care if Baumer liked his ores or not. Until the 

middle of the night, he painted his new miniatures and slept 

only in the morning hours. 

The next day, HOK and Frank met for another tabletop 

game. This time they played the science-fiction version of 

Battle Hammer. The portly and slightly eccentric computer 

freak had decorated a big table with a lot of plastic 

buildings, hills and other things. Two lovingly painted armies 

were waiting for the players who were totally excited. 

For the next hours, the two men wanted to test their 

strategic skills with each other. Frank commanded a horde 

of alien monsters and HOK played again an army of 

humans. 

"The laser guns shoot at your unit with the giant bug!", said 

HOK, pointing at a massive tin miniature. Then the plump 

man diced. "Ha! 6 hits! The giant bug loses four health 

points! Say good bye to it, Frank. Ha! Ha!" 

"Shit!", hissed Kohlhaas and removed the giant bug from the 

table. 

Now it was his turn. Countless smaller models were moved 

in the direction of HOK's soldiers. The close combat phase 

followed, Frank diced. However, on that day, the luck of the 

dice was again not on his side. 

"Damn! These small crawling creatures are nothing but 

useless!", he grumbled. 

"Yes, that's bad luck, my friend!", laughed HOK. 
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It went on for a while in this manner. Ultimately, the 

computer scientist defeated his opponent again, and the 

portly man let out a loud jubilant cry. 

"I have diced only crap...", declared the loser of the game. 

"How true, Frank!" 

Kohlhaas scratched his chin. "Anyway..." 

"It always makes sense to attack my tanks or my heavy 

units with your giant bug and your swarm lord", lectured 

HOK. 

"It has definitely been funny. Thafs the main thing. The 

time?" 

"Ifs 18.13 o'clock!" 

Frank perked his eyebrows up. "What? That late?" 

"Yes, you wanted to play a great battle today!" 

"Eh. ..okay. ..please buy some more miniatures for me on the 

Internet. Anything you can get. Til give you the money. Well, 

I have to go now", said Frank frantically. 

"Do you have something to do?" 

"Yes, I wanted to meet Julia - at 17.30 o'clock. We have 

planned to go to Steffen's bistro." 

"Ups!" HOK waved his massive hands, as if he had burned 

himself. 

Kohlhaas rushed through the village and reached the house 

of the Wildens a few minutes later. With a meaningful look, 

Julia opened the door and cleared her throat. 

Tm really sorry, but everything went wrong today. My giant 

bug was shot in the second round and then HOK...", 

stammered Frank in confusion. 

Julia twisted her mouth. "Giant bug?" 

"Yes, the giant bug was the key to my defeat. And also the 

smaller bug soldiers were just disappointing..." 

"Do you have a plague of insects in your garden?", asked 

the young woman and was baffled. 



95 



"No! We have played Battle Hammer. I usually have an ore 

horde, but today I tried out HOK's "Hyperspace Termites". I 

mean, we have played Space Battle Hammer...", Kohlhaas 

tried to explain. 

"And thaf s why you have come too late?", Julia wanted to 

know. 

"Yes... well... maybe..." 

"Giant bug? Termites?" The blonde beauty narrowed her 

eyes to slits. "These things are more important than me?" 

Frank paused. "No, of course not! Tm really sorry, I have 

just forgotten the time." 

Julia tapped her forehead at Frank. "Men!", she moaned. 
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Fake Crisis 



While the collectivist movement was still growing and 
countless Russians were united under the red-black flags, 
the first signs of a massive economic crisis in the whole 
sector "Eastern Europe" could be recognized. This social 
collapse was planned by the Lodge Brothers and should 
accelerate Uljanin's revolution. 

Collectivism had meanwhile reached Poland, Bohemia, 
Slovakia and the Balkans. New associations and 
organizations, that fought for Mardochow's principles, were 
founded everywhere. 

The Polish collectivist leader Gregor Wainizki made a rally 
with over 80000 people in Warsaw and railed not only 
against the capitalist exploiters and oligarchs, but even 
more against the "fascists and nationalists" in neighboring 
Belarus. He warned of the danger of a "new Russian 
imperialism" and called Artur Tschistokjow a "monster" and 
a "malicious tyrant". 

In the major supermarket chains, such as "Globe Food", 
which were meanwhile dominating large parts of eastern 
Europe, the food prices exploded, while the media told the 
public that crop failures and transport problems were the 
cause of it. 

Furthermore, the administrative sector "Eastern Europe" got 
no more credits from the Global Trust Fund, what led to its 
insolvency in the long run. While the chaos was rising, the 
media reported about proposed closures of large industry 
complexes that increased the fear of the population of 
unemployment immeasurably. Within one month, the whole 
sector "Eastern Europe" was shaken by a wave of 
indignation and anger. 
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However, all this played into the hands of Uljanin as the 
hidden powers in the background had planned it. During this 
time, the CASJ unfolded a feverish activity and the red- 
black revolution came over Russia like a dark shadow. 
Nevertheless, even the Rus benefited from the general 
discontent and the crumbling public order, although they 
had not the pecuniary resources of their rivals. 

The summer of the year 2037 came, and with it an even 
bigger crisis. The food prices had already doubled and the 
number of unemployed and homeless people was growing 
at breakneck speed. 

In many places, the people sank into a state of 
hopelessness and despair. Finally they hoped for Uljanin, 
who drove masses of neglected Russians like sheep into his 
organization. 

CLJ squads took over the power in the streets of the 
Russian cities and the police had to behave passive by 
order from above. Where the Rus appeared, the collectivists 
immediately attacked them and were victorious in most 
cases, because of their greater number. On 15th of May, 
Vitali Uljanin spoke to a huge crowd in Moscow. 

"We will soon be strong enough! It will not last long 
anymore, then Russia will be overrun by the collectivist 
revolution and capitalism will be destroyed", he preached, 
while countless people praised him like a Redeemer. 
"One day, our maxims will reach even the last corner of this 
world! Then there will be only equality, freedom and justice - 
the kingdom of heaven on earth! No more poverty! No more 
hunger! Only peace and happiness!", exclaimed Uljanin, 
and the desperate were screaming in ecstasy. 
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The people raised their fists and waved their flags. Many of 

them seemed now to be ready to follow the collectivist 

leader even to the end of hell. 

"We will make all equal! There can only be injustice 

because there are still differences. There are still different 

classes, cultures, races and religions. But in a world of 

collectivism, there will be just equality! Equality and eternal 

happiness! 

We will not tolerate any social differences and will not allow 

any private property! Everything will belong to you! To the 

people! 

The nations of this earth, we will melt together to one happy 

mankind. We will remove all the various religions, all the 

different cultures, to create a single world culture! 

You, the poor and oppressed, will win not only all the power, 

no, you will also destroy the remnants of the ancient world 

in Russia, with root and branch. 

And then everything will be new and good! Then we will 

build up the new order of eternal equality and justice!" 

"Equality and justice!", chorused the people and the asphalt 

was trembling under the thunder of countless voices. It was 

shaking with rage and brutal resoluteness. 

"Look at this! Uljanin again, again huge masses of people", 

said Frank, pointing at the TV screen. 

Wilden walked through his apartment in the center of Minsk 

and muttered: "The revolution in Russia will come..." 

"Yes, but not our revolution!", added Kohlhaas. 

"So it is! Collectivism is the final weapon of the Lodge 

Brothers to smash old Russia to pieces and to erase the 

Russian nation from history. If collectivism can't be stopped, 

then the last nation of Europe, that still has some kind of 

inner substance, will be annihilated by the red-black 

revolution in the long term", said the foreign minister. 
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The former businessman sat down in his chair and stared 

into space. Frank was silent and watched the television 

report about the CASJ in horror, then he turned off the TV. 

"There are two ways, Frank...", remarked Wilden. 

"Oh, yeah? And which?" 

"The first possibility is, that Uljanin is brought to power and 

nothing will really change - I mean the life situation of the 

ordinary Russians. People will continue to starve and even 

more chaos will rise. Finally, collectivism will turn out to be 

the big soap bubble that it is. 

The second possibility is, that the collectivists succeed and 

establish their reign, because of the financial support of the 

World Government. Then they will bring the red-black rush 

into all neighboring countries. In return, our revolution and 

our movement will fall to dust, because we are not able to 

resist the power of collectivism and the World Government." 

Frank perked his eyebrows up. "What's about Japan?" 

"Japan? Foreign minister Mori has told me clearly, that 

Matsumoto will not interfere in the internal affairs of Russia. 

This would lead to another war with the World Union", 

replied the old man. 

"And if there would be a civil war in Russia? We against the 

collectivists and the GCF?" 

"I don't know it, Frank", answered Wilden. "Perhaps the 

Japanese would help us in a sitation like this, but I'm not 

sure. Nevertheless, we are too weak to survive a civil 

war..." 

"And if the GCF attacks Belarus?", asked Kohlhaas. 

"I do not know! Japan can't help us with its army. We are on 

our own here", returned the foreign minister. 

Frank stared thoughtfully at the wall. He was not able to find 

a solution and Wilden was helpless too. 

Meanwhile, things took their course in Russia, while Artur 

Tschistokjow concentrated his actions on rebuilding his 
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country. He brought a national youth organization into 
being, which he called the Children of the Rus. 
The young Belarusians were excited and joined the freedom 
movement in great numbers. The national television 
reported about the foundation meeting full of enthusiasm, 
and showed the president at a mass rally in Minsk. 
A few days later, Tschistokjow went to Tallinn and 
supported his colleagues at the rehabilitation of the ailing 
agriculture and forestry of Estonia. The leader of the Rus 
was always working and allowed himself not even a single 
free day. He slept only four to five hours a night, and 
continued then to accomplish his countless tasks as a 
president of a renegate state. Piece by piece, the stress 
was devouring his body and even more his mind. 
Tschistokjow was often irritated and overwhelmed, and it 
still became worse. 

In the early morning hours of the 4th of June, 2037, CLJ 
troopers took over the power in Nizhny Novgorod and 
Ryazan. The main administrative building and the police 
stations were occupied by the collectivists, while the officers 
were disarmed. The few GCF soldiers in these cities had 
already withdrawn to give Uljanin's men free rein. 
The chairman of the CASJ finally came to Nizhny Nowgorod 
and delivered a speech in front of a huge crowd of people. 
Now, his attack on Russia had reached the next level. 
Shortly afterwards, the cities of Kazan and Samara were 
taken by the collectivists. Here and there, some Russian 
policemen still tried to keep back the aggressive hordes of 
CLJ troopers, but they had no chance against their 
numerical superiority. In Samara, over 40 policemen were 
killed, while the forces of collectivism finally conquered one 
city after another. 
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Then, the leading functionaries of the CASJ brought the red- 
black revolution to Yekaterinburg and Ufa, where the local 
administrative government was overthrown. 
It did not take long, until the red-black flags were waving on 
the roofs of the city halls and all resistance had been 
eliminated. A few days later, Uljanin came to Yekaterinburg, 
declaring the victory of collectivism and the beginning of a 
new era of social justice and eternal equality. 
And the red-black troopers marched on. Soon they had 
taken Celjabinsk and shortly afterwards Perm. 
Subsequently, they conquered the small towns in eastern 
Russia. On the 12th of June, Uljanin went to Astana in 
Kazakhstan and proclaimed the "Victory of the People". 
In the last weeks, his CLJ units had overrun the country like 
a swarm of wasps, smashing all resistance with brutal 
violence. Finally, the revolution reached even Uzbekistan, 
where the non-Russian population followed the collectivists 
with great enthusiasm. Many Uzbegs joined Uljanin's CLJ 
squads, after all, the goateed man had promised them 
numerous privileges and preferred settlement areas in 
Russia. 

The media reported about the revolution in the east of the 
administrative sector "Eastern Europe" in an objective and 
unemotional way. Although Uljanin had repeatedly 
threatened the powerful in Russia, his revolutionary 
measures and the many acts of violence of his followers 
were hardly condemned. When a reporter seemed to be 
"anxious", his alleged fear of the approaching 
revolutionaries was nothing but a part of a big theatre. 
Until the end of June, the Siberian cities of Omsk, 
Novosibirsk and Krasnoyarsk were in the hands of the 
collectivists. In the course of this, it came to heavy clashes 
between Russians and Asians, which were quelled by CLJ 
units. 
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In August, all bigger cities in Eastern Russia were under 
collectivist control. Then Uljanin tried to conquer the rest of 
the country. 

In Yaroslavl and Tver, in the north of Moscow, the red-black 
masses marched through the streets, occupated the cities 
and crushed all resistance. Their political opponents were 
arrested or just massacred in a night of the long knives. 
Several hundred people were executed by Uljanin's CLJ 
troopers as "enemies of the revolution" or "traitors of the 
workers". 

During the riots in Yaroslavl and Tver, the World 
Government and the international media just looked away. 
And the collectivist revolution became more and more 
bloody and brutal. Soon the armed units of the CASJ were 
raging around Moscow, hunting down every Russian, who 
could become a future enemy of collectivism. 

Meanwhile, Frank and Alf were back in Minsk. Kohlhaas 
had moved into an apartment in the western part of the 
Belarusian capital. Nevertheless, he still regarded Ivas as 
his real home. 

The two rebels were sitting in front of their TV with a mixture 
of horror and amazement, watching the events in Russia. 
"Uljanin overruns the whole country and they will just let him 
take over the power!", gasped Frank and took a sip from his 
beer bottle. 

"This is nothing but a hypocritical game!", growled Alf. 
"There has even been a collectivist demonstration in Paris 
yesterday. The cops haven't done anything to stop the so 
called revolutionaries. Can you still remember, when they 
have slaughtered the rebellious citizens after our bomb 
attempt on Wechsler?" 
"Yes, of course!", said Baumer angrily. 
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"What shall we do now? Waiting until Russia and the rest of 

Europe will be flooded by the collectivist wave?", wailed 

Kohlhaas. 

Baumer had no answer. However, Artur Tschistokjow had 

one and sent for his general on the next day. 

Frank went through the front door of the pompous, old hotel 

"Himmelblick" in the heart of Minsk. A porter in a blue 

uniform nodded at him with a smile and escorted Kohlhaas 

to the upper floor. Shortly afterwards, the young man 

reached a large conference hall and already heard Artur 

Tschistokjow ranting in Russian. 

"Ah, General Kohlhaas...", remarked the leader of the 

freedom movement when Frank entered the room. That was 

all he said to his delay. 

The other members of Tschistokjow' s staff were already 

there. It were the entire cabinets of Belarus and the three 

Baltic countries. Moreover, the complete leadership of the 

Freedom Movement of the Rus. 

Artur spoke only Russian today. This time, there was no 

special treatment for his two German friends. But Frank's 

language skills were already good enough so that he hardly 

had any communication problems. 

"Russia has descended into chaos. The capitalist and 

collectivist conspiracy works hand in hand, while Uljanin's 

so called revolution moves from east to west, rolling faster 

and faster across the country. Soon the red-black flood will 

have swept away all opposition. Nobody can stop them - 

except from us!", he shouted. 

Dr. Gugin answered: "Mr. Tschistokjow, shouldn't we wait 

how everything develops?" 

A burly man with an angular face interjected: "How should 

the situation develop? Uljanin will overrun Russia and the 

Ukraine if it goes on like that." 
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The Belarusian president brandished his index finger like a 

spear. "Now it is time to start our own offensive! Russia is 

drowning in chaos, the police does not know what to do. 

The GCF soldiers have left the big cities to give the 

collectivists free rein. This is also a chance for us!" 

"But the Global Control Force will immediately come back if 

we show up!", said a chapter leader. 

"Yes, perhaps! Anyway, the collectivists will cause a state of 

anarchy all over Russia in the next weeks. They will attack 

the remnants of the Russian police and furthermore start a 

crusade against their political opponents. We should at least 

try to take control in the cities of western Russia to build up 

a frontlinie against Uljanin's flood", lectured the president. 

Wilden agreed with Tschistokjow and nodded. Frank 

listened to everything and didn't say a word. 

"I am sceptic, Mr. President. In my eyes, we will wear our 

people against a too powerful enemy", warned Gregori 

Lossow, the defense minister. 

Meanwhile, Artur Tschistokjow had become more and more 

hectic, trying to make his position understandable: "If 

Uljanin's revolution is once established everywhere and the 

collectivists have access to the entire power structure in 

Russia, then it will be much more difficult for us to stop 

them. 

Millions of Russians yearn for renewal and not everyone 

likes Uljanin, especially in western Russia. We must act 

now, because now there is chaos everywhere!" 

Lossow tried to say something, but Tschistokjow interrupted 

him. "We will concentrate all our forces on the political 

conquest of the bigger cities in western Russia. Perhaps we 

can even manage it to take St. Petersburg." 

Some of the other men could not believe their ears and 

shook their heads.. 
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"St. Petersburg? This is crazy, Mr. Tschistokjow!", they 

exclaimed in disbelief. 

"It is worth a try! Anyway, this is an order! Tomorrow we will 

start our counterattack!", shouted Tschistokjow and finally 

ended the conference. 

The most of his followers were confused and went outside, 

while the Belarusian president waved Frank nearer. 

"You will be the general of the Varangian Guard, Frank!", 

said Tschistokjow in German. 

Kohlhaas was puzzled. "What is the Varangian Guard?" 
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The Varangian Guard 



On the next day, Frank Kohlhaas knew what the Varangian 

Guard was. Artur Tschistokjow and Peter Ulljewski had build 

up this elite unit of the Volksarmee a few weeks ago. It 

consisted of 1000 men. The best and most fanatical fighters 

from Belarus and the Baltic countries had been combined in 

it and now Frank should lead them. 

The men had gathered in rank and file on the courtyard of 

the main barracks in Minsk and were waiting for him. Early 

in the morning, a jeep had brought Kohlhaas to his new unit. 

The General jumped out of the vehicle and looked at his 

soldiers with a broad smile. 

Many of them knew him, because they had already fought 

under his command in the trooper units of the freedom 

movement. The tall soldiers smiled back and stood at 

attention. 

"Ja priwjestowaju wasch, Soldati!", shouted Frank. 

"Mej priwjestowajem wij, General Gollchaas!", answered the 

Varagians. 

Frank grinned. "Chorochow!" 

A little later, the general and his men hit the road and drove 

to Pskov, a Russian town near the Latvian border, where 

they were already awaited by a huge mass of Rus. 

Artur Tschistokjow led to the growing crowd to the municipal 

building. Thousands of people followed him and after a few 

hours, over 30000 men and women had gathered in the city 

center. 

Frank's troopers came on trucks and put some groups of 

armed collectivists to rout. Near the city center, the 

Varangians were attacked by CLJ men again, who had lied 

in wait in the streets. 
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They stopped immediately and fired back. After a few 
minutes, the collectivists ran away and fled right into the 
arms of the Varagians on the following trucks, who mowed 
them down with their assault rifles. 

The local police officers were totally overwhelmed with a 
sudden strike like this and had apparently no desire to fight 
against Tschistokjow' s armed units. So the police station of 
the city was occupied without any problems and the 
surprised officers were disarmed. Finally, Tschistokjow 
walked under the loud cheers of his supporters into the town 
hall and announced the liberation of the city. 
All localities between Pskov and Velikie Luki were 
simultaneously occupied by the Rus and Peter Ulljewski's 
DSR units immediately began to arrest and liquidate the 
collectivist leaders in this region. 

In contrast, Velikie Luki had become a place of chaos and 
anarchy. Some CLJ units and the local collectivist 
organization were preparing the takeover of the city, as 
they, just one day after the conquest of Pskov, were 
surprised by the Rus. 

The hastily erected barricades of the CLJ men in the inner 
city were surrounded by Frank's motorized Varangian 
Guard and the collectivists were forced to surrender. Soon 
after, several hundred armed troopers marched through the 
streets and Tschistokjow followed them. The Russian 
policemen joined the crowd and most of them were even 
grateful, that the Rus had eliminated the collectivist menace. 
Ultimately, Tschistokjow's followers gathered near the main 
administrative building and finally occupied it. 
Alfred Baumer came, at the head of a group of troopers in 
gray shirts, waving his hands, when he recognized his best 
friend in the distance. 
"Frank!", he shouted. 
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Kohlhaas jumped from the truck and gave Alf a hug. 

"Baumer, you Ye here too?" 

The tall man chuckled. "Of course, Wilden has tortured my 

nerves for days and finally sent me to this beautiful place. 

No revolution without uncle Alf!" 

"We have made it! Velikie Luki is in our hands!" Kohlhaas 

raised his fist. 

"Hey, Frank, I want to join your motorized elite unit. You can 

tell this to Artur!", said Alf and seemed to be a bit jealous. 

"Ok, if you like. I would be glad, of course...", replied the 

general. 

"Yes, I hope so. I can compete with any of these Russians 

there on the truck", grumbled Baumer, giving his friend a 

wink. 

"Well, all right, Mr. Baumer! Welcome to the Varangian 

Guard, the elite of the elite!", boasted Kohlhaas and Alf 

climbed on a vehicle. 

With roaring engines, the truck convoy drove away while the 

rest of the Rus was marching through the city, singing, and 

finally listening to Tschistokjow's speech. 

Till the end of the day, the Varangians hunted down the 

collectivists in the small villages around Velikie Luki and 

returned to the city in the night. Meanwhile, the dragon head 

banner was waving on the roof of the town hall. 

While the public order was crumbling everywhere in Russia, 
Tschistokjow's men tried to conquer the rural areas around 
Smolensk. 

In Pocinok, three of them were shot by CLJ troopers at the 
end of August. A few days later, several hundred angry Rus 
came to the village and searched for the murderers of their 
comrades. They stormed the house of the local collectivist 
leader and killed him. Then they shot eight young men, who 
had been referred to them as members of the CASJ by the 
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frightened inhabitants. Subsequently, Artur Tschistokjow 
criticized some of his group leaders energically, because of 
this brutal retaliation, but many of his troopers still backed 
this kind of counterterror. After they had brought the region 
under control, the Rus came back to Smolensk on 5th of 
September. And this time, they were prepared... 

"Believe me, the collectivists in western Russia are not as 

strong as around Moscow or in the eastern parts of the land. 

Here, the CASJ is still under construction and this time they 

are not lead by Uljanin", remarked Frank confidently and 

adjusted his uniform. 

Alf looked nervously around, while his friend clapped him on 

the shoulder. "Keep cool. Today we will smash them!", he 

said quietly. 

The truck convoy drove through the matutinal dawn in the 

direction of Smolensk. An atmosphere of hate and tension 

had come over the city again. The collectivists and the 

Russian police were waiting in the city center and this time 

they were even supported by a small force of GCF soldiers. 

Some people hurried across the street and tried to hide, 

when they saw the trucks of the Varangian Guard coming 

closer, others greeted friendly and a couple of young girls 

even threw flowers out of a window. 

On some houses in the city center, the old national flag of 

Russia or dragon head banners could be seen, on others 

hung the red-black flags of collectivism. The stuffy air of this 

day promised a discharge in smoke and death. 

Frank's cellphone rang, it was Artur Tschistokjow. 

"Oh, really? Well, we'll see!", heard Alf him say after half a 

minute, then Kohlhaas put the cellphone back into his 

pocket. 

"Several hundred GCF soldiers are in the city center. They 

even have some anti-riot tanks", explained Frank. 
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"Anti-riot tanks?", stammered Alf and swallowed. 

"Yes, but we have something to stop them!", said Kohlhaas, 

staring across the street. 

The crowd of Tschistokjow's supporters was still growing, 

thousands of Russians had meanhwile gathered under the 

dragon head flag. 

At 9.00 o'clock in the morning, about 20000 people 

marched towards the inner city, while 17000 were still 

waiting in the east of Smolensk. Artur himself led the bigger 

group. The yelling and chanting demonstrators marched 

through the streets, making a deafening noise, while the 

Varangian Guard stayed away from them and was operating 

independently. The truck convoy stopped and Frank's men 

searched the streets for collectivists. Then they drove on, 

towards the inner city, where they immediately encountered 

Uljanin's CLJ units. 

"Here they are!", shouted Kohlhaas. "Dawaj! Dawaj!" 

The Varangians jumped out of their trucks and catched sight 

of a several hundred collectivists who were screaming 

insults and threats at them. Kohlhaas took his radio and 

gave some commands, three of the trucks disappeared in a 

side street. 

"Now we'll give these bastards a grilling!", he said to Alf 

grimly. 

Only seconds later, cobblestones rained down on the truck 

and a bullet cut through the air. With a loud clang the 

windshield of the vehicle bursted and some more shots 

could be heard. 

"Get down!" 

Baumer jumped behind the truck. Frank and a group of 

Varangians followed him. 

"Dirty Rus scum! Today you will be stomped!", yelled the 

collectivists. 
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Now whole clouds of cobblestones flew through the air and 

a Molotov cocktail hit one of the trucks. The front part of it 

immediately burst into flames. 

"Why don't we shoot back?", whispered Alf. 

"Wait, the others will charge them from behind!", Frank gave 

him to understand and loaded his rifle. 

A few minutes later, three trucks appeared in the back of the 

collectivist mob and stopped with squeaky tires, while the 

CLJ men were silent for a moment. 

"Get them!", shouted Frank at the top of his lungs, jumping 

up and raising the rifle into the air. Then the Varangians 

attacked their enemies from two sides. 

A volley from automatic gunfire hit the swarm of surprised 

collectivists and the first of them were riddled with bullets. 

They started to scream, tried to find cover and finally fled in 

all directions. Frank and the others drove them right into the 

arms of the Varangians behind them, who immediately shot 

them down with their machine guns. A moment later, the 

enemy was wiped out or was turning tail and run. Some 

dozens of dead or heavily wounded CLJ troopers were lying 

on the asphalt in pools of blood. Frank and Alf hurried 

forward and called the Varangians together. 

"What shall we do now, general?", asked one of them. 

Kohlhaas looked at him with a pugnacious glance and 

ordered his soldiers to get back into the trucks. The convoy 

drove through some dirty streets and finally reached the 

center of Smolensk. Loud screaming men with dragon head 

flags in their hands were marching down the street in front 

of them. This time it were their comrades. 

The demonstrating Rus cheered, when they saw the truck 

convoy and made way for the Varangians. After a while, 

about 40000 people had gathered in the center of Smolensk 

and the GCF soldiers moved forward, as soon as they saw 

the demonstrators appearing in the distance. Thousands of 
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collectivists and some units of armed CLJ men followed 
them. 

"Here we are now!" Alf pointed at the city map on his DC- 
Stick. 

"Well, we will attack them immediately! First the GCF 
soldiers, and then the rest", said Kohlhaas and fumbled 
nervously around on a button of his uniform jacket. 
The Varangians heard the collectivists scream in the side 
streets around them, but the truck convoy unwaveringly 
sped further and broke through a police barrier. The officers 
jumped aside and hit the dirt. 

"Our trucks are coming through the Novo Park, over the 
flank!", shouted general Kohlhaas into his radio, while the 
transport vehicles raced forward at breakneck speed. 
Shortly afterwards, the enemy was in sight. 
"Get off the trucks!", yelled Alf at some Russians. 
The Varangians reacted immediately and prepared for the 
attack on the GCF soldiers and the collectivists, who 
seemed to be irritated because of their sudden appearance. 
"Fire!", screamed Frank and his men sent a storm of bullets 
in the direction of Uljanin's troopers. 
Dozens of GCF soldiers fell as under the strike of a giant 
scythe, even before they had found cover. The servants of 
the World Government tried to retreat, but the Varangians 
quickly encircled them and the fight turned into a bloodbath. 
Shortly afterwards, they came over the collectivists, who 
had already begun to attack the demonstrating Rus in front 
of them. Frank and Alf emptied one magazine after another, 
hurled hand grenades into the collectivist swarms and raged 
like berserks. The other Varangians followed their example, 
and within a short time, the collectivists and GCF soldiers 
were put to flight. 
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They ran through the streets, throwing their red-black flags 
to the ground, while the Rus chased them with burning 
hatred. Tschistokjow's followers beat them to death with 
clubs, iron bars and axes or striked them down with their 
guns. In the end, the mass flight of the collectivists ended in 
a massacre. 

After about two hours, the Rus had taken Smolensk. 
Hundreds of dead and wounded were covering the streets 
of the inner city, while the dragon head flag was waving on 
the top of the town hall. Artur Tschistokjow had never seen 
a slaugther like this before - except for the infamous rally in 
Gomel. Anyway, this time his men had won. 

The lightning attack of the motorized Varangian Guard had 
hit the enemy like a hammer blow. Neither the collectivists 
nor the GCF soldiers had had a chance against the 1000 
best-trained and highly motivated elite soldiers of the 
Volksarmee. 

So they had to complain heavy casualties. About 80 GCF 
soldiers had been killed, furthermore over 500 collectivists. 
On the same day, Peter Ulljewski's men had occupied the 
headquarter of the CASJ in the inner city of Smolensk. In 
the course of this operation, the DSR troopers had hanged 
the local CASJ chapter leader and his staff members. 
There was no more doubt, Smolensk had witnessed the 
prelude to a civil war and the brutal manner of the Rus, that 
had this time been similar to Uljanin's methods, shocked 
Tschistokjow's rivals in the western part of Russia 
significantly. 

But the collectivist movement had meanwhile conquered a 
lot of other cities, where all "counterrevolutionaries" had 
been arrested or executed by the CLJ. In the north of 
Moscow, for example in Vologda and Kostroma, the armed 
units of the CASJ and the Russian police fought against 



114 



each other for days, but in the end the collectivists 
succeded. Uljanin's revolution was now marching along the 
Volga. Mass demonstrations swept through Ulyanovsk and 
Syzran in early September. A few days later, the 
collectivists took over the cities and finally came to 
Balakovo, where their leader spoke in front of over 100000 
people. 

No one dared to resist the red-black masses in Balakovo, 
and after they had occupied the city, the troopers of the CLJ 
killed everyone on open street, who was considered to be 
an "enemy of justice and equality". 

The international media hardly reported about these bloody 
excesses or even tried to justify the brutal methods of the 
collectivists. Only the Rus were slandered once more and 
Russian television called them "terrorists" and "murderers". 
Zarizyn should become the next stage of Uljanin's 
revolution. Without any resistance, the CASJ took control 
over the city and expanded its influence towards the Black 
Sea. Rostov was occupied and conquered by the CLJ, while 
the street terror started to rage. 

Political opponents were hunted down, shot and hanged on 
the market places and in the streets. Within a single day, 
several hundred people were liquidated by CLJ squads. A 
large part of Uljanin's victims were middle class Russians, 
furthermore patriots, professed christians, so called 
intellectuals or nonconformist thinkers. At the end of 
September, the collectivist tide even reached the Ukrainian 
border and finally came over Moscow. 
In the meantime, the Rus had established themselves in 
Bryansk after they had driven their opponents out of the city. 
Frank and countless other fighters carried the dragon head 
flag now further to the south and occupied a number of 
smaller towns. 
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Soon after, the city of Klincy and the surrounding villages 
were captured by some units of the Volksarmee. 
Tschistokjow's followers continued with their advance until 
they finally reached Orel and Kursk. This time, the 
widespread chaos and the lethargic attitude of the security 
forces made it easy to takeover these two cities as well, 
what gave the freedom movement a much better strategical 
position. But it was impossible to advance to central Russia. 
The heart of the country was too far away from more or less 
safe Belarus and meanwhile the collectivists were ruling 
over it. 

"In Nowgorod, the collectivists are not all too strong yet, 

their strongholds are in eastern and central Russia", said 

Frank, looking expectantly at Tschistokjow. 

"Maybe you Ye right", answered the rebel leader, scratching 

his head. 

"We must lose no time. The rural region around Nowgorod 

is large and the collectivists will have problems to overrun it 

if we occupy the villages at first", explained Kohlhaas. 

The President was musing for a moment, then he returned: 

"This is a good strategy, Frank! We need to get a strong 

position in St. Petersburg, Nowgorod could become the key 

for it!" 

"Yes, exactly! And around Nowgorod is a huge rural area, 

which extends up to Rybinsk. We must gain control over 

these region, as soon as possible." 

"Anyway, Uljanin will take over Moscow. One way or 

another!", said Tschsitokjow angrily. 

"Yes, and we are not able to stop him! Nevertheless, we 

have to conquer the western part of Russia. That's all we 

can do at present!" 
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"And then we will expand our influence to the northern 

Ukraine. At first Nowgorod, then Ukraine", remarked the 

Belarusian head of state in German and smiled. 

"The collectivists will occupy the region around Donez and 

probably even some other areas in the Russian west. In 

return, we should try to take over Kiev." 

"Kiev!" Artur looked a little melancholically at his German 

friends. "I was born there. My hometown. In Kiev, we have a 

very active group of our organization, Frank!" 

"All groups in the Ukraine shall immediately start with a 

propaganda campaign. Demonstrating, distributing leaflets 

and so on. We have to win as much sympathy as possible 

among the people." 

Tschistokjow only showed a simper. "There will be civil war 

in Russia. Tm sure. It is only a question of time, my friends. 

But how can we survive a conflict like this?" 

General Kohlhaas shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know, 

Artur! The superiority of our enemies is immense, but we 

have to try it anyway." 

"Well, then we should conquer Nowgorod at first. Tim 

counting on you and the Varangian Guard", said the leader 

of the Rus and sat effetely down on his chair. 

Frank was happy that Alf was there. About hundred men of 
the Varangian Guard and he were sleeping tonight in an 
empty gym. When everything was quiet and Frank could 
only hear the quiet breathing and snoring of his soldiers, he 
was sometimes tortured by scattered thoughts. That night, 
he was depressive once again. The last few months, and 
the last years as well, had been a never-ending battle. The 
young man stared at the crumbling ceiling of the hall and let 
the thoughts wander through his head. 
This state of rumination he had always tried to suppress, but 
this time, Kohlhaas wasn't able to ignore his inner feelings 
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anymore. The blinders, which he had given to himself, had 

vanished for a moment, so that he could not avoid it to 

reflect about his life. 

Again and again, Julia's face appeared in front of his mind's 

eye and he had to admit himself that he was still neglecting 

her. Nevertheless, Frank loved her, from the bottom of his 

heart, but he was always on the road. Tonight he slept in 

Pskov, a Russian city he had never heard of before. Soon 

they would advance to Nowgorod. And afterwards, Frank 

would be sent elsewhere. 

"In the end, everybody has a part of me, but nevertheless I 

will die alone", he thought to himself, restlessly turning 

around in his sleeping bag. 

"I will call her tomorrow", he promised to himself in moments 

like that - to forget it again on the next day. It had always 

been the same in the last years. Frank was always fighting 

somewhere, always on the run, from Japan to Russia to 

elsewhere. And the young man feared, that it would go on 

forever in this vein. 

Sad and frustrated, he sighed quietly. Was this the price for 

all the heroism? And was he a hero anyway? Maybe 

tomorrow everything would turn out to be an illusion, a soap 

bubble that would burst and nothing would remain of it... 

Artur Tschistokjow, who was in those days more a general 
than a statesman, and his men took Nowgorod. This time 
everything ended without bloodshed. The collectivists did 
not resist and most of the policemen defected to the Rus. 
The motorized Varangians and the trooper units with their 
trucks and assault rifles had been intimidating enough for 
their enemies. 

The ordinary citizens of Nowgorod cheered and finally 
hoped for order and peace. Russia flags shyly hung out of 
some windows, while a group of young women was 
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throwing bouquets at the Rus, that were marching through 
the inner city. Impatiently, the people clogged the main 
streets to see the rebel leader from Belarus. Many 
inhabitants of Nowgorod had feared the collectivists and 
now they praised Tschistokjow as their protector and 
liberator. Finally, the head of the freedom movement 
delivered a speech in front of over 70000 people. 

Frank and Alf breathed again at the end of this day. There 
hadn't been any fights, and the opponents had already fled. 
Several regiments of the Volksarmee and some trooper 
units secured the occupied cities in western Russia, while 
the political functionaries of the freedom movement tried to 
restore order. 

The occupation of these border towns was an initial 
success, but measured against the fact, that the collectivists 
already controlled great parts of Russia, it was hardly worth 
mentioning. 

In the middle of October, Uljanin came to Moscow and 
reorganized his party. Numerous rallies and parades, a sea 
of red-black flags and angry masses, stirred up the Russian 
metropolis and its 16 million inhabitants. Occasionally, the 
Russian police was ignoring their orders from above and 
tried to stop the collectivist mobs. But they were chanceless. 
On the 20th of October, bloody barricade fights began and 
about 50000 members of the CASJ attacked the police. The 
riots lasted for several days and Uljanin's men left a trace of 
devastation all over Moscow. 

Not a single GCF soldier had been sent out to protect the 
city and not single a tank or Skydragon had appeared. The 
international forces had long retreated, leaving the helpless 
policemen alone, while the wrath of the collectivists came 
over them. It didn't take long, until the Russian police had 
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surrendered. Now the streets of the Russian capital 
belonged to Uljanin's CLJ squads. 

Kuluga and Tula, two cities in the south of Moscow, were 
also overrun by the red-black revolution, that had seized the 
old Russian capital like a raging wildfire. The members of 
the CASJ were now only waiting for Uljanin, who wanted to 
proclaim the collectivist victory in the heart of Russia's most 
important metropolis. 

In the meantime, CLJ units conquered Serpuhov and 
Kolomna and the entire south of Moscow. Finally, the leader 
of the CASJ followed them with his staff. 
On the 30th of October, the collectivists occupied the 
Kremlin and the governor of the administrative sector 
"Eastern Europe", Maxim Blumenew, abdicated. Uljanin let 
him leave the city and Blumenew flew to North America a 
few days later. 

"Artur Tschistokjow - The savior of Belarus will give you 
work and safety!", could be read under the image of the 
leader of the freedom movement, which was printed on the 
small data disc in Frank's hand. The general, lost in 
thought, beheld the photo of the blonde man with a serious 
face. Anyone looking at it, could foresee the eerie power 
and strength of this fanatical revolutionary. 
Meanwhile, Frank could repeat almost every word of the 
video presentation on this disc. He and his Varangians had 
already distributed thousands of them in the last weeks. 
Yes, he had watched the short propaganda movie countless 
times. The success of Tschistokjow' s regiment was shown 
to the viewer, while the video presentation warned of the 
"Gravedigger of Russia", Vitali Uljanin, in the same breath. 
The head of the CASJ was the mass murderer, the traitor, 
the red-black messenger of terror and so on. The same 
content was, only slightly compressed, on the leaflets, which 
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were distributed by the Rus in great numbers all over 

western Russia. 

Artur Tschistokjow was the "savior", Uljanin was the "devil" 

and the "Agent of the Lodge Brothers". The freedom 

movement wanted to rescue Russia, the collectivists wanted 

to destroy it. Black and white, good and evil - this was the 

soul and the core of all propaganda and it would always 

work well, thought Frank. 

Meanwhile, he had dedicated himself to Tschistokjow, like a 

disciple to his Redeemer. Frank had fought and killed for 

this man, and he was still on the front, risking his life over 

and over again. And the same did his friend Alf and all the 

other Rus. 

"I know you since several years now, but you are still a 

stranger for me, my friend", whispered Frank, staring at 

Tschistokjow' s photo. 

Then he looked briefly around. Only some loud talking 

soldiers stood at the other end of the warehouse and 

smoked. Kohlhaas was sitting on a large cardboard box and 

was glad if no one was bothering him today with any new 

orders or vanities. 

"I trust you, like a baby trusts its mother", it flashed through 

the general's mind as his eyes examined Tschistokjow' s 

charismatic, expressive facial features. "Don't ever deceive 

me, Artur!" 

As the word "mother" came back into Frank's mind, he 

thought of her for a short moment. He had almost forgotten 

his mother, as he admitted and felt guilty. And it was the 

same with his father and his sister, who were already dead 

since several years. Could they see him now? Now, as he 

was sitting here in this gray warehouse, on a box, in the 

outskirts of Minsk? What would his father say? What would 

his mother think about him? What would his parents think of 

all this here? Would they be proud to have a son, who was 
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admired by his comrades, because he was a great killer? 
Frank came to no conclusion and ultimately he said to 
himself, that he alone was carrying the responsibility for his 
deeds and could only be judged by God. This world had 
become a vale of tears, a huge battlefield and again and 
again Frank said to himself, that he was fighting for a better 
future. 

"Killing today, for a better tomorrow...", muttered Kohlhaas 
and remembered the text of an old heavy metal song from 
his youth. Distraughtly, he shook his head because of all 
these absurd ideas. 

"This world has lost its mind! You are the only light in this 
night full of madness and hatred", he whispered and stared 
at Tschistokjow's picture. He drilled his gaze into the portrait 
and meticulously studied every feature of the rebel leader. 
"The good thing is, that this photo can not change. It can 
never change, it will always be as it is. An unchanging thing 
that can not be falsified. It must remain unchangeable - 
forever! Yes, this is good and true. You are true, Artur 
Tschistokjow. There can't be any doubt", muttered 
Kohlhaas. 

"Do not disappoint me, my friend! At least, one thing on this 
damn planet must remain true and honest..." 

The chairman of the Collectivist Association for Social 
Justice looked down on the huge mass around him. He was 
standing on a small stage, surrounded by a roaring, red- 
black crowd, that lusted for every word he said. Meanwhile, 
the cunning man had nearly fulfilled the task, the elders had 
given to him. Moscow was drowning in the collectivist flood, 
which had been unleashed by him. Now, only the west of 
Russia had to be conquered by his men. And after this, they 
would take the Ukraine and then the revolution would even 
reach central Asia. Afterwards, the collectivists would take 
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over Poland, the Czech Republic and finally western 

Europe. 

Uljanin hoped, that the Council of the 13 would allow it to 

him one day, to carry the flag of collectivism around the 

world. But it depended on the decisions of the wise. It had to 

be a part of the Great Plan, because every action had to 

serve it. Uljanin was merely a lackey, an agent, but he had 

begun to love his role. 

"We will prevail! Forever! The nations of the earth shall 

serve us and creep through the dust beneath our feet. We 

will devour them with skin and hair", the collectivist leader 

said quietly to himself and smiled. 

The people in front of him were crying, shouting and 

screaming, a riptide of human beings, flooding through the 

streets of Moscow. 

"Freedom! Equality! Justice!", it resounded out of tens of 

thousands of throats. 

The head of the collectivist movement looked at his 

followers with a slight tang of contempt. Many of these men, 

who praised him today, were desperate, sad creatures. 

They had dirty faces and looked starved, emaciated, 

unshaven, unwashed and pale. But they were eager to 

follow his orders. 

Nevertheless, some of them, though not the largest part of 

the collectivist mass, were not poor. For example the 

students of the university of Moscow, who had joined the 

CASJ. Many of these young academics had become 

functionaries in the collectivist movement and they liked it to 

theorize in front of the poor, reciting Mardochow's maxims a 

thousand times. 

Often, these sassy, self-righteous young graduates told the 

despaired and poor people around them, how Mardochow 

and Uljanin would end their pain one day. However, most of 

the uneducated men and women did not understand much 
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of what they preached them, but the promise of a better 
future always sounded like music in their ears. 

"The revolution has conquered Moscow!", shouted Vitali 

Uljanin with a trembling voice, throwing his arms into the air. 

The human carpet around him started to roar and the sea of 

red-black flags waved back and forth. 

"Now it is done! You will be free! You will find social justice! 

Equality! Equality! Equality!", screamed Uljanin, holding his 

fist high. 

His followers answered him with the same gesture and 

chorused: "Equality! Equality!" 

"But before I can save you, my collectivist brothers, we have 

to free also the rest of Russia from the capitalist exploiters 

and Tschistokjow's fascist hordes! 

These reactionist murderers have occupied several towns in 

the west, but we will drive them back! We will exterminate 

this criminal breed, with root and branch! 

They are responsible for the fact, that I can not help you so 

far! They are to blame, if you are still hungry and I can not 

accomplish my work for the great equality! The Rus are the 

enemies of our revolution and the enemies of Russia!" 

The seething mass answered with a deafening, hate-filled 

screaming, while thousands of men were brandishing clubs, 

axes and all kinds of other weapons. They looked archaic 

and barbaric, like a horde of ravenous prehistoric men. 

"We start today, everything that keeps us away from eternal 

equality must be destroyed! Follow me, my brothers! 

Follows me, wherever I lead you to, because I will lead you 

into a bright future!" 

The people around Uljanin fell into a feverish frenzy and 

were overturned by boundless enthusiasm. The leader of 

the CASJ smiled contentedly down on them. How easy it 

was, to manipulate the masses. 
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Death Toll for Ivas 



Sven smiled and shook Frank's hand. Then he went into the 

living room, where Alf was lying on the sofa. It seemed that 

Kohlhaas apartment in Minsk had meanwhile become his 

second home, because Baumer was hanging around here 

since days. 

"Sven! That's a surprise!", said Baumer, straightened up 

and turned off the television. 

"I have been on the road in the villages around Nowgorod, 

with loudspeaker vans. That was an exhausting campaign", 

answered Sven, while Frank gave him a soda. 

"Nice that you visit us, old boy. We have been on the road 

too and haven't seen Ivas for a long time", explained 

Kohlhaas. "What's about the other villagers?" 

"They are constantly working for the Rus. Distributing 

pamphlets, driving around with loudspeaker vans, 

demonstrating and so on", replied the young man who had 

been maimed in the Japanese war. 

His remaining eye was staring at Frank and Alfred. Then he 

smiled. "What has happened in Smolensk?" 

Kohlhaas grinned. "You have watched TV, haven't you?" 

"Yes!" 

"Oh, we have just kicked the asses of some collectivists and 

GCF soldiers. My Varangian Guard and me", said Frank 

proudly. 

"A great success, without any doubt. Good work, general!", 

remarked the guest from Ivas. 

"Sven?" 

"Yes!" 

"I would be glad if you join my Varangian corps!" 
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The young man with the disfigured face pondered for a 

moment and answered: "No, Frank! Tve already lost one 

eye and three fingers in the Japanese war. Moreover, Tm in 

the first rank at our demonstrations and this is already 

dangerous enough. I lead the boys from Ivas. Meanwhile, 

we are a punchy team." 

"Are those teenage boys, who have made that crap back 

then in the neighboring village, still active?", asked Alf. 

Sven laughed. "Yes, the whole youth of Ivas is still active. 

These boys have helped us in a lot of propaganda 

campaigns. Meanwhile, they are all right." 

"And Ziegler?" 

"Well, Michael is no longer a wimp. He has been with us at 

the first demonstration in Smolensk and was beaten up by 

some collectivists. But he is nevertheless still active. You 

can count on him." 

Frank sighed. Tm missing Ivas so much! Sometimes I think 

my ass will one day end up somewhere in Mongolia. Rallies 

here and street fights there - this whole shit makes me 

sick!" 

Baumer perked his eyebrows up and nodded. Sven clapped 

Frank with his hand, which had only two fingers, on the 

shoulder and said: "We have no time to rest too, my friend. 

Even the propaganda units are working around the clock. 

But what shall I say, you know all this..." 

"Have you seen Julia again?", inquired Kohlhaas. 

"I haven't been in Ivas all too often, Frank. She was in 

Steffen de Vries little shop, when I saw her last time", 

returned the guest. 

"Aha, I will call her tonight...", muttered Frank quietly. 

Sven Weber stayed overnight in Frank's apartment and the 
three men drunk a lot of alcohol. On the next morning, the 
guest from Ivas met with some other Rus and finally drove 
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to Kromy, a town south of Orel, to distribute the lately 

designed pamphlet "Who are the Powers Behind Vitali 

Uljanin?". 

There had been a lot of reports on Belarusian television 

about this topic to enlight the public about Uljanin's true 

identity and the forces behind his pseudo-revolution. The 

collectivist leader was exposed as an agent of the World 

Government, while his ideology was dismantled by 

Tschistokjow himself. 

With tens of thousands of data discs and leaflets, which 

were distributed throughout the western part of Russia, and 

a big information campaign on the Internet, the Freedom 

Movement of the Rus started a large-scale assault on the 

leader of the CAS J. 

All in all, the operation was very successful and reached 

millions of Russians who slowly began to scrutinize the 

collectivist ideology. Uljanin feared this campaign more than 

anything else. 

When Frank and Alfred brought their friend to the door on 

the next morning, they could not imagine, that they would 

never see him again. Sven Weber paid for participating in 

the awareness campaign with his life. 

The tireless fighter, who had already sacrificed so much in 

his young life, was killed by a group of collectivists in Kromy. 

It happened in the early evening hours in a little side street. 

The murderers shot Sven three times in the temple. 

Moreover, two of his Russian comrades were seriously 

injured. One of them died on the way to the hospital. 

Sven Weber had instantly been dead, as Frank and Alfred 

learned a few days later from the Rus, who had survived the 

assassination attempt. 

Thorsten Wilden had finally broken the terrible news to 

Kohlhaas, and the general had just gaped speechlessly. At 

first, Frank had hardly been able to believe it. 
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Shortly afterwards, Baumer knew it too and likewise stared 
into space with a deep shock in his guts. Their best friend 
had been murdered. Some collectivists had ended his life in 
a city, whose name Frank and Alf had never heard before. 

"What the hell means "ubogij"?", asked Alf glumly, trying to 
decipher the Cyrillic text on the computer screen. 
"What?", he heard from behind. Frank came. 
Tm on the website of the collectivist district chapter of 
Kursk. Here is something about the killing of Sven!" 
Kohlhaas browsed his digital dictionary on the DC-Stick and 
stared at the screen. His eyes became two narrow slits. 
"Ubogij? It means "crippled"! They write: "Ugly, crippled Rus 
mutant shot in Kromy!". Those damn rats!", he hissed. 
Shortly thereafter, Frank translated also the rest of the text 
and read it out to his friend: "Some of Tschistokjow' s 
reactionary agitators had obviously had the illusion, that 
they could spread their deceitful propaganda in our city, and 
came to Kromy. 

After the Rus had distributed their stupid leaflets for several 
hours, they finally got what they deserved. We made them 
pay for their insolence! 

A group of collectivist activists wanted to talk to the Rus, but 
Tschistokjow' s fascist thugs immediately became 
aggressive and attacked us. So we had no other chance, 
than defending ourselves. 

Two members of the freedom movement, including a 
particularly more than ugly guy, that Artur Tschistokjow had 
apparently sent to Kromy to scare us, were fatally injured. 
This incident is hopefully a lesson for the reactionary Rus 
scum. Stay away from our city! We do not tolerate any Rus 
in Kromy! Down with Artur Tschistokjow and his lies!" 
"They deride Sven's death!", growled Baumer and closed 
the website. 
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"They'll soon be laughing on the other side of their faces! 

We should visit Kromy with some of our Varagians to cut 

some throats", said Frank angrily. 

"Forget it! Artur would never allow this. The Varangians are 

no tool of our personal revenge..." 

"Yeah, I know that!", grumbled Frank back and left the room. 

The body of Sven Weber was brought to Ivas. Frank and 

Alfred returned to their home village to pay him the last 

respect. It was an overcast morning. The two rebels had 

borrowed suits and ties from some acquaintances, because 

today Sven's funeral was expecting them. 

A restless night had tormented Frank and he had once 

again plunged into terrible dreams and visions. He had 

hardly slept a wink, and it was the same with Alf. 

They were still too sad and confused to be able to feel 

hatred and vindictiveness. Again and again, Sven's face 

appeared in their minds and mostly it was his youthful and 

beautiful face, before the mission of war in Japan. 

Wilden was already waiting at the door and picked them up. 

Julia and Agatha stood behind him, welcoming them 

reservedly. Then they went to the small cemetery outside of 

Ivas. 

Almost every villager and hundreds of comrades from 

Belarus, Russia and the Baltic countries, who had learned 

to know Sven Weber during his tireless activities, had 

gathered there. Artur Tschistokjow had come too. He just 

shook hands without saying a word. 

Somewhere among the mourners in their black suits, Frank 

could hear Sven's mother and his father, sobbing quietly. 

There he lay, in a flower adorned coffin, the beloved son, 

cold and dead, with three bullet holes in his head. Frank and 

Alfred had seen him last night, laid out in the old church of 

Ivas. 
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Gray and bloodless, the friend had rested in his coffin, while 
his one eye had glassy stared into nothingness. The frozen 
hands had lain on Sven's breast and the dried blood on his 
temple had still been in his blonde hair. 
The two tough guys had wept like children, when they had 
seen him like this. Ultimately, they had stroked him one last 
time over his head, thankful for all the happy hours he had 
given to them. Then they had wished him a good journey to 
the other side, where the ancestors were waiting for him. 
Thorsten Wilden delivered the eulogy in front of the villagers 
and the other funeral guests, strangely hesitant and often 
interrupted by tears. This time he was not the sovereign 
village boss and foreign minister, because all his proverbial 
dispassion had vanished. 

In silence, the endless funeral procession was walking 
through the streets of Ivas and repeatedly a faint crying 
ended the cruel silence. Frank and Alfred threw a shovel of 
earth on the coffin of their good friend, then they went back 
home. With bowed heads and deeply grieved. 
"Without Sven, we both had died in "Big Eye", muttered 
Frank and turned around to Alf. 

The giant just nodded and tried to hide his tears in front of 
his friend. Silently, he was walking ahead, while Kohlhaas 
was slowly tagging behind him. 

Julia did her best to reassure Frank and Alfred. Since days, 

the two men talked about nothing else than bloody 

retribution . 

"This won't bring Sven back!", she said again and again, but 

the minds of the rebels were meanwhile obsessed by the 

lust for revenge. 

However, they would get enough opportunities to spill blood 

in the future and their constant outbursts of sadness and 
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anger were not very wise. But nevertheless, it was their way 

to deal with the death of their best friend. 

"His sacrifice must not be in vain!", preached Kohlhaas, but 

this phrase could hardly alleviate his grief. 

In November, the rebels finally returned to Belarus. Julia 

Wilden came with them and spent a few days in Minsk. 

Frank asked her several times if she would move one day to 

the capital of Belarus and the young woman promised him 

to think about it. 

Frank wanted her on his side, but Julia's concerns about 

him were right as Kohlhaas knew deep inside. Meanwhile, 

the political struggle was waiting and Frank was pushed 

forward once again. He put on his uniform, gritted his teeth 

and kept on going. 

A few days later, about 8000 Rus marched through the 

streets of Kursk to show their power. Although there were 

some minor clashes with the local collectivists, the rally 

ended without bigger riots or gun fights. 

Shortly thereafter, Frank, Alfred and the other Varangians 

came to the city and arrested some collectivist agitators who 

were brought to a prison in Belarus. 

Then they returned and protected their comrades during 

their propaganda campaigns in the northern Ukraine. Near 

Cernihiv it came to a brief shoot-out with a group of CLJ 

men, otherwise everything went quiet. 

Meanwhile, almost all GCF soldiers had left Russia and 

were sent to several crisis regions around the globe, 

especially to the Middle East or the Iran. This meant, that 

the collectivists had free rein now. CLJ troopers disarmed 

and replaced the Russian police in more and more cities, 

while Uljanin enforced his new order by all available means. 

Many thousands of unpopular persons fell victim to a 

nationwide wave of "purges" and the collectivists started 

with their expropriation campaign. 
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"All property is transferred into the hands of the people!", 
declared Uljanin. This meant in reality, however, the transfer 
of all assets into the hands of the new rulers. 
Apart from that, the international banks were not even 
touched by the collectivists and only nationalized in 
pretence. The old owners, who were also Lodge Brothers, 
remained in their positions. Meanwhile, the leader of the 
collectivist movement revealed more and more of his 
destructive plans for Russia. 

One goal was the total annihilation of the remnants of the 
old Russian culture. Hence, the collectivists started to knock 
down historic buildings and the few remaining churches, 
monuments and relics in the cities. 

"The Russian nation and its culture must perish! Only then, 
the new order of eternal equality can be realized", 
hammered Uljanin into the heads of his followers again and 
again. And these began with their great opus of destruction, 
leaving rubble and chaos. 

However, Uljanin's unbridled destructive frenzy led to the 
fact that more and more Russians slowly asked themselves 
if the collectivist revolution would really solve their problems. 
But every publicly expressed criticism was muzzled by the 
fanatical CLJ men. 

In the meantime, Artur Tschistokjow's freedom movement 
was still growing in western Russia and the Rus had 
strengthened their positions. The awareness campaign 
about Uljanin and the forces behind his back had been of 
use. Thousands of new members and sympathizers filled 
the ranks of the freedom movement and the power of the 
collectivist onslaught against the western part of Russia 
seemed slowly to subside. 

A demonstration of Uljanin's men in Brjansk could be 
prevented in early December by the Rus, who attacked the 
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collectivists with several hundred troopers. Shortly 
afterwards, it was the same in Nowgorod. 
The Varangian Guard was everywhere in use and 
constantly drove the collectivists out of the small towns and 
villages between Orel and Kursk. In Kolpny, the 1000 
soldiers strong elite unit came into the town by night and 
arrested several functionaries of the CASJ who were shot 
on the spot. 

The interaction between the armed trooper units of the 
freedom movement and the ordinary activists, which 
overflowded the towns and cities with leaflets and data 
discs, became better and better. 

Meanwhile, the social situation in Russia was even more 
desolate. Not only the prices for food were still rising, but 
also those for commodities or fuel. The collectivist 
intervention in the economy and the complete expropriation 
of countless citizens exacerbated the social need up to an 
unbearable degree. A wave of famine and discontent shook 
central and eastern Russia, while the country's 
infrastructure was now in danger to collapse completely. 
In the course of this chaotic situation, more and more 
Russians and Ukrainians recognized that the people in 
Belarus and the Baltic countries had a much better life 
under Tschistokjow's reign. There was neither famine nor 
chaos. 

To the contrary, the political and economic measures of the 
Belarusian head of state were slowly growing fruit. A 
makeshift social security had been established, many 
industry complexes and factories had been saved from 
closing, and even agriculture had already recovered. 
Furthermore, the Belarusians and Baits were also spiritually 
and culturally in some kind of healing phase. Crime and 
squalor in the cities had declined rapidly, and even the birth 
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rate was slowly rising again, thanks to the massive public 
support of families. 

The ponderous but steady resurgence of Belarus could not 
even be stopped by the World Government in the long run. 
Despite of its economic boycott policy or anything else. 
In addition, Japan and the Philippines also existed as export 
markets for Belarusian goods. That was not much, but 
nevertheless it was not nothing. 

In the meantime, Vitali Uljanin had relocated his office into 

the Kremlin and was planning the next steps of the 

collectivist revolution with his CASJ functionaries. 

"I have organized a steel worker strike in Luhansk. If we 

have Luhansk, then we will soon have the entire Donez 

region. And then the eastern Ukraine is in our hands", said 

Roman Chazarovitsch, the CASJ leader of the Ukraine. 

"Well...", grumbled Uljanin and grimly beheld his staff 

members. 

A pudgy man added: "In the west of Russia..." 

But the Collectivist leader interrupted him harshly. "Whafs 

about western Russia? Why is the revolution stagnating 

there?" 

"These damn Rus have prevented our rally in Brjansk!", 

returned the functionary. 

Uljanin leaned thoughtfully back in his leather chair and 

said: "That Tschistokjow is thougher than I have thought!" 

"Some of our chapter leader have been arrested or shot. 

These pigs have motorized squads, that appear out of 

nowhere!", complained another CASJ leader. 

"We have units like this too. Anyway...", Uljanin put him off. 

"It must be our goal to take St. Petersburg. If we control also 

the second largest city in Russia, then the west of Russia 

will soon be in our hands! Therefore, I have appointed 
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Theodore Soloto, one of our best orators and agitators, to 

lead the CASJ group in St. Petersburg from now on!" 

The rest of the functionaries started to whisper secretly. 

One of them, a medium-sized man with glasses, black curly 

hair, long sideburns and an impenetrable look nodded and 

smiled. 

"Thank you, Mr. Uljanin!", he said. 

The chairman of the CASJ kept a straight face, got up from 

his leather chair and positioned himself in front of his 

subordinates. 

"I demand that Tschistokjow and his breed are stopped - at 

all cost. Recruite more men for our CLJ units in western 

Russia! Go on with the rallies! Let no Rus life undisturbed! 

Find out everything about their chapter leaders! Find out 

where they live! Gun them down! Put them down! Got it?", 

vociferated Uljanin angrily. 

His staff members murmured their approval and finally left 

the room. The angry glance of their leader followed them. 

Before the winter of 2037 swept over Russia, the Rus 
extended their actions till the suburbs of St. Petersburg. The 
last big demonstration of this year took place in Kolpino. 
There were some attacks of the collectivists, who 
demonstrated on the same day, what led to 14 deads on 
both sides. 

However, Frank and Alfred had remained in Minsk. A few 
days later, they drove back to Ivas and looked forward to a 
quiet Christmas with good food and much sleep. 

Frank wiped off a load of snow from the old wooden bench 
near the forest outside the village, put a soft blanket over it 
and sat down. Julia Wilden did the same. 
They were silent for a while and beheld the snowy tops of 
the trees above them. Somewhere in the distance, the cry of 
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an animal could be heard, otherwise there was only the 

wind, roaming quietly through the branches. 

The young woman leaned her head against Frank's 

shoulder and tried to warm herself. He stroked her gently 

through the soft, blonde hair and was lost in thought. 

"What's up with you? You are musing since hours, Frank", 

said Julia, looking thoughtfully at him. 

"Oh, nothing, it's all right...", answered the general. 

"Are you happy to be back in Ivas?" 

"Yes, of course! I'm more than happy! If I would have a 

choice, I would never leave this place again." 

Julia gave him a hug. "That would be great!" 

"But I have no choice, as you know. Soon I have to go back 

to Belarus!" 

"The revolution calls for its hero...", she muttered with a 

certain lack of understanding. 

Frank stared at the snow-covered ground and cleared his 

throat. "If it continues like that, then I'll be just vanished one 

day." 

Julia was astonished and stood up from the bench. "What 

do you mean?", she asked confusedly. 

The leader of the Varangian Guard looked at her with a 

cynical expression: "Because I'll be dead then! One day, 

they will finally get me and my luck will have left me..." 

From one moment to the next, Julia became indignant. She 

had planned to talk with Frank a bit about her future 

studying and her work in the village school, but now Frank 

came with the same old story again. Julia had finally enough 

of all the rallies, street fights and revolutions. 

"Then let the others fight for once!", she scolded. 

The general shook his head and said nothing. Shortly 

afterwards, he returned: "The others are already fighting. 

And they die. Just like me. Sven is already dead, and soon 

they will get me..." 
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"To hell with all this crap, Frank!" 

"Anyway, I'm doing it for you too, Julia." 

"Yes, of course! I'm looking forward to the day when you 

finally bite the dust for me. That's what I've always wanted, 

Frank!" 

"But...?" 

"But what? You are unable to live a normal life, that's a fact. 

"If a man sacrifices himself for the cause, it is the greatest 

thing he can do!" Yes, listen to your beloved saviour 

Tschistokjow and die a heroic death, you fool!", hissed the 

daughter of the village boss. 

A second later, Frank jumped off the bench and angrily 

uttered a curse. 

"Do not talk to me like that, Julia! I'm not one of your little 

pupils, got it? You have to pay me respect!", roared 

Kohlhaas and positioned himself threateningly in front of the 

pretty woman. 

Julia's blue eyes sparkled at him, then she gave Frank a 

cynical grin. "So what? Do you want to beat me up now, 

general Kohlhaas?" 

Frank paused. "No! Of course not..." 

"It's better if I go now. I had really looked forward to see 

you, but I can't stand this theatre anymore...", said Julia 

disappointedly. Then she turned around and walked back to 

the village. 

"You're a fool, Frank! Apparently, the only happiness in your 

life is the success in your eternal struggle. You don't want to 

see anything else, poor hero!", she shouted at him angrily 

and left. Kohlhaas remained on the bench and stared at the 

cloudy sky. Maybe Julia was right, he thought to himself. 
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Frustration and a Strange Professor 



The freedom movement had expanded its influence in the 
northern Ukraine and the numbers of its members was 
growing. On the other hand, the enemy had taken the 
industrial area around Donez after several strikes and mass 
demonstrations. Now Uljanin's men controlled the streets in 
this large and important region. CLJ units searched the 
cities for supporters of the freedom movement and executed 
everyone who was suspected to be a Rus. 
All in all, Vitali Uljanin was content with the progress of his 
men in the Ukraine. In his eyes, it was only a question of 
time until Kiev and also the rest of the country would be in 
the hand of the CASJ. So his functionaries developed a 
restless activity, leaving their opponents no time to rest. 
Nevertheless, more and more Ukrainians showed 
sympathies with the Rus. Others feared that their country 
would soon be ruled by Uljanin or Tschistokjow. In the latter 
case, they knew, however, that they would life in better 
conditions as under the collectivist yoke. 
Moreover, Tschistokjow was admittedly of Russian descent, 
but at least born in Kiev. Therefore, the blonde politician 
became not tired to stress this fact in his speeches again 
and again. 

"I feel with the Ukrainian people and I will give them back 
their freedom", he promised. 

Now it was the question, who was able to prevail in the long 
run. Frank and Alfred returned to Minsk in the second week 
of January. 

A thick blanket of snow blocked the roads in the endless 
vastness of Russia. Therefore, the political activism 
stagnated and it was quiet until the snow started to 
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disappear. In February 2038, the struggle continued and 
both sides made their first rallies and demonstrations. In the 
western part of Russia, the collectivists proceeded now 
much more aggressive against the Rus and started a bloody 
guerrilla war in the cities. 

Meanwhile, the Russian police looked away, trying to deal 
with the armed units of the two revolutionary movements. 
Overall, the frustrated police officers, who hadn't received 
any salary payments since weeks, felt much more sympathy 
for the freedom movement than for the CASJ. For this 
reason, the Rus did a lot to convert the Russian policemen 
to their column. They promised them the termination of the 
collectivist chaos and the return of law and order. 

Frank beheld himself in the mirror. He believed that his hair 

had become a bit grayer, and he had some more little folds. 

Some overgrown scrapes and scratches were running down 

his cheek and his forehead. But they were not to recognize 

at first sight, as Frank said to himself. 

Furthermore, shadows had formed under his green eyes. 

Since when were they there? Frank wondered and did not 

find an answer. 

"Maybe I'm just fancying all this", he thought and continued 

to stare into the mirror. 

Kohlhaas was now 36 years old. Damn old or at least not 

young anymore, as he meant. Meanwhile, he had become a 

general of the Volksarmee and the leader of the best unit of 

it. He was a great warrior, perhaps even a talented butcher. 

A lot of men had been killed by his bullets and blades. 

Therefore, his comrades were worshipping him. 

He was also not stupid. Frank had a sharp intellect and was 

able to think strategically. The Varangians followed him, 

because of his inner strength, his iron will and his great 
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courage. But nevertheless, the general was tortured by a 

feeling of emptiness and permanent exhaustion. 

"I am marching from battle to battle. This is my destiny. One 

day I will be an old man - if they don't kill me before - and I 

will have nothing but a pile of medals", he sometimes 

mused. 

He imagined a group of little children, standing in front of his 

house, who were shouting: "There lives the old gentleman, 

Mr. Kohlhaas! He has once been a great fighter. He was like 

Achilles, like Siegfried, like Leonidas! Oh, how great would it 

be to become a man like him." 

But it would not be his children. No, other people's children, 

because Frank would never have an own family. It would be 

his fate to live and die as a lonely man. A lonely but admired 

soldier, a forever fighting hero in a hamster wheel. 

What would be if it was all in vain? If their rebellion would 

finally fail and nothing would remain of it? 

He became increasingly unhappy, sad and listless. 

Nevertheless, Artur Tschistokjow would call him again soon. 

Today, however, he wanted to go out with Alfred, roaming 

through the pubs at night and going into a tavern, where 

they sometimes played "New Iron Metal", Frank's favorite 

music. Today the general wanted to drink and forget. 

Until five o' clock in the morning, Frank and Alf had walked 
through the streets of Minsk. Baumer had flirted with a 
pretty Russian girl, while Frank had thought of Julia once 
more. Some young Russians had reverently come to their 
table and had asked, if he really was "General Gollchaas". 
He had just nodded, with a broad smile. 
Suddenly, the owner of the pub had come as well to shake 
their hands. Then they had drunken for free. 
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"I am also a member of the freedom movement, Mr. 
Gollchaas", the pub owner had told. "We are proud, that you 
visit us today, general." 

Beyond all his depressions, Frank had been happy when he 
heard these words. Apparently, he meant something to 
many people. It did not solve his inner problems, but it 
sounded good, really good. Totally inebriated, the two men 
finally returned to Frank's apartment in the gray of dawn. 

A few days later, they drove back to the barracks in the 
outskirts of Minsk. Here, the Varangians were waiting for the 
next mission. The motorized force advanced into the rural 
area in the east of Nowgorod. With waving dragon head 
flags, the trucks drove through the villages and towns to 
show their colours. How strong were the collectivists here? 
They didn't know it and it was their task to find it out. 
In these tiny villages, it came to no incidents. All in all, the 
people reacted positively on their appearance and often the 
Varangians distributed data discs and pamphlets with 
headlines like "What are the Goals of Artur Tschistokjow?" 
or "Uljanin - The Face of Treason". 

The trip to the east brought Frank and his soldiers in 
desolate, impoverished regions. Here they found a lot of 
dilapidated and already half abandoned villages. Haggard 
and unhappy faces gazed after them out the windows of 
run-down houses. Sometimes there was nobody to see on 
the muddy, rain-soaked village streets, except for an old 
woman or a straying dog. 

When they drove further eastward, they came into a wild 
country with meadows, large forests and only a few small 
farms. Russia seemed to be endless. 
A cold wind was always blowing through the Russian 
vastness, and some villages could not even be reached, 
because mud and snow were still blocking the roads. 
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Finally, the trucks stopped near Rybinsk. This city was in 
the hand of the collectivists. It would have been a pointless 
provocation of the enemy to drive through the streets there. 
So they went back to Nowgorod and then made their way to 
St. Petersburg. 

"Here we go! Artur says, that we shall distribute these data 

discs only in the suburbs. Prior in front of schools and in the 

neighborhoods", explained Frank. 

"What? Even the Varangians?", wondered Alfred. 

"Yes, every man is needed. We stay together in groups, if 

the red-black scum appears! The local chapter of the 

freedom movement is already working since weeks. They 

have warned us, because most parts of the city are in the 

hand of Uljanin's men." 

Baumer laughed gleefully. "I have thought, we are an elite 

unit, and not a bunch of paperboys..." 

"Well, the distribution of advertising material is also very 

important. St. Petersburg can't be taken without a good 

preparation", Kohlhaas gave back sullenly. 

"These words out of your mouth, Frank!", muttered Baumer, 

looking listlessly at his friend. 

"I have meanwhile realized, that the mental preparation of 

the population is the base for any political change", lectured 

Kohlhaas, while Alf raised his hands. 

"Yeah, okay, Frank! Come on now!", he grumbled. 

Shortly afterwards, the truck convoy drove through the 

western outskirts of the city. Then the Varangians 

distributed leaflets and data discs in some streets. Many of 

the people seemed to be frightened and hardly anyone 

dared to refuse the "gifts" of the uniformed Varangians. 

Today, the collectivists were nowhere to be seen in this 

suburb. Nevertheless, one time a few guys shouted insults 

at Frank and his men in a side street. But otherwise all was 
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quiet. Apparently, Uljanirfs followers were waiting for a 
better opportunity to attack their enemies. 
Apart from that, a lot of ordinary Rus were nonetheless 
assaultet by members of the CASJ at that day. Some armed 
troopers tried to give them protection, but St. Petersburg 
was far too big to keep every street in sight. Furthermore, 
many of the Rus, who distributed leaflets or data discs 
today, were normal young men or sometimes even women. 
In the north of the city, four members of the freedom 
movement were attacked at a subway station by more than 
40 collectivists. Elsewhere, an activist of the Rus was 
stabbed down with a knife and another heavily wounded 
with brass knuckles. 

Although the collectivists already controlled large parts of 
St. Petersburg, above all the inner city, they were 
nevertheless not that numerous and well organized as in 
Moscow or in the other cities of the east. But their 
organization was anyhow growing. 

The propaganda campaign in the suburbs of St. Petersburg 
was the so far greatest operation the Freedom Movement of 
the Rus had ever started. Almost 200000 leaflets and data 
discs could be distributed in the city. In particular, the digital 
documentary "Who are the Forces Behind Vitali Uljanin?", 
which was distributed as a data disc, found a lot of interest 
among the people. 

Of course, the collectivists hated this video, that had been 
produced by the Belarusian television, from the bottom of 
their hearts. Hence, the local leaders of the CASJ told their 
men to destroy any data disc they could get. However, the 
campaign became a great success and brought 
Tschistokjow a lot of sympathy. For the 10th of March, the 
leader of the freedom movement was finally planning a rally 
in the district Pushkin, a heartland of the collectivists. 
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"A march through Pushkin?", groaned Frank, clutching the 

cellphone in his hand. 

"Yes! We must mobilize all of our men. The police will leave 

us alone. Meanwhile, they are more on our side than on that 

of the collectivists!", explained Artur Tschistokjow in German 

at the other end of the line. 

"I hope so...", returned Kohlhaas and looked worried. 

"See you, Frank!", said Tschistokjow and ended the call. 

Alf wanted to know more details and tortured his friend with 

his questions. The general just rolled his eyes and 

remarked: "The last thing I need is that..." 

"Be happy that the ordinary Russian policemen are facing 

us with so much sympathy. Believe me, meanwhile, the 

hate the collectivist scum too, after all the riots in the last 

months", said Baumer grimly. 

"This rally will end in another big street fight, Alf. Tm too 

exhausted for all this. This never ending struggle eats me 

up", groused Kohlhaas. 

"Get a grip, Frank!", grumbled Alf, positioning himself in 

front of his friend, while his muscular arms were twitching 

under his shirt. 

"Soon there will be civil war in Russia. It is only a question 

of time", moaned Frank. 

"After the rally in Pushkin, we will drive back home to Ivas. 

Then we'll enjoy a few free days, okay?" 

"A good idea! I want to see Julia again. Moreover, HOK and 

me wanted to play..." 

Baumer interrupted him. "Svetlana has called me yesterday. 

Have I already told you?" 

"Svetlana?" 

"Yes, the cute, blonde girl from the pub in Minsk. Can you 

remember her?" 

"Oh! Yes, she was really cute!" 

"I gonna meet her tomorrow", explained Alf proudly. 
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"What?" Frank looked distraught. 
"Yes, why not? She seems to like me!" 
"Congratulations!", said Kohlhaas with a hint of jealousy in 
his voice. 

One day later, Baumer had met Svetlana and was 

somewhere in Minsk now. They wanted to go to a 

restaurant in the outskirts to eat comfortably, as Alfred had 

told. 

Meanwhile, it was already 22.00 o' clock. Frank boredly sat 

on the couch in his living room and watched television. The 

Belarusian TV program was sometimes not very interesting, 

as he had to admit. Now he watched a report about the 

resettlement of young families in rural areas. His friend Artur 

Tschistokjow was interviewed once again and explained, 

that he would do everything to help the Belarusian farmers, 

who were still fighting for their existence. 

Finally, a movie followed. It was an old film from the last 

years of the 20th century called "Braveheart". Nevertheless, 

Frank liked it, at least, it was about a rebel. 

After "Braveheart", Kohlhaas started to clean up his 

traditionally messy kitchen, washed some dishes and tried 

to restore some order, because Alf wanted to stay for the 

night in his apartment. 

Suddenly the phone rang. It was 1.12 o'clock in the 

morning. 

"What's up?", asked Kohlhaas and yawned. 

Alf chuckled at the other end of the line. Frank could also 

hear the high, clear voice of Svetlana in the background. 

"I won't come anymore, buddy. I go home to Svetlana. Is it 

okay for you?", Baumer wanted to know. 

"Yes, sure! No problem!", replied Frank. 

"All right, I just wanted to tell you. So don't wait for me. 

What are you doing tonight?" 
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"Nothing special! Tm tired and looking forward to some 

sleep, Alt", came back. 

"Okay, Franky! See you tomorrow, I'll be there around 

noon." 

"Have fun!" Frank hung up. 

A second later, he threw the cellphone on his sofa and 

whispered a curse. Somehow he felt behind-addressed, 

treated like a fifth wheel. 

"That's nonsense", he said then to himself, "Alf has a right to 

do what he wants. Do not act like a concerned mom!" 

He looked out the window and beheld the rain-soaked 

streets below, thinking of Julia. Eventually he went to bed 

with a bottle of beer, stared at the wall and emptied it with a 

few strong sips. It took a while, until he was able to find 

some sleep. 

Now it were only two days till the first big rally of the 

freedom movement in St. Petersburg. The tension was 

growing and Artur Tschistokjow had increasingly become 

nervous. This time, he admitted that he was really scared of 

the coming demonstration. 

The protest march through the 8 million metropolis of the 

Russian north was smelling of violence and bloody clashes. 

Thoughtfully, the blond man sat in front of a laptop and tried 

to finish the text for a bill. Suddenly the phone rang. 

"Yes?" 

"Mr. President, there is a man in the foyer who wants to 

speak to you, it's a foreigner!", said a guard. 

"Good for him! But Tm working!", grumbled Tschistokjow. 

"The man is quite persistent. He says that he is a scientist 

and has very important informations for you. Shall we throw 

him out, Mr. Tschistokjow?" 

The President pondered for a moment. "Search him for 

weapons and bugs!" 
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A few minutes later, the phone rang again. "Mr. President, 
it's all clear. The man is clean!" 
"Now tell me who he is!" 

"He says that he is a physicist and would like to present you 
some important discoveries!" 
"Aha..." 

"He is begging me to let him in, Mr. President!" 
Artur Tschistokjow did not really know what to make of it 
and scratched his chin. 

"Send him up! Two security men shall accompany him!" 
Shortly afterwards, two tall guards entered the office of the 
Belarusian head of state. An elderly man with a bald head, 
glasses and tousled white hair followed them. The leader of 
the Rus got up from his chair and walked towards the 
strange looking guest. 

"What can I do for you? Tm Artur Tschistokjow!" 
The visitor bowed and smiled. "Prof. Karl Hammer!" 
"Are you from Germany, Professor Hammer?" 
"Yes, from Hamburg. Can you talk German, Mr. President?" 
The rebel leader started to grin. "Once I have learned 
German and two good friends of mine are Germans too! I 
can speak a bit of your language." 

The scientists appeared relieved. "Now Tm standing in 
Tschistokjow' s office..." 

"What can I do for you?", asked the leader of the Rus. 
The older man opened a suitcase and took out some DC- 
Sticks and a laptop. Then he said: "I want to show you 
something, Mr. President!" 

A little later, Artur Tschistokjow was staring at the screen of 
the laptop in amazement. He beheld some blueprints and 
construction plans and didn't knew what to say. However, 
he did not understand much of what he saw, but Prof. 
Hammer immediately started to explain everything. 
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"I have lead the faculty of physics at the university of 

Hamburg until I have left half a year ago. For about 30 

years, I am already dealing with laser and plasma 

technology and I claim to be one of the leading scienctists in 

this sector in "Central Europe". I have lectured at several 

universities: Berlin, Vienna, Paris. Most of the time in 

Hamburg, my hometown", told the scientist and looked at 

his surprised interlocutor. 

"Laser and plasma technology?" 

"Yes, exactly! In the course of my decades-long researches, 

I have won a lot of new insights. Among other things, this 

technology can be used even in the military sector..." 

"What's that gun there on the screen?", Tschistokjow 

wanted to know, pointing at the laptop. 

"This is a plasma gun", said the white-haired man. 

"Plasma gun?" 

"Yes, a plasma gun! It is my invention!" 

"You have worked on a plasma gun?", asked Artur 

puzzledly. 

"Right, Mr. President! And I am still working on it. However, I 

work not only on weapons. Laser and plasma technology 

can fortunately be used also in many other ways! 

But you can guess, that certain people are particularly 

interested in my military researches. What you see here on 

this screen, has never made public before. These 

construction plans are my intellectual property and nobody 

knows about them." 

"But why did you come to me?", inquired the leader of the 

freedom movement. 

His guest was silent for a moment and looked around 

nervously. "That's a long story. Of course, I would have also 

had the possibility to go to your enemies, Mr. Tschistokjow, 

but I didn't do it. 
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Believe me, your opponents are very interested in these 

things. The GSA has asked me again and again about my 

inventions, after I have published a scientific report about 

the using of my technology for military purposes. 

Anyway, they don't know that I already have complete 

construction plans for new weapons. They wanted me to 

come to North America or the Middle East, to put my 

knowledge into their services. I did not do it!" 

"Plasma gun! This is crazy! Verruckt!", remarked 

Tschistokjow in German and laughed. 

"The GSA has put me more and more under pressure. They 

offered me huge sums of money and threatened me, if I 

would dare to refuse", told the scientist. 

"And now you want to help me with your inventions?", asked 

the rebel leader, perking his eyebrows up. 

Prof. Hammer smiled and replied: "Well, maybe I can help 

you somehow, Mr. Tschistokjow. I do this with burning 

conviction, because people like you, and also president 

Matsumoto, are the only sparks of hope in this terrible 

times!" 

The Belarusian president was still overwhelmed, while the 

German showed him further plans and told him about his 

life. The old man stayed in Tschistokjow' s office until deep 

in the night, and the Belarusian president listened to his 

words in disbelief. 
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Enemy Territory Pushkin 



The 10th of March, 2037, was a cold and rainy day. Frank 
and Alf had got up early and were now waiting for their 
comrades in a suburb of St. Petersburg. The whole city had 
already been shaken by clashes between Rus and 
collectivists for days - 16 people had so far been killed. Vitali 
Uljanin had personally come to St. Petersburg to lead the 
demonstrators through the inner city. That his rivals wanted 
to demonstrate too, was no secret anymore. For weeks, 
both sides had called up the people to join their rallies. 
An atmosphere of tension had settled in the streets like a 
black cloud. The local newspapers and television had 
warned the citizens of St. Petersburg of massive riots, while 
the media in central and eastern Russia, which were 
already controlled by the collectivists, had preached hate 
and violence. 

"No Rus will leave St. Petersburg unharmed!", headlined 
"The Red-Black Flag", the official party newspaper of the 
CAS J, on 10th of March. 

Today, Uljanin expected about 200000 people at his rally. 
Frank and Alfred had hardly slept in the night before the big 
event and meanwhile they were extremly nervous. 
At 1 1 .00 o' clock, the first waves of Rus streamed into the 
city from all sides. The collecitivist were already waiting at 
the stations and it came to the first conflicts of the day. 
The beginning of the demonstration through Pushkin had 
been scheduled for 13.00 o'clock. As meeting point, 
Tschistokjow had chosen a shopping center in the west of 
the notorious district. Thousands of his supporters had 
already come and their number was still growing. 
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Ultimately, almost 50000 people gathered under the banner 
of the dragon head. Hundreds of armed troopers flanked the 
marching columns with loaded guns. 
Then it began. Flag waving and singing, the huge mass 
slowly moved forward. Artur Tschistokjow was in the first 
rank, Peter Ulljewski, his oldest and best friend, walked next 
to him. At first, the Rus went through a dirty neighborhood 
full of gray apartment blocks, and started to scream at the 
top of their lungs. 

"Freedom for Russia! Come to Artur Tschistokjow!", it 
resounded through the streets out of countless throats, 
again and again. 

The Russian policemen had apparently given it up to risk 
their health anymore in the conflict of the two rival 
revolutionary movements, and were nowhere to be seen. 
Perhaps they had even received an order from above to 
leave the streets to the collectivists. 

Artur Tschistokjow looked around. Some Russia flags hung 
out of the windows of the houses in front of him. In addition, 
also the red-black flags of the CASJ. Crowds of people 
stood on the sidewalks, some of them hailed the Rus, 
others spat on the ground and uttered terrible curses. Soon 
the demonstrators would reach Pushkin to march through 
even more dirty and hostile streets. 

Shortly afterwards, a big mob of collectivists appeared in the 
proximity and hate-filled calls came over them like a cold 
hailstorm. The opponents raised their fists and a wrathful 
chorus of voices resounded all around Tschistokjow' s 
followers. But the Rus persistently marched forward, while 
their rivals were flocking together everywhere. 
Meanwhile, Uljanin was speaking in front of 150000 people 
in the inner city. It was not the number of demonstrants that 
he had expected, but nonetheless a true sea of red-black 
banners was filling the center of St. Petersburg. The 
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collectivist leader promised once more "freedom" and 
"social justice" and took a bath in the cheer of the crowd. 
At the same time, Artur Tschistokjow and his followers 
reached their aim, a large square in the middle of Pushkin. 
The blond man took the microphone and began with his 
speech. 

"All quiet so far!", muttered Frank and positioned himself 

behind a car. Alf and a group of Varangians followed him. 

Kohlhaas peered across the street. From a distance, he 

could hear Tschistokjow's voice. The general and his 

soldiers were surrounded by shabby, crumbling houses and 

sometimes Frank imagined that their windows were angry 

eyes which were staring at him. 

"Secure this side street!", he shouted at some of his men 

and the Varangians disappeared. 

"Nobody seems to be here", said Baumer and got into a 

truck. 

With a loud hum, the vehicle began to move and drove 

through another street. 

"Some of us will remain in the vicinity of the Ulitsa Miri to 

observe everything", told Frank his soldiers. 

Alfred yawned and started to smoke a cigarette. Obviously 

he was relieved that this day was peaceful so far. 

But only a second later, a loud clang could be heard right in 

front of the vehicle and a wall of flames rose up. The 

forepart of the truck immediately caught fire. 

"Shit! It came from the roof of the house to our left!", 

shouted Frank and jumped out of the truck. The vehicles 

behind them stopped with screeching tires. 

"There! The window!" Baumer fired with his assault rifle at 

the house front and somebody was screaming behind a 

window, while mortar pieces rained down on the asphalt. 
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Then the enemy showed its face. Dozens of CLJ men 

appeared all around them and immediately started to shoot. 

Some Varangians were riddled with bullets and broke down. 

"Ran into the house there!", roared Kohlhaas and hurried as 

fast as he could through the front door of an apartment 

block. Baumer and some of the others followed him. 

The Varangians sprinted up the stairs and jumped into a 

dark hallway. Then they kicked in some doors and stormed 

into bleak looking apartments. 

Dirty, pale people, scared to death and begging for their 

lives, were huddling here. Kohlhaas pulled a little girl out of 

a room and brought her to the hallway. 

"Go into the basement and hide there!", he said in Russian. 

Only seconds later, the little girl and her wailing parents ran 

down the stairs. 

Outside the house, down on the street, the CLJ troopers 

had gathered. Between them lay several dead Varangians 

on the asphalt, while the truck was burning brightly. 

"Secure the hallway! We shoot from up here!", shouted 

Frank and waved a group of soldiers nearer. 

Some young Russians positioned themselves on the stairs. 

Frank and the rest of the Varangians went back into an 

apartment and fired out the windows. 

While the Varangians had a shoot-out with the men of the 

CLJ, Artur Tschistokjow had finished the rally successfully. 

Now the crowd started to march back, but they were already 

awaited by their opponents. Every street was blocked with 

screaming red-black mobs and thousands of hate-filled eyes 

were staring at the Rus. 

"Piss off! Traitors of the workers! Fascist pigs!", yelled the 

angry collectivists . 

"Slaves of the Lodge Brothers! Treasoners against the 

Russian people! We'll get you!", answered the Rus. 
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Their leader was no longer able to keep his furious 
supporters under control. Within a few minutes, the 
opposing groups threw stones and Molotov cocktails at 
each other. Finally, the first shots resounded through the 
streets and the riot escalated. 

Over 50000 Rus attacked the mass of the collectivists, who 
had occupied the streets around them to the last corner. 
Tschistokjow had not expected anything else and just hoped 
to survive this day. 

A few dozen CLJ troopers tried to storm the building and 

jumped into the doorway. But their assault ended in front of 

the muzzles of the Varangian's guns. Frank's soldiers shot 

them down in the next second. 

Meanwhile, the dirty house front was covered with countless 

bullet holes and the collectivists outside were still firing at 

the windows. 

"More and more of those damn rats...", growled Kohlhaas, 

crawled across the carpet into a secondary room and took 

his radio. 

He called the rest of his soldiers, who were observing the 

streets in the proximity, with a wavering voice: "Hurry up! 

The CLJs have pinned us down in an apartment block in the 

Tischinaja Ulitsa!" 

Baumer peered over the sill and recognized a big horde of 

attackers who had apparently decided to storm the house 

again. Now screams from the staircase could be heard. 

The next group of CLJ men had finally entered the 

apartment block. Kohlhaas scurried to the Russians, who 

guarded the staircase, and looked down. They were 

coming. 

"A gift from Artur Tschistokjow!", hissed Frank and let a 

hand granade drop down. 
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A few seconds later, he heard a loud bang and the 

collectivists jumped apart. Then, they ran unwaveringly up 

the stairs. Shortly afterwards, they had already reached the 

first floor. 

"You are as good as dead!", they yelled. 

The Varangians threw further hand grenades down and this 

time they hit. A group of explosions let the staircase shake, 

while some CLJ troopers were torn to pieces. 

Machine gun fire followed the detonations and several 

collectivists tumbled down the stairs. Frank and his soldiers 

attacked the survivors, gunning them down in a dark 

hallway. Subsequently Kohlhaas crawled back into the 

apartment - to be pushed out by Alfred in the next moment. 

"They have hand grenades too! Down!", roared Baumer and 

a cloud of dust and debris was hurled out of the room. 

In the meantime, the other Varangians had reached the 

house and attacked the sursprised CLJ troopers from 

several sides. A storm of heavy assault rifle fire rushed 

through the Tischinaja Ulitsa and dozens of collectivists 

were moved down by the elite soldiers. 

The rest of the CLJ men fled in panic, while Frank and the 

others stormed out of the apartment block, back on the 

street. A little later, the enemy had disappeared. 

Kohlhaas immediately gave his men the order to get into 

their trucks again, because Artur Tschsitokjow and the 

demonstrating Rus were in desperate straits. 

When the truck convoy of the Varangian Guard sped over 
the cobbled pavement with a loud noise, racing straight 
towards another bunch of collectivists, Uljanin's men 
jumped apart and screamed in horror. Now the mass of the 
Rus came into sight and general Kohlhaas saw, that his 
comrades were already encircled by thousands of 
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collectivists. The truck convoy stopped and the Varagians 

swarmed out. 

"If we fire at the crowd, we'll hit our own men!", warned 

Baumer, pulling his hot-tempered friend back. Frank nodded 

and gave another order. 

"Bayonets!", he shouted. 

With a loud war cry the Varangians swooped down on the 

collectivist mobs and put them to rout. 

A deafening cheering surged through the ranks of Rus, 

although some of them were seriously injured and tumbled 

around with bleeding heads. Soon the demonstrants were 

able to march on and to leave Pushkin again. For today, 

their opponents had enough. 

Nevertheless, some Rus were still ambushed on the way 

home by Uljanin's men, but all in all, the rally of the freedom 

movement had been a success. 

The CASJ had finally not been able to avert the Rus from 

marching through the streets of Pushkin. But also 

Tschistokjow's followers had suffered some casualties. 

About 60 Varangians had been killed by CLJ troopers 

whose losses were, however, significantly higher. 

"Now they respect us!", remarked Kohlhaas after the bloody 

street fight and spoke of a great victory. The Belarusian TV 

did the same and also the newspapers of the country. 

"Collectivist terror gangs stopped!", headlined the state 

newspaper, while the collectivists were vowing vengeance. 

Two days later, Frank and Alfred returned to Ivas. This time, 
Svetlana from Minsk came with them. Baumer really 
seemed to have fallen in love. 

Since the early morning hours, Frank was hearing the 
happy laughing and giggling of Alf and his new girlfriend. It 
was a torture for his ears and he slowly he became angry. 
The two behaved like two turltedoves. 
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Silently grumbling, the general shut the door of his room 

after he had placed the television in front of the bed. Around 

noon, he visited HOK to play Battle Hammer. 

It was a nice and relaxing game, although Kohlhaas was 

beaten again by his corpulent friend who wiped his ores off 

the table. 

"I should read the rules again...", admitted Frank sheepishly, 

when the game was over. 

HOK just grinned. However, the computer freak essentially 

had much more time to study all the rules of Battle Hammer 

meticulously. Ultimately, the defeated rebel grabbed some 

of the new miniatures, HOK had bought for him on the 

Internet, and went back home, where he was already 

awaited by Alf and Svetlana - the happily grinning couple. 

That was weird! 

They had baked a cake and presented it proudly as he 

came into the kitchen. It was a surreal scene: The sweet 

Svetlana and the huge Alf in front of the old oven. Frank 

couldn't suppress a laugh. 

A little later, he started to paint some of his miniatures, 

trying to ignore the affectionate chatter in the kitchen as 

good as he could. Nevertheless, he was not able to 

concentrate on his work completely. 

"Tomorrow Til do something with Julia", he promised to 

himself before he went to bed. 

"What a surprise, the general is back!", said Julia with a 

grin, as Frank, neatly combed and well dressed, picked her 

up at the front door. 

"Yeah sure!", came back quietly. 

She hugged him and suggested to drive to Kaunas, the next 

larger town, to go into the theater. 

"The theater in Kanaus? But..." The rebel paused. 
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"Yes, they play "Romeo and Juliet" today. I would like to see 

it", explained the beauty. 

"What is that for a play?", asked Kohlhaas skeptically. 

"Oh, I really love it! It's about a forbidden love between two 

young people", said Julia with an expectant smile. 

"Forbidden love?" Frank was confused. 

"Yes, isn't it romantic? And I have never seen it in a real 

theater. Only once as a movie!" 

"We could also hang around in Steffen de Vries cafe...", 

suggested the young man and appeared helpless. 

"No way!", he heard. "Just be spontaneous once, and don't 

behave like a bonehead, Frank." 

"Why I'm a bonehead?" 

"You always want to go to Steffen de Vries, this is more 

than boring. I can take the car of my mother. But you should 

wear a real suit, Frank." 

Kohlhaas twisted his mouth. "But why?" 

"If you go to the theater, you should be dressed 

appropriately, Sir", said Julia and was as precocious as her 

father. 

"Hmph!", muttered Frank. 

"Yes! We'll do it tonight!" 

"Driving to Kaunas to watch "Romeo and Juliet?" 

"Yes! What did you think? That's an order, soldier!", she 

joked, stroking Frank gently through his hair. 

"Hmm...", was his eloquent response. 

At 17.45 o'clock, the daughter of the foreign minister took 

Kohlhaas with her to Kaunas. A romantic play was waiting 

for the fearless street fighter who was still confused. 

Meanwhile, Julia was talking and laughing and laughing and 

talking, during the whole ride. 

"Anyway, it can't be worse than the Sapporo front", said 

Frank to himself and followed Julia into the theater of 

Kaunas. 
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The Freedom Movement of the Rus expanded its 
promotional activities in St. Petersburg now on a grand 
scale. Day by day, Tschistokjow's supporters distributed 
leaflets or hung up posters. The constant clashes with the 
collectivists didn't scare them anymore. 
Occasionally, the local chapter of the Rus even organized 
some smaller rallies in the suburbs of the metropolis. So the 
freedom movement was growing at breakneck speed, but 
the streets of the inner city were still dangerous places for 
Tschistokjow's men. 

On the other hand, Uljanin was fuming with rage, when he 
heard, that St. Petersburg was still not completely in the 
hands of the CASJ. Hence, he called up his men to proceed 
against the Rus with an even more brutal street terror. 
Moreover, he put bounties on the leading activists of the 
freedom movement. Even gangs of non-Russian 
immigrants, he tried to recruit as thugs for his CLJ units for 
good pay. 

So a new and much bigger wave of terror came over 
Tschistokjow's followers in St. Petersburg, and they were 
brutally attacked in the following weeks. The collectivists 
burned their cars, assailed them in dark corners and parks 
or just shot them in the open street. 

The members of the freedom movement finally tried to 
answer in the same way, although the CASJ was much 
stronger and powerful than Tschistokjow's organization. 
But in the end, the terror of the red-black mobs did not lead 
to the desired goal. Many citizens of St. Petersburg 
recognized the true face of Uljanin's movement and a 
growing number of them started to support the Rus. 
Even some collectivists, who had initially joined the CASJ 
with some kind of idealism, finally left Uljanin's organization 
and changed sides. 
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At the beginning of April, the Rus made three rallies 
simultaneously, each with several thousand participants, in 
the suburbs of St. Petersburg and earned a lot acclaim from 
the people. The attacks of the collectivists had meanwhile 
slightly declined in the outskirts of St. Petersburg. 

However, Frank, Alfred and about 100 Varangians were on 
the road in the regions around Smolensk. They showed 
presence in the smaller towns in the east of the city, trying 
to intimidate their political opponents. 
In return, the collectivists had already started to implement 
their plans. Homeowners, middle class entrepreneurs and 
even the few remaining farmers were expropriated forcibly. 
Who did not oblige and didn't give his property voluntarily to 
the new rulers, was confronted with brutal coercive 
measures. Furthermore, people who were known as 
Russian patriots or publicly practiced the Christian Orthodox 
faith, were treated as "enemies of equality", what meant that 
they were imprisoned or liquidated. It were hundreds of 
thousands. 

Soon, masses of refugees fled towards the western part of 
Russia or to Belarus and the Baltic countries. Artur 
Tschistokjow hosted his compatriots with open arms and 
many of them joined his organization, in order to fight 
against the collectivists. 

On the 7th of April, several regiments of the Volksarmee 
occupied the cities of Luck, Rivne and Zytomyr in the 
Ukraine. It was another blitz that hit Uljanin's unprepared 
men hard. Finally, Peter Ulljewski and his DSR units 
followed the regiments of the Volksarmee and smashed the 
structures of the CASJ with merciless rigor. 

In the meantime, Vitali Uljanin had flewn to New York to 
meet the Council of the 13, in order to make a report about 
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the development of the collectivist revolution in Russia. All 

in all, he was in cheerful spirit, because he could exhibit a 

lot of great victories. 

His men had only suffered a few minor setbacks, but that 

did not change his conviction, that the hated Rus would 

soon be destroyed and whole Russia would be in the hands 

of the CAS J. 

"What's about these cities, that have been taken by 

Tschistokjow's men?", asked the World President, the most 

prominent member of the global brotherhood. 

The collectivist leader hesitated for a moment and thought 

about an appropriate answer, then he confidently replied: 

"Well, here and there, these reactionists have taken some 

towns. That's right, but it is not important and nothing but a 

temporary phenomenon. The collectivist movement is 

expanding to western Russia and the Ukraine, as I have 

planned it. Even in China, we have already..." 

A gray-haired member of the council with a broad beard 

interrupted him: "Brother Uljanin, we thought that you would 

bring Russia more quickly under control and we are, if I may 

remark this, somewhat disappointed that there is still so 

much resistance!" 

"Tschistokjow and his Rus are ridiculous! In the long term, 

they are chanceless against the power of the red-black 

masses", answered Uljanin in anger. 

The chairman of the Council looked at him with cold eyes, 

drumming his fingers restlessly on the tabletop. 

"Maybe you underestimate the leader of the Freedom 

Movement of the Rus, brother Uljanin..." 

"No! Certainly not, Excellency! But I promise, that this man 

and his movement will be wiped out in the near future", 

admitted the leader of the CASJ. 

"And you are sure that you don't need any further 

assistance of the GCF?", inquired the World President. 
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Uljanin looked at him defiantly and seemed almost 

offended. He rubbed his hands and tried to withstand the 

arrogant gaze of the head of the World Union. 

"No! There is no reason for it, Sir!" 

A banker from London asked for the word and the chairman 

of the council nodded. "How is the situation in St. 

Petersburg?" 

"St. Petersburg?" Vitali Uljanin looked nervously around for 

a few seconds. "The city is almost in our hands..." 

"Almost?", he heard the banker say gleefully. 

"Yes, the Rus are down and out. They play no important 

role in St. Petersburg." 

"Thank you, brother Uljanin!", said the chairman of the 

Council of the Elders. The interlocution was over. 

Shortly afterwards, the collectivist leader left the room and 

heard the elders chatting and laughing behind the thick oak 

door. The goateed man appeared extremely displeased, 

because apparently the wise seemed to have doubts 

concerning his abilities. 

"Soon they will see the might of my revolution!", he 

whispered angrily and walked slowly towards the foyer of 

the magnificent lodge house. 

Some weeks ago, Artur Tschistokjow had equipped Prof. 
Hammer with a secret research laboratory. The German 
scientist, whose family had been detained by the GSA, after 
his escape from "Central Europe", called himself an "ardent 
admirer of Tschistokjow". 

The Global Security Agency had put the old man under 
pressure for months, even threatening to kill him if he did 
not cooperate. Finally, Prof. Karl Hammer had decided to 
flee to Belarus. His inventions were found to be extremely 
interesting for the small army of the renegate state. First of 
all, however, everything was still in the preparation phase 
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and a small team of scientists had been provided to support 

him. The inventor was still working on his plasma gun and in 

April he presented a first prototype which had been 

completed thanks to the generous financial donations of the 

Belarusian state. 

Only a small group of trustworthy Rus knew about Prof. 

Hammer and his researches. Frank was one of them, as the 

leader of the Varangian Guard. Likewise, Thorsten Wilden 

and defense minister Lossov. On the 18th of April, the men 

drove to Druja in Latvia, because the German physicist 

wanted to show them the new weapon. 

A steel door opened and gave access to a weakly lit 

underground passage. Pale light filled the long corridor and 

the visitors passed another door, before they were greeted 

by Prof. Hammer. 

Frank did not know what to make of the technical mumbo 

jumbo around him. A futuristic-looking weapon, perhaps 

three times as heavy as an ordinary assault rifle, had been 

clamped on a metallic framework. The muzzle of the 

weapon was aiming at a thick steel plate. 

"Now I'm really excited!", said Wilden quietly. 

Frank looked at him questioningly. "Does this guy want to 

shoot at this massive steel plate? Thaf s crazy." 

Artur Tschistokjow nodded at them and smiled expectantly. 

"I have to adjust something...", murmured the scientist and 

fumbled around on the strange weapon. 

Defense minister Lossov asked the president what the old 

man was doing, but Artur did not know it and just shrugged 

his shoulders. 

"They are to protect the eyes", said Prof. Hammer and gave 

his guests some goggles. 

"ThaLs what I call a freak!", whispered Frank. 

Wilden nudged him lightly and did not want to be distracted. 

"The plasma gun!", called the professor with a happy smile 
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and positioned himself behind the weapon. For some 

seconds there was a strained silence, but then followed a 

loud hissing and a bluish flash lit up. 

For a second, Frank remembered the glaring light of the 

holo cell. A faint crackling scurried through the room, then 

the guest stared at the steel plate - speechless and gaping. 

"It works! It works!" The scientist jumped up and down like a 

hyperactive Rumpelstiltskin, while the other men were still 

silent. 

The strange weapon had eaten a fist-sized hole through the 

steel plate. It was unbelievable! Frank had never seen 

something like that. 

"Great!", said Artur Tschistokjow with admiration. 

Professor Hammer fired the plasma gun again and some 

shots later, the steel plate resembled a Swiss cheese. 

"This weapon can even destroy a tank!", muttered Wilden. 

"But with a single plasma gun, we can't do anything. The 

question is if we can produce them", returned Frank. 

"Maybe the Japanese can help us. It would be worth an 

inquiry", answered the foreign minister. 

"Some industrial plant should be modified to produce 

weapons like that, but I have no conception of it!", 

whispered Kohlhaas. 

"We will discuss this at our next meeting", interrupted them 

Tschistokjow, giving his German friends a wink. 

The Belarusian president was entranced by Prof. Hammers 
invention and told his confidants to keep their mouths shut. 
Everything else could lead to a catastrophe. 
A whole team of selected physicists, chemists and technical 
experts from Belarus and the Baltic countries was sent to 
Prof. Hammers laboratory to support him. And while the 
German scientist was in his concrete cave, always 
inventing, musing, improving and working, the political 
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struggle on the surface went on with old hardness. In spite 

of Uljanin's tirades of hate and the brutal street terror of his 

supporters, the collectivists lost more and more ground in 

St. Petersburg. They failed to oust their enemies from the 

suburbs of the metropolis. 

Nevertheless, the CASJ saw it only as a matter of time, until 

they had finally worn the Rus down. Moscow and the whole 

Russian East were already firmly in its hand. 

In return, Tschistokjow's followers tried to expand their 

acivities to the east and started several propagandistic 

counterattacks wherever it was possible. 

So they made another rally in Voronez, where the city was 

shaken by riots for days. Shortly afterwards, Frank, Alfred 

and the Varangians stormed the collectivist headquarter of 

the newly founded CASJ chapter in Kursk and captured 

some of Uljanin's functionaries. Then they destroyed the 

structures in the CASJ in Gubkin and Belgorod in the south 

of the city. At the end of the month, the area was finally 

cleared of collectivists. 

Soon after, they made their way to Orel, where CLJ troopers 

tried to occupy the city. When they heard of the approaching 

Varangians, they retreated and camped in the outskirts. 

Artur Tschistokjow immediately sent a regiment of the 

Volksarmee to Orel and the collectivists finally fled 

eastward. 

In the Ukraine, the region around Donez was meanwhile in 

the hands of the CASJ. Red-black flags were waving on the 

roofs of the town halls and "Administrative Councils of the 

CASJ" controlled the public life in the cities. 

In the meantime, Uljanin was organizing strikes in Maryopol, 

Berdyansk and Zaporizza, and spoke to the masses. In 

early May, the collectivists had also conquered these cities. 

In the south of the Ukraine, the CASJ almost met no 

resistance. The few local groups of the freedom movement 
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in this region were far too weak to stop the collectivist 
advance 

Apart from that, the people in central and eastern Russia 
were still hoping to finally experience Uljanin's promises of 
"equality" and "social justice". So far, the CASJ hadn't 
ended the social crisis. To the contrary, the large-scale 
expropriations led to famine in the rural areas and to a much 
bigger social disaster in the cities. 

And even Uljanin's melodious phrases didn't change 
anything. Many stomaches were still empty - beyond all 
promises of a rosy future. 

Nevertheless, the collectivist leader was still preaching that 
the "reactionary enemies of the revolution" were responsible 
for the misery. Primarily the Freedom Movement of the Rus 
was blocking the path into a better collectivist world without 
any forms of injustice. Artur Tschsitokjow tried to make the 
best of the situation and hoped that Uljanin's revolution 
would lose its impetus in the long term. 
After a further propaganda offensive and several 
demonstrations, the Rus took over the power in the northern 
Ukrainian cities of Nizyn, Pryluki and Sumy. All the town 
halls, administrative centers and press houses were 
occupied by gray uniformed trooper squads in a bold 
operation. 

On the 12th of May, 2037, the Belarusian president visited 
his supporters in Kiev and spoke in front of several 
thousand people in an old football stadium in the outskirts. 
Moreover, he reorganized the local chapter in the largest 
city of the Ukraine and prepared it for the conflict with the 
collectivist movement, that already controlled the rest of the 
country. Frank and Alfred had meanwhile gone to St. 
Petersburg again, in order to support their comrades there. 
For the 18th of May, Tschistokjow had planned a 
demonstration in the north of the metropolis. After weeks of 
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preparation, he finally managed it to mobilize no less than 
30000 of his followers. This time, the collectivists avoided 
an open confrontation and left it at their usual attacks on 
smaller groups of their opponents at railway stations or in 
side streets. 

Artur Tschistokjow evaluated the cautious approach of the 
enemy as a first success and he was right. Since the bloody 
street fights in March, the St. Petersburg collectivists had 
become much calmer, at least, in terms of open attacks on 
the demonstrating Rus. 
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Into the Witch s Cauldron 



Today Artur Tschistokjow had summoned his group leaders 

in Minsk. He was determined to conquer St. Petersburg and 

was already planning the next protest marches. 

"This is the headquarter of the collectivists in St. Peterburg, 

it is the "brain" of the entire CASJ structure in this city. The 

"House of Justice" - in the Ulitsa Nekrasova." 

Artur Tschistokjow pointed at a big screen. 

"And that's Theodore Soloto, the head of the St. Petersburg 

CASJ and the mastermind of Uljanin's movement in 

western Russia!" 

"What an ugly pig face!", hissed Frank in German, 

narrowing his eyes to slits. 

"What did you say?", he heard behind him. 

"Nothing important...", said Kohlhaas, shaking his head. 

Artur was talking faster and faster now, and Kohlhaas had 

to sharpen his ears. 

"Soloto is a very dangerous and unscrupulous man", 

explained the chapter leader of St. Petersburg, Yuri Lebed, 

a man with reddish blonde hair and a serious look. 

"Can you tell us more things about him?", asked 

Tschistokjow. 

Lebed paused for a moment and replied: "Theodore Soloto 

is in my age. I've heard that he has studied philosophy and 

social sciences in Moscow. Eventually, he abandoned his 

studies and joined the CASJ. There, he had quickly made 

career. Many of us fear him because of his shrewdness and 

ruthlessness. He is clever, like a fox." 

"We will defeat him anyway! No matter how clever he is", 

grumbled the Belarusian president and stared at the photo 

on the screen, that showed Soloto with a cynical grin. 
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"In June, we will demonstrate in the city center and directly 
pass the House of Justice!", added the blonde rebel leader. 
Frank gasped and some men looked anxiously around. One 
or the other expressed objections. 

But Artur Tschistokjow interrupted them and said: "I 
understand, that you are afraid. And do not think, that I am 
not. It is not pleasant, but it is necessary if we want to win 
the battle for St. Petersburg." 

And the leader of the Rus was right, as Kohlhaas had 
ultimately to admit. Sooner or later, they had to venture into 
the heart of the metropolis. It meant, however, that hot days 
were waiting for them. 

Alf was in Ivas to spent a few quiet days with his new 
girlfriend. Frank, however, was still in Minsk and tried to 
help Tschistokjow as good as he could. Wilden also visited 
him frequently and talked about the political course of the 
movement in the future. 

Meanwhile, the general was exhausted and overwhelmed. 
Sometimes he was not even willing to answer a phone call 
anymore and was hiding in his apartment like a sick animal. 
The last weeks had sapped his strength, and in the few 
quiet moments, he was musing about Julia and a common 
future in a time without endless fighting. 
Even his friend Alf had already leapfrogged him in 
"women's questions" and now he was constantly flirting and 
kissing with Svetlana. Although, the young Russian woman 
with the auburn hair and the bright green eyes was a nice 
and sympathetic person, he often felt a certain envy when 
he saw her with Baumer, always laughing and smiling. 
Svetlana had graduated at the university of Minsk, and 
wanted to become an elementary school teacher, just like 
Julia. She was always very polite, so it was difficult for 
Frank to understand how a women like this could fall in love 
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with a warhorse like Alf. But in terms of Julia and him it was 
the same question, if Kohlhaas was honest to himself. 
Nevertheless, Julia had already been "shaped" by her 
father. 

"Love is a factor, that can't be calculated...", said Kohlhaas 
sometimes in a state of melancholy, when he saw Alf and 
Svetlana together. They were a more than strange couple. 
The broad-shouldered, bearded street fighter from 
Dortmund and the aspiring elementary school teacher, who 
loved babies and puppies. But apparently, Cupid's arrow 
had really hit them. 

When Alf and Svetlana visited the general in his apartment 
in Minsk, Frank often only heard the excited, shrill voice of 
the young Russian woman in the background. And 
sometimes also the comfortable hum of his gigantic friend. 
Occasionally, Alf reminded Frank of a grumbling brown 
bear, who was lying on the sofa in his living room. 

Frank waited a few minutes and grabbed the phone in a 

state of pleasant anticipation, while Agatha Wilden was 

looking for her daughter, somewhere upstairs. Alfs happy 

billing and cooing with Svetlana had finally inspired him to 

call Julia again. Some minutes later, he heard her voice at 

the other end of the line. 

"Frank?" 

"Yes, it's me! Hi Julia! I just wanted to talk a bit! Are you all 

right?", asked Frank delightedly. 

"Yes, everything is okay so far. Nice to hear your voice. 

When will you come back to Ivas?" 

Kohlhaas paused. "I don't know, if I'm honest. I'll be in 

Russia for the next weeks." 

"I see...", returned the young woman. 

"But as soon as I can, I'll come!", promised Frank then. 
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They talked about some meaningless stuff and Frank 

assured that he would miss her very much. Meanwhile, he 

was musing about the question, if he should ask Julia to 

move with him to Minsk. And finally he took heart. 

"Uh, Julia, I wanted to ask you something else..." 

"Really? Well, I'm listening!" 

"Would you come with me to Minsk?" 

She was silent for a few seconds. Then she replied: 'Til 

reflect about it, okay?" 

"You don't have to leave Ivas completely, I mean because 

of your mother and so on, but I would be happy if you 

would..." 

"You say it!", interrupted him the young woman. "My father 

is somewhere out there. He is constantly on the road, just 

like you!" 

"But it will not go on forever like this", muttered Frank, but it 

seemed that he would not believe his own words. 

"Not forever? Well, if you have liberated the whole world, 

then you'll have some time for me - maybe", said Julia dryly. 

Kohlhaas paused and puffed into the phone. Then he 

hesitated for a moment and returned: "Really funny! You 

could just try it. I miss you so much. That's all I can say..." 

"Please give me some time to think about it, okay?" 

The rebel looked sad, because Julia had hit the bullseye 

with her hints. Then, they still phoned for a while. Finally, 

Frank went home and brooded for the rest of the day. 

Alf came back to Minsk, while Svetlana remained in Ivas. 
The Varangian Guard set off, in order to patrol in the 
villages and small towns around Tula. There were no 
notworthy incidents in this rural area, although they did not 
enter Tula itself. The streets of this city belonged to the 
collectivists. 
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The mass demonstration through downtown St. Petersburg 
was planned for the 17th of June, and again the freedom 
movement started a huge propaganda campaign in the 
metropolis to reach as many people as possible. 
Theodore Soloto regarded the march past the House of 
Justice as a brazen provocation and called his followers up 
to fight the Rus by hook or crook. The collectivists finally 
decided to march on the same route and prepared 
themselves for bloody conflicts with Tschistokjow's men. 
But this time, Vitali Uljanin would not come to St. 
Petersburg, leaving the fight against the Rus to Soloto. The 
collectivist leader himself was on the road in the Ukraine to 
build up his revolutionary movement. 
Virtually all GCF soldiers had meanwhile left Russia and the 
World Government was glad, that they could be used as 
occupiers in the Middle East or other crisis regions. 
Now the Lodge Brothers confided only in Uljanin and his 
collectivists. Furthermore, they were not all too interested in 
the ongoing conflict in western Russia, because it was not 
important on the global political stage. 
Even if the freedom movement controlled some cities in 
western Russia, for the Council of the 13, the final triumph 
of collectivism was absolutely inevitable in the long run. 
However, the Russian police behaved passively since 
months, because the ordinary officer had no interest to risk 
his life for a few hundred Globes anymore. Moreover, the 
policemen received their salaries irregularly, what made 
them even more lethargic. Meanwhile, they were just 
watching and waiting, which revolutionary movement would 
win the struggle in the end. 

Apart from that, in the areas that were controlled by the 
CASJ, they had already been replaced by CLJ troopers. 
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The command to fight on the side of the collectivists against 
the Rus was meanwhile ignored by the majority of the 
Russian policemen. 

To the contrary, the most of the them showed more 
sympathy for the freedom movement than for the rampaging 
mobs of Uljanin. The leader of the Rus was quite satisfied 
with this situation, because now both sides could fight for 
the power in Russia among themselves. 

Ultimately, over 70000 people came to Tschistokjow' s rally 

in the inner city of St. Petersburg. His supporters flocked 

together at the Mesto Lenina, while the collectivists were 

gathering for their own demonstration. And the red-black 

crowd was even bigger! 

At 12.00 o'clock, the inner city resembled a seething 

cauldron. Like warring tribes, the Rus and their opponents 

shouted insults at each other, before they startet to throw 

stones, bottles and Molotov cocktails. It came to the first 

heavy clashes of the day with several dead and injured 

people. 

But Tschistokjow and his followers did not waver and 

marched loudly screaming across the Liteynii Bridge, while 

thousands of collectivists followed them. Other opponents 

blocked the street on the opposite shore and could only be 

driven back after another riot. 

At the same time, the Varangian Guard and the local CLJ 

had a wild shoot-out in the streets near the marching route. 

Everywhere, the air was filled with hateful screams and a 

background noise that already sounded like a rising civil 

war. 

At 13.30 o'clock, Artur Tschistokjow led his crowd through 

the Zakhareyvskaja Ulitsa and finally entered a maze of 

narrow side streets, where the Rus were already awaited by 

thousands of collectivists. Both sides immediately attacked 



173 



each other with clubs, iron bars, knives and brass knuckles. 
CLJ troopers started to fire from the house roofs, while the 
armed Rus answered with their guns. Dozens of protesters 
were hit by bullets and died on the asphalt. Nonetheless, 
the remaining demonstrants marched forward, steadfastly 
and stubbornly. 

"Artur Tschistokjow! The liberator of Russia!", it resounded 
out of the sea of waving dragon head flags. 
"Reactionary pigs! Minions of the capitalists!", yelled the 
enraged followers of Uljanin. 

The Rus marched on, meter after meter, while the streets 
around them filled with screaming red-black mobs. But not 
even bullets stopped the crowd which was lead by Artur 
Tschistokjow himself. 

Shortly afterwards, the Rus had almost reached the 
House of Justice, but what they saw there, made even the 
hardest trooper become nervous. Theodore Soloto had 
called his followers together and hundreds of CLJ men were 
waiting behind barricades, while thousands of ordinary 
CASJ members were blocking every street around. They 
had armed themselves with everything they could find. 
Then the CLJ troopers opened fire and a storm of bullets 
mowed down the Rus in the first rank. Tschistokjow' s armed 
gray shirts instantly hit the dirt and shot back. The deafening 
noise of rifle fire drowned everything else for a moment, 
then the collectivists rushed forward with a warcry on their 
lips. 

This was already civil war! Within minutes, the 
demonstration turned into a giant street battle. Bones were 
broken and skulls were smashed, some men fired 
indiscriminately, while others beat or stabbed down anyone 
in their way. 
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Now Frank, Alf and the Varangians appeared with their 
trucks and immediately shot back. After a fierce battle, both 
sides parted again and the Rus were still trying to advance 
to the House of Justice. Some of them were bleeding or 
limping, others were lying dead or wounded on the asphalt. 
Meanwhile, Tschistokjow's followers could see the 
collectivist headquarter - it was only hundred meters away 
from them. But their enemies were still blocking the streets 
and their number was growing with each passing minute. 
The leader of the Rus briefly mused whether he should 
order his troopers to attack the collectivists again, but finally 
he decided to end the demonstration. For the many citizens 
of St. Petersburg, who had joined the rally today, even 
many women and old people, this would have been to 
dangerous. 

"We retreat!", said the blond rebel leader disappointedly and 
the demonstrators changed their route. 
Now, the Rus marched across the Vosstaniya Mesto and 
finally reached the Ostrovskogo Mesto, a large square near 
the shore of the Neva river. Here the demonstrators stopped 
and Artur Tschistokjow delivered a speech. 
Two hours later, the rally was over and the Varangians and 
troopers did their best to protect the participants on their 
way back. 

But the riots still raged until deep in the night. St. Petersburg 
was shaken by a wave of violence, that devasteted large 
parts of the inner city. 

Trains and trams were attacked, shops were looted or set 
on fire, and even more people were killed. Some young 
members of the freedom movement burned down a lodge 
house near the Mariinnsky theater, while collectivist mobs 
flocked together with gangs of non-Russians, spreading 
terror throughout St. Petersburg and beating anyone up who 
crossed their path. The next morning offered a gruesome 
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picture of destruction. Shop windows had been smashed, 
burned-out cars covered whole streets of houses and dead 
people everywhere. The battle for the second-largest city of 
Russia had entered a new phase. 

"Of course it has been a success!", returned Frank 

annoyedly and gave his friend a nudge. 

"But we did not make it till the House of Justice. Now the 

collectivists sell it as their victory", said Baumer. 

"Fuck these bastards! Soon we will break their spine!", 

grumbled Kohlhaas grimly, clenching his fist. 

"Their number seems to be endless. Artur was right, when 

he stopped the march. Otherwise, even more people had 

been wounded or killed", remarked Alf. 

Kohlhaas uttered a few curses, stressing that he was 

already looking forward to drive the collectivists one day out 

of St. Petersburg. 

"Believe me, in the long run, we will smash them. 

Meanwhile, more and more Russians are on our side. Even 

in St. Petersburg. If we increase our propaganda and fight 

back with all our might, we can finally make it", growled 

Frank. 

"But there are so many of them, and they are ruthless and 

brutal", moaned Baumer. 

"Then we will answer them in the same language! Violence 

is the only thing they understand!" 

"Anyway, let's wait and see", said Alfred and went into the 

secondary room. 

Frank was staring at the TV screen and tried to calm down. 

He was watching a news channel from North America. 

Some kind of epidemic had broken out in southern India and 

several thousand people had already died, as the 

newscaster told. With a loud yawning, Kohlhaas switched 

the television off and left the living room too. 
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Both sides, the collectivists and the Rus, interpreted the 

events in St. Petersburg as their successes. Theodore 

Soloto said on the internet that the CASJ had stopped the 

"reactionaries", while Tschistokjow stressed that the 

freedom movement had made it to march through the inner 

city, despite of the "collectivist blood mobs". 

The struggle for power in the heart of the metropolis was 

now continued with unabated force. Propaganda material of 

the two revolutionary movements was flooding the city and 

political violence was the order of the day. 

The Rus did not relent in their efforts and steadily increased 

their activities. Soon the first Russian policemen joined 

Tschistokjow's organization and their number was growing. 

But the most sympathy the Rus still found among the 

desperate, uprooted and disaffected Russians. 

The CASJ slowly lost ground and had to ease its iron grip 

around the districts of the inner city. Uljanin started to 

criticize Soloto and looked at the development with anger 

and sorrow. 

In August, Tschistokjow's men made several smaller rallies 

in the city center. They were all spontaneous and after a 

short time, the demonstrants disappeared again, leaving the 

CASJ no room for organized counterattacks. 

The collectivists finally reacted with the usual terror and 

tried to kill Yuri Lebed on the 16th of August. The head of 

the local chapter of the freedom movement was ambushed 

and stabbed down by his political opponents at a subway 

station. 

Nevertheless, the tough man survived the attack, although 

he had to stay in a hospital for a long time. Shortly 

afterwards, the Rus stroke back and beat up several 

collectivists after a CASJ meeting. 

Soloto's men answered for their part with the murder of a 

group leader of the Rus in the following week. 



177 



Tschistokjow' s followers reacted immediately and killed a 
CASJ functionary in front of his home with a headshot a few 
days later. 

The whole August was characterized by a bloody guerrilla 
war that was raging in the streets of St. Petersburg. 
But all in all, more and more people left the collectivist 
movement and supported the Rus. On the 29th of August, 
Artur Tschistokjow came back to St. Petersburg, in order to 
speak in front of several thousand people in a festival hall in 
the outskirts. One day later, a similar event followed at the 
other end of the metropolis. Slowly, the freedom movement 
was able to gain influence in the biggest city of western 
Russia. 

The conference hall in the hotel "Himmelblick" was packed 
with people. About 500 Rus had gathered here today, 
among them many functionaries of the freedom movement 
and furthermore the officers and commanders of the 
Belarusian army. Frank and Alfred were sitting in the first 
row. Behind them, a few Russians in gray shirts were 
whispering, while they waited for the arrival of the president. 
The great hall was hung all over with dragon head flags. It 
were dozens of banners, hanging on the sides of the hall or 
from the ceiling. Dozens of uniformed members of the 
Children of the Rus were also holding flags in their hands, 
standing in rank and file at the entrance. 
Behind the stage, at the other end of the hall, a giant dragon 
head flag had been placed. Under it was a big banner with 
the inscription: "Victory through perseverance! Russia will 
live!" 

When Artur Tschistokjow finally entered the hall, he was 
welcomed with a thunderous applause. Friendly smiling, he 
walked slowly towards the speaker's desk, that was also 
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decorated with the symbol of the freedom movement. Then 
he began with his speech: 

"My dear comrades! 

The next month will bring the decision in the fight for St. 

Petersburg. I have decided to occupy the city, because I 

think that we meanwhile have realistic chances. Currently, 

our enemies are confused and don't really know how to 

stop us. That means for us: It is time to act! 

And we have to act quickly before they can strengthen their 

position again. Soon our organization will start with the 

greatest propaganda campaign in the history of our 

movement and I am sure, that we can beat the CASJ, if we 

concentrate all our forces on St. Petersburg. 

Regiments of the Volksarmee, armed troopers and of 

course also the Varangian Guard, furthermore thousands of 

other Rus, will now be mobilized. 

We will occupy the strategically important targets in the city, 

organize strikes of the workers who have sympathies for us, 

and finally throw the CASJ out of St. Petersburg. The House 

of Justice and all other centers of the enemy must be taken 

as well. We must hit them hard with a sudden strike! 

"Well, the band begins to play", whispered Baumer at his 

friend. 

"We should try it, Artur is right", replied Frank. 

The blonde politician behind the speaker's desk raised his 

fist and exclaimed: "Despite of the risk, that this will be the 

staring shot of a civil war in Russia, we will occupy the 

second largest city with one great assault! I say: Now or 

never, my comrades!" 

"Civil war will come soon anyway", shouted an elderly man 

from behind. 

A group of young Russian troopers babbled loudly in the 

background and Artur Tschistokjow asked for silence. 
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"I know, that most of you are worried and Tim worried too. 
But we have to try it now, my loyal fighters! There is no 
other chance for our organization. Uljanin and his red-black 
poisoners will never rest and we can not either. Fate leaves 
us no other choice anymore! 

From tomorrow on, we will start the great propaganda 
offensive in St. Petersburg - and the military attack will 
follow. If we should succeed in taking over this important 
metropolis, then the balance of power in western Russia will 
change overnight. Then we will have a mighty fortress, a 
bulwark! Do not forget that! 

The time is right, the GCF has almost completely left Russia 
to give the collectivist pseudo-revolutionaries, these agents 
of the world enemy, free reign. Nobody stands in their way 
anymore - except for us. My comrades, we all know who is 
behind this devilry. Let us bring freedom to the Russian 
nation and the sword to Uljanin's hellish breed!" 
The rebel leader still spoke for more than an hour and the 
orders were clear after his stirring speech. A few days later, 
Frank, Alf and the Varangians began work. 

In the first week of September, the members of the 
Freedom Movement of the Rus advanced deeply into the 
streets of the suburbs of St. Petersburg. They distributed 
countless leaflets, newspapers and data discs. Other Rus 
drove through the city with loudspeaker vans, implacably 
preaching the doctrines of Tschistokjow. 
The Varangians were patrolling around the clock in almost 
all parts of the metropolis and tried to protect their comrades 
from collectivist attacks. Their watchful eyes always 
searched the dark streets and corners for the political 
opponents, but St. Petersburg was far too big to keep 
everything in sight. 
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In a suburb in north of the city, some CLJ troopers fired at 
the trucks from a rooftop. Frank gave his men the order to 
pursue the collectivists. The hooded men disappeared in a 
rundown apartment block and the Varangians tried to get 
them. The searched apartment for apartment, always the 
weapon at the ready. 

Frank and his soldiers walked through dark corridors, which 
were littered with debris and trash, the kicked in the doors of 
the ugly dwellings to find filthy and impoverished Russians, 
sitting in the corners. 

Many of these poor people were followers of Uljanin and 
stared at the Varangians with hateful eyes. Women met 
them on the hallway, hissing something in Russian, then 
they spat on the ground in front of the Varangians to trudge 
back then into their bleak home holes. 
In the end, Frank and his men found no one. Presumably, 
the CLJ men had already escaped through a back yard. 
Angry and frustrated, they left the ugly block of flats, got into 
their trucks and drove to another point of the giant city. 
The Varagians spent the night in general outside of St. 
Petersburg in an old gymnasium or other, shabby 
accommodations. Sometimes they were also out at night, 
patrolling in the streets of the suburbs. This was tiring and 
monotonous, a form of political struggle that tortured Frank 
and his soldiers. 

In the second and third week of September, the Varangians 
started to distribute advertising material in the city center. 
Here, they often met hostile people, who railed against them 
behind their backs. They got used even to this. At night, 
they were on patrol again. 

But the Varangians could not be everywhere. St. Petersburg 
was a huge moloch and a confusing maze of streets. So the 
conflicts between the Rus and the collectivists went on. 
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Over 30 Rus died only in September in the course of the 
propaganda campaign of the freedom movement. They 
were shot, stabbed or slain in dark corners or on open 
street. Nevertheless, the campaign continued, because it 
had to be done. 

Occasionally, Frank phoned with Julia, promising her, that 
he would return to Ivas as soon as possible. But she had 
heard things like this a thousand times before. The young 
woman had become tired to listen to the same old 
assertions again and again. Anyway, there was still a big 
fosse between Frank and her, because Kohlhaas was an 
always turning cogwheel in the machinery of the revolution. 
When the young man was lying that night in his dirty 
sleeping bag for a few hours, he was found again by a 
strange dream vision... 

Shots and explosions could be heard everywhere between 
the dark ruins. Frank was alone in this apocalyptic 
landscape of destruction, huddling behind a gray concrete 
wall that was littered with bullet holes and burn marks. 
Slowly, he crept forward, while a terrible slaughter was 
raging around him. GCF soldiers and armed men in the gray 
uniforms of the Volksarmee were savaging each other. 
Flame-throwers whooshed in the distance, cloaking the 
ruins in an eerie glow. Then he could see the outlines of 
tanks that broke through the field of rubble, wildly shooting 
at everything in their way. Fear seized Frank's heart and 
made it difficult for him to breathe, while the stench of burnt 
flesh was stinging into his nose. The rebel jumped over a 
dead soldier whose blank eyes were staring at him out of a 
smashed, bloody face. 

"I must find him!", he whispered to himself, hurried across a 
street that was covered with corpses and rubble. 
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Then he ran down a dark alley and finally saw a group of 

bombers in the distance. They were racing across the sky 

with roaring engines and let their deadly cargo rain down on 

earth. 

"Bam! Bam! Bam!", it thundered from afar and bright light lit 

up the dim, cloud-covered horizon. Frank began to run 

faster and finally came to a big square, where a dark 

building towered up into the sky. 

It was a huge pyramid with a red light on its top. The light 

resembled an evil eye, and its ray went down on him in a 

flash as he approached. 

Frank summed up all his courage and climbed up some 

stairs to enter the pyramid. The stone gate at the foot of the 

mysterious building was open and it seemed to expect him 

like the maw of a demon. Kohlhaas went inside and walked 

through endless corridors, then he climbed up some more 

stairs and eventually came into a large hall, which was lit by 

smoldering torches on the walls. 

Ancient columns with reliefs, showing death and war, 

carried the hall. Frank went further into the huge vault and 

finally met two persons. 

He came closer and realized, that one of the two men was 

sitting on a throne, which was made of human bones. 

The other person was a soldier who lifted his rifle 

menacingly, positioning himself in front of the gruesome 

throne. 

"It's you, my boy!", said Kohlhaas and introduced himself to 

the soldier. It was Nico, his nephew. 

The man on the throne, wearing a fiery red dress, got up 

from his seat and went towards his guard. It was none other 

than the World President. 

Nico looked as if he was in the mid twenties, Frank was 

puzzled. The young man stared at him with empty eyes, 

pointing with the gun directly at Frank's chest. 
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"General Frank Kohlhaas!", whispered the World President 

into Nico's ear and grinned maliciously. "This is your uncle, 

my boy!" 

"Yes, I am. Your uncle Frank...", said the uninvited guest 

and tried to smile. 

Nico did not answer him and just stared into space. The 

World President put his arm around the shoulder of his 

bodyguard and hissed: "Your uncle Frank has long resisted 

us! He wants to kill your master! He has already killed many 

people and now he wants to take my life!" The soldier said 

nothing and kept a straight face. 

"What's wrong with you, Nico? What have they done to 

you?", asked Kohlhaas his nephew with wavering voice. 

"He is an enemy of humanity, an enemy of justice, an 

enemy of the brotherhood! Kill him before he kills your 

master!", ordered the World President, clapping on Nico's 

back. 

Frank was scared and confused. He showed his empty 

hands to his nephew. "I do not want to kill anyone! Here, I 

have no weapon. I just wanted to see you again." 

"Do not listen to him! He must die! Kill him! Shoot him! I will 

give you a great reward! Kill him! Kill him!", shouted the man 

in the crimson robe. 

A shot rang out and Frank felt how he was thrown 

backwards. Incredible pain was rushing through his body 

and he was breathing heavily. With the last of his strength, 

he put his hand on the chest, where a warm flow of blood 

poured out. 

"Well done, Nico!", he heard the World President's 

malicious voice. Shortly afterwards, he suddenly had the 

feeling to fly above his body, watching the scene from the 

ceiling of the hall. 

The young soldier smiled meekly at his master and said: "I 

have killed him, my lord! Do I get my reward now?" 
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His master was silent for a few seconds, then he uttered a 

bloodcurdling scream and Frank saw his body burst like a 

breaking cocoon. 

"What is happening to you, my lord?" Nico fell on his knees 

and was speechless with terror. 

Finally, a huge snake with a forked tongue suddenly stuck 

its ugly head out of the red robe, leaving its decayed human 

body lay on the ground. Then the snake crawled towards 

Nico. 

"What is happening to you, master?", cried the young 

soldier again and tried to run away, but the snake lunged at 

him, slamming their fangs deeply into his flesh. 

Nico struggled and screamed, but the snake completely 

devoured him with a loud smack within a second. It choked 

down the young soldier with skin and hair, to finally creep 

back to the awful throne, made of human remains. 

"Your reward, Nico? Well, that was your reward! You were 

allowed to serve me as food, like all the other people too!", 

hissed the snake and curled up happily. 
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Forward Ever, Backward Never! 



"A text message! Svetlana has wished me good luck!", said 

Alf, showing Frank the display of his cellphone. Frank 

yawned and crawled out of his sleeping bag. 

"That's really nice!", he muttered sleepily. 

Around them, the other soldiers of the Varangian Guard 

slowly woke up, while bright sunlight was breaking through 

the dirty windows of the gym hall, awaking even the last of 

the men. 

"It is 6.40 o'clock now!", said Frank, stretching his aching 

back. 

Tonight he hadn't lain all too comfortable. Alf made some 

pushups and Kohlhaas looked with admiration at his big 

upper arm muscles. A few minutes later, the general did the 

same and tried to warm up too. 

Shortly afterwards, the Varangians lined up outside the gym 

in rank and file. Their leader inspected them and explained 

the details of today's mission in Russian. Tschistokjow had 

finally given his elite soldiers a heavy task - they had to 

conquer the House of Justice and to arrest or kill Theodore 

Soloto, if they had the chance. 

So they got into their trucks and drove to St. Petersburg in a 

long convoy. At the same time, several regiments of the 

Volksarmee and thousands of other Rus tried to invade the 

metropolis. 

Artur Tschistokjow wanted to lead his followers to the 

Palace Square in the heart of the city, and he hoped that his 

organization would be able to mobilize the masses on this 

important day. There wouldn't be a second chance, if the 

takeover failed today, as Tschistokjow meant. 
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"The soldiers of the Volksarmee and the armed troopers will 
occupy the main administration building and the other 
strategic goals. We will concentrate our forces on the 
collectivist scum. Today, we will smash the CASJ!", shouted 
Frank at some of his Russian soldiers. 
"We will kill them all!", growled a young Varangian who was 
screwing a bayonet on his rifle. The other men in the hold of 
the truck answered with a thunderous battle cry. 
Kohlhaas beheld the soldiers around him. Some of them 
were brawny, brutal-looking guys with petrified faces. 
Others were still young, tall, athletic and full of fiery 
idealism. He felt comfortable among them. With one or the 
other Varangian, he had already become friends and he 
asked himself, how many of them he would see again, at 
the end of this day. 

Next to him was Alf, his faithful friend. Frank loved him like a 
brother. He could always count on Baumer, and also today 
he was glad that the giant from Dortmund was there. 
Kohlhaas clapped him on the shoulder with a smile and 
stared then silently at the ground. 
"There is no reason for bad mood, buddy", he said. 
Baumer shook his head. "I'm not grumpy, just tired. I think I 
should make a nap..." 

Baumer yawned and closed his eyes. Frank wondered once 
more, how Alf could have the nerves to sleep in a situation 
like this. He just shrugged his shoulders and had to chuckle 
in the next second. That was Baumer - his best friend. 
Today, the tall German behaved as always, Alf was a 
constant in this otherwise so fickle world, thought Kohlhaas. 
The truck convoy came closer to St. Petersburg. It should 
become a hell of a day. 

But the collectivists had not been unprepared. They knew 
that their enemies would try to take over the city today and 
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so they did everything to prevent it. Nevertheless, they did 
not know how many Rus would invade St. Petersburg. So 
they had already occupied some important buildings the 
night before. Moreover, the had taken over the local 
television and radio stations, that were now sending appeals 
to the people since the early morning hours. The citizens of 
St. Petersburg should gather under the red-black flag in the 
city center, proclaimed the CASJ. Now, Theodore Soloto put 
everything on one card too, giving his men the order to 
conquer St. Petersburg for collectivism. 
All the conflicts in the previous months could not be 
compared to the street fights that were now waiting for the 
Rus. This was already real civil war. 

Tschistokjow's followers came by train, by car or by truck. 
Thousands of them streamed into the city from all sides. 

Meanwhile, the St. Petersburg chapter of the freedom 
movement had called their members and supporters 
together in the southern suburbs of the city. And the Rus 
had, as well as the collectivists, armed themselves with 
everything they could get. Those who had no firearms, had 
grabbed a club or something else. 

The Varangian Guard reached the city at 8.00 o' clock in 
the morning and immediately became embroiled in a 
skirmish. Some collectivists had shot at the truck convoy in 
a side street, but this did not stop the advance of the 
Varangians. After a short shoot-out, the CLJ troopers 
retreated and the trucks drove on towards the inner city. 
Several units of the Volksarmee followed them and 
occupied some important buildings in the outskirts. Then 
they tried to invade the city center too. 

Artur Tschistokjow beheld the numerous troopers in their 
gray shirts and black pants, while cheering citizens came 
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out of their houses, waving Russia flags and joining the 

growing crowd. The Belarusian president, Peter Ulljewski 

and many of the leading functionaries of the freedom 

movement had already met at dawn in the west of St. 

Petersburg. 

"Do you think we can make it today?", asked Artur his oldest 

friend. 

"Chapter leader Lebed says that the collectivists seem to be 

well prepared. They have already occupied some buildings, 

including the media district", answered Ulljewski and 

appeared nervous. 

"We are still waiting for more men. If everyone has arrived, 

we will march towards the inner city", explained the leader 

of Rus. 

Peter nodded and disappeared in the crowd to look for the 

leaders of the trooper units. Today, any mistakes could be 

deadly. 

"Attention! Attention! Citizens of St. Petersburg! This is 
Theodore Soloto of the CASJ! Today, Tschistokjow's fascist 
hordes try to take over the power in our city! Help us to fight 
back! Join the collectivist revolution here in St. Petersburg! 
We will bring you freedom and justice! Join the CASJ! Come 
to our mass demonstration! Today, at 13.00 o'clock in the 
summer garden!" 

Frank turned off the radio and looked at Alf with concern. 
"This won't be a blitz anymore." 

"Damn!", grumbled Baumer and clung to his machine gun. 
Suddenly the truck convoy stopped, as a barricade blocked 
its way. Frank peered across the street and saw some red- 
black flags behind a big pile of boards and rubble. 
"Get out of the trucks! Swarm out!", he shouted into his 
radio. 
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The soldiers got out of the transport vehicles and took 

cover. Some of the trucks sped away and turned into a side 

street. 

In the distance, a hand grenade detonated and screams 

were heard, while the Varangians opened fire. A few 

minutes later, several trucks appeared behind the 

collectivists and 200 Varangians immediately encircled 

them. 

"Come on!", shouted Frank, and his soldiers attacked the 

collectivists from the front. Now there was no more escape 

for the surprised enemies. 

The shoot-out did not last long. After a few minutes, most of 

the CLJ troopers behind the barricade had been killed or 

heavily wounded. 

"This was just a small squad", remarked Kohlhaas, looking 

at his men who were destroying the barricade, that was still 

blocking the street. 

Shortly thereafter, the passage was free. About a dozen 

dead CLJ troopers lay between debris and planks, the 

soldiers dragged the bodies to the sidewalk. Then the truck 

convoy drove away to take position in a nearby park. 

Tschistokjow's followers had gathered in the west of St. 
Petersburg. Soon, their mass had already grown up to 
30000 people. This time, women and even children were 
among the demonstrants in great numbers. Many people 
cheered enthusiastically, when they recognized the 
Belarusian rebel in the crowd. Everybody tried to shake his 
hand, while some women even brought him flower bouquets 
to express their admiration. 

The leader of the Freedom Movement of the Rus itself, 
however, was bad-tempered. The fact, that Soloto's men 
had occupied several important radio stations and were now 
constantly sending their propaganda appeals, made him 
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more than angry. Nevertheless, he tried to hide his bad 

mood in front of his supporters as good as he could. Finally, 

the mass started to move. Loudly chorusing, the Rus 

marched through the streets and more and more people 

joined them. 

"Artur Tschistokjow! Freedom for St. Petersburg!", shouted 

the Rus at the top of their lungs and waved their dragon 

head flags. 

Meanwhile, it was 10.21 o'clock. Everywhere in the city, the 

men of the freedom movement were gathering on squares 

or in the streets and it had already come to first clashes with 

the collectivists. 

In the inner city of St. Petersburg, Theodore Soloto had 

meanwhile mobilized an even bigger crowd and the number 

of the people, who followed the red-black flag on this day, 

was still growing. When the Rus had already reached 

downtown, they suddenly came across several hundred 

Russian policemen. 

Artur Tschistokjow immediately gave his followers the order 

to stop, while his troopers took their rifles from the 

shoulders. A police officer came nearer, waving his hands 

and trying to calm down the armed troopers, who still 

appeared sceptic. 

"Do not shoot!", shouted the man. "We want to help you!" 

Artur Tschistokjow came out the crowd, stared at the police 

officer and perked his eyebrows up. "What?" 

"Do not shoot, Mr. Tschistokjow!", shouted the man again. 

"The St. Petersburg police is on your side! We want to help 

you to drive the collectivists out of our city!" 

The rebel leaders shook the police officer's hand and 

answered: "I'm glad to hear this! We have never been your 

enemies! At last, you have finally realized who destroyes 

this country and also your future!" 
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"We have already recognized this months ago, but we had 

our orders from above. You know what I mean, Mr. 

Tschistokjow." 

"Absolutely!" 

"At first, we had the order to fight against your movement - 

to be one day replaced by the CLJ troopers of the CASJ. 

Our masters have betrayed us, from the beginning!", said 

the police officer. 

"Today, this madness will end! Welcome to the freedom 

movement!", returned the Belarusian president and the 

crowd behind him started to cheer. 

"Do you still have some of your anti-riot tanks?", Artur 

wanted to know then. 

The police officer grinned. "Yes, but only five, the rest has 

already been scrapped at the behest of our bosses. We can 

give them to you, so that you can clean up the streets!" 

"Sounds good...", said the rebel leader. "I will remember you 

offer, my friend." 

Around 500 Russian policemen eventually joined the Rus. 

Most of them had brought along their own weapons, and 

some of them even wore their heavy body armor, what 

made them look very formidable. Shortly afterwards, the 

Rus marched on towards the inner city. 

Frank's radio was crackling continuously and the general 
tried to conceive the situation, even if it was hardly possible. 
Artur had just informed him, that his crowd had already 
grown on to about 40000 people. 

"The city center has become a cauldron. I have heard of 
over 200000 collectivists in the summer garden. 
Furthermore, the House of Justice is protected by over 4000 
CLJ troopers and thousands of ordinary CASJ members. 
And the day is still young...", said Kohlhaas and swallowed. 
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"The number of our supporters will grow too in the course of 

this day, don't worry, Frank", calmed him Alf. 

"Yeah sure! Just wait and see...", came back. 

"What shall we do now, general Gollchaas?", asked a 

Russian behind Frank's back. 

"We stay in this park and wait", answered Baumer before 

Kohlhaas could say anything. 

In the eastern part of St. Petersburg, the soldiers of the 
Volksarmee met the collectivist troopers, who had 
entrenched themselves behind barricades or in houses. It 
came to fierce gunfights in the streets and soon the eastern 
suburbs of the metropolis turned into a battlefield. 
This time, Tschistokjow's soldiers even used some small, 
mobile mortars to drive the enemy out of his fortified 
positions. Soon, a bloody battle was raging for every street 
corner, and the Volksarmee suffered great casualties within 
only a few hours. 

At 13.00 o'clock, about 60000 people were led by 
Tschistokjow. In return, Soloto had gathered not less than 
350000 followers and the heart of St. Petersburg was 
shaking under the voices of countless people, who were 
ready for everything. 

Soloto preached them what they wanted to hear. Today, as 
he declared, collectivism would also liberate St. Petersburg 
and save its people from poverty. 

"But at first, we must destroy the enemies of equality, the 
murderous hordes of the capitalist exploiters! We must 
break the spine of Tschsitokjow's reactionary and fascist 
movement. And we will break it today - in the streets of St. 
Petersburg!", shouted the CASJ functionary, while the 
crowd answered him with a deafening noise. 
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Artur Tschistokjow and his followers marched through 
Vasilevsky Island, a district west of the Palace Square, and 
finally encountered the first CLJ troopers, who immediately 
opened fire. The armed troopers shot back in return, and 
stormed against the barricades. The armored Russian 
policemen followed them to support their attack. 
Then Tschistokjow also gave the giant crowd behind him 
the signal to charge. Screaming and yelling, over 60000 
people surged through the streets like a forceful wave, 
dashing against the positions of the collectivists. 
The first attackers were mowed down by machine gun fire, 
while their comrades jumped over their dead bodies, 
climbed on the barricades and drove the CLJ men back. It 
was another bloody chaos, but finally the mass of the Rus 
made it to chase the collectivists away, so that the 
demonstration could go on. The troopers destroyed or 
burned the barricades and the crowd marched in the 
direction of the university-terrain, where they were already 
awaited by even more opponents. 

The CASJ members welcomed them with Molotov cocktails 
and clouds of cobblestones, but the raging Rus did not 
hesitate and stormed forward again, while thousands of 
students, who had gathered under the red-black banners, 
tried to hold them back. 

One of them shot at Artur Tschistokjow in the chaos and 
failed his head just barely. The bullet hit the shoulder of a 
trooper behind the politician. 

Now, the rebel leader was raging too, while his followers 
slammed into the mass of the students, beating everyone 
down they could get. Many of the Rus, who had grown up in 
poverty, hated these often arrogant young academics more 
than anything else. Many of the students had already taken 
leading positions in the CASJ and so a lot of members of 
the freedom movement attacked them with sheer frenzy. 
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After the street riot near the university of St. Petersburg, 
about 20000 people joined Tschistokjow's crowd. Now the 
Belarusian revolutionary lead more than 80000 people 
through the streets. 

The demonstrators marched across the Neva river, where it 
came to the next clash with a huge mass of collectivists at 
the other shore. Meanwhile, they had almost reached the 
Palace Square. 

"Let's advance to the city center!", shouted Frank and the 

truck convoy began to move with roaring engines. 

The big transport vehicles raced across a long bridge and 

finally through the streets of the inner city. Some smaller 

groups of collectivists crossed their path and were 

immediately welcomed with gun-fire. 

Shortly afterwards, the trucks broke through a half-finished 

barricade south of the metro station "Moscow" and the 

Varangians gunned down the CLJ troopers behind it. Then 

the heavy transporters unerringly rolled towards the Ulitsa 

Nekrasova. 

In the meantime, Theodore Soloto had ended his mass rally 

and was now leading the huge crowd to the main 

administration building of the city, in order to occupy it with 

his men. But Artur Tschistokjow and his Rus were already 

there, waiting for their rivals. 

Frank was sweating and tried understand the excited babble 

that came out of the radio. 

"We shall come to the Palace Square?" 

"Yes, the collectivists are attacking us! I have never seen a 

crowd like that, Frank. Hurry up, help us!" 

"What's about the House of Justice and...?" 

"Forget it! We need you here! Don't waste time, come on!", 

screamed Peter Ulljewski's panicky into Frank's ear. 
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Artufs best friend was right in the middle of an 
unbelieveable chaos. All around him, bullets, bottles, stones 
and firebombs flew through the air, while cars and even 
houses were set on fire. This time, the number of the 
collectivists was far too big to hold them back anymore. 
But the Varagians did everything to reach the Palace 
Square as fast as possible. They raced through the streets 
at breakneck speed, breaking through barricades and all 
kinds of other barriers, to drive across a bridge near the 
Pushkin Theater. Finally, they reached the giant mass of 
their enemies. 

"Get out of the trucks!", yelled Kohlhaas and hundreds of 

Varagians jumped on the asphalt. They had appeared right 

on the flank of the hostile crowd. 

The collectivists were confused for a moment, and CLJ men 

were rapidly called together to repel the attack of the 

Varagian Guard. A bazooka blew up one of the trucks and 

killed several men. Frank and Alfred hit the dirt and crawled 

into a doorway. 

Suddenly, several hundred Russian policemen stormed out 

of a side street and opened fire on the collectivists. Three 

anti-riot tanks follwed them and the terrible sound of heavy 

autocannons filled the air. 

Soloto's horrified men were moved down by a murderous 

volley and bloody clouds sprayed up between the red-black 

flags. Kohlhaas clenched his fist. 

"God bless the Russian police!", he whispered grimly. 

Then he gave his men the order to attack. The Varangians 

pounced on their opponents, who were meanwhile seized 

with sheer panic. 

At that moment, a deadly hail of bullets came over Soloto's 

collectivists, cutting down whole swarms of them. Finally, 

the elite soldiers jumped right into the middle of the turmoil 
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and unleashed a bloody melee. Frank tore a hatchet from 
his belt, which he always carried for situations like this, and 
hacked down a CLJ trooper with a well-aimed strike. Then 
he speared another with his bayonet. Baumer also raged 
like a madman, pumping his bullets into the body of every 
collectivist in his way. 

The unexpected arrival of the Russian policemen and the 
furious onslaught of the Varagian Guard totally outfaced 
Solotcfs followers. 

Now even the ordinary Rus started a counterattack and 
charged the wavering foe. With everything their fists could 
grab, they beat, stabbed and shot down their red-black 
rivals. 

Finally, Soloto's followers run away, and retreated back 
towards the summer garden. Nevertheless, Artur 
Tschistokjow had been hurt and was holding his thigh. 
"Occupy the administration building!", he yelled at his 
troopers, squirming with pain. 

Shortly afterwards, the main administration building of St. 
Petersburg could be taken without resistance, and a dragon 
head flag was run up on the roof. 

Meanwhile, the fleeing collectivists had been chased by the 
Varangians a few hundred meters through the streets and 
many of them had been massacred by Frank's soldiers. 
And the Russian policemen had done the same. The anti- 
riot tanks and the heavily armored officers had slaughtered 
a great number of Soloto's followers. 
General Kohlhaas was holding his bleeding cheek. The 
steel teeth of brass knuckles had barely missed his face in 
the bloody chaos of the fight. Alf gave him a plaster, and 
Frank stuck it on the burning wound. 
"What shall we do now?", asked Baumer. 
The leader of the Varangian Guard took a deep breath and 
called his men together. Some of them were wounded, 
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others were lying somewhere in the streets. Frank ordered 

to bring the injured soldiers to the next hospital, while the 

rest of his men got into the transport vehicles. Before the 

elite soldiers left the Palace Square behind, they met with 

Tschistokjow and the other Rus. The leader of the freedom 

movement embraced Frank and tried to smile. 

"We have captured the building of administration, my 

friend", he exclaimed in German. 

Kohlhaas just nodded. "And now, Artur?" 

"I have called for more soldiers of the Volksarmee, they will 

come in the next hours", said Tschistokjow. 

Frank looked down on Artur's leg. His trousers were already 

soaked with blood. 

"What has happened?" 

"They hit my leg!" 

"You have to be doctored, Artur!" 

"Peter will bring me to a hospital. Go to the House of 

Justice. You have to take it, Frank", he moaned in German. 

"Don't worry, Artur. Tm sure that we can make it", assured 

Kohlhaas confidently. 

"What is about your.. .your...?", asked Artur then, pointing at 

Kohlhaas face. 

"Cheek! This is called "cheek" in German." 

"Yes, is the cheek hurting?" 

"I have turned the other cheek, Artur", returned Frank with a 

grin. 

Tschistokjow perked his eyebrows up and looked 

questioningly at his friend. Kohlhaas smiled and went back 

to his men. 

Elsewhere in the city, the street fights were still raging. In 
the east of St. Petersburg, the soldiers of the Volksarmee 
had almost reached downtown. Some important buildings, 
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for example power generation plants and waterworks, were 

already in their hands. 

Apart from that, they collectivists, who had retreated to the 

streets in the proximity of the summer garden, were now 

gathering at the Mesto Lenina, in order to start a 

counterattack on the Rus. Finally, they tried to cross one of 

the Neva bridges to get back into the inner city. 

After Peter Ulljewski has brought his best friend to the 

hospital, Yuri Lebed, the head of the St. Petersburg chapter, 

delivered an inspirational speech and finally ended the rally. 

The Varangian Guard had meanwhile reached the Ulitsa 

Nekrasova. It was accompanied by several hundred armed 

troopers and ordinary Rus. Frank ordered the trucks to stop 

in a side street and they waited. It was now almost 17.00 

o'clock. 

"Collectivist troopers block all the streets around the Ulitsa 

Nekrasova", explained the general, holding his bleeding 

cheek. 

"How many are there?", Baumer wanted to know. 

"I can't say yet, perhaps several thousand!" 

The radio croaked and interrupted them. Peter Ulljewski 

reported that Soloto and his followers were trying to 

advance to the main administration building. 

"They want to expel us from the Palace Square, but the 

police will help us", said the head of the Belarusian secret 

service. 

"Damn! The collectivists edge our comrades on the Palace 

Square again!", cursed Kohlhaas and stared at Alf. 

"What are you waiting for, Frank? Give the command to 

attack the House of Justice! We are just wasting our time 

here!", urged Baumer. 

"All right, but I have to coordinate the assault with our 

comrades from the Volksarmee at first", answered Frank 

and fetched the radio. 
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The general contacted an officer of the Belarusian army and 

talked with him for a quarter of an hour. Then he positioned 

himself in front of the Varangians. 

"The soldiers of the Volksarmee will come from the east. 

Together we will invade the Ulitsa Nekrasova from several 

sides. Moreover, the Volksarmee has also some mortars 

that will help us against the CLJ troopers behind the 

barricades!" 

"Sounds good", muttered Alfred. 

Tm looking forward for the end of this terrible day", gasped 

Frank. 
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Decision in St. Petersburg 



Meanwhile, one hour had passed and the Varangians 

stalked through the streets towards the Vosstaniya Mesto, a 

large square in the south of the Ulitsa Nekrasova. 

"Look at these guys!" Alf pointed at several thousand 

collectivists, who had gathered around a loud screaming 

CASJ functionary. 

"Are there CLJ troopers among them?", asked Frank 

doubtfully. 

"No, I don't think so. I can only see ordinary CASJ idiots", 

returned Alf. 

Some soldiers of the Volksarmee, who had followed the 

Varangians, peered across the square. Kohlhaas waved 

them nearer and whispered: "Let's attack them! Otherwise 

they will stab us in the back, if we advance further in the 

direction of the House of Justice." 

The Belarusian soldiers nodded. Not a minute later, Frank 

gave the order to charge and the soldiers rushed forward. 

When the collectivists recognized the Varangians, they 

screamed in horror and immediately took to their heels. 

Several dozens of them were gunned down, while the rest 

ran into some side streets. 

"Follow me!", grumbled Kohlhaas without showing any 

emotions. 

The soldiers advanced across a broad main street that was 

littered with charred debris and wrecked cars. In the 

background, a big house was burning in front of a barricade, 

where a lot of CLJ troopers had entrenched themselves. 

When the saw the Varangians, they opened fire. Some of 

Frank's men were riddled with bullets, while the others hit 

the dirt or tried to find cover. 
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In the meantime, Theodore Soloto and his followers had 
started their counterattack. Even more police officers had 
joined the Rus in the last hours, and had entrenched 
themselves in the streets around the main administration 
building. 

Another part of the demonstrators was already marching 
through the neighboring district, while the rest prepared to 
stop the onrushing collectivists. Now, fierce firefights for 
every house and every street corner followed, what caused 
a lot of casualties on both sides. Meanwhile, the 
reinforcements of the Volksarmee had almost reached the 
city center, as well as further CLJ units. 

"We should advance through the backyards and bypass the 
barricades", said Frank to his gigantic friend and explained 
his strategy. 

A few minutes later, about 300 elite soldiers and the general 
swarmed out and scurried down a narrow path between two 
gray house walls. They crept through overgrown gardens, 
full of high grass and sprouting weed, while the rest of the 
Varangians and the Volksarmisten fired at the collectivists 
behind the barricade. 

After a while, they had evaded the enemy on the flank and 
finally attacked in a flash. They grimly jumped out of the 
narrow gap between the houses and shot at everyone in 
sight. A grenade was hurled right in the middle of a group of 
CLJ troopers and the explosion threw some of them on the 
asphalt with torn limbs. 

Seconds later, the rest of the Rus stormed forward and 
mowed the remaining enemies down in a brutal stabbing 
and shooting. Drenched in sweat and heavily breathing, 
Kohlhaas called the survivors of his unit together and 
advanced into the Ulitsa Nekrasova. 
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"The rest of our men is here too!" Frank sighed wearily and 
turned his head to Alf. "I can't go on any longer!" 
"Damn! Keep your nerve! We will conquer their headquarter 
now", answered Baumer and nodded at his exhausted 
friend. 

Then the Rus entered the Ulitsa Nekrasova from three sides 
and struggled through to the House of Justice. The soldiers 
of the Volksarmee, who came from the east, fired at the 
collectivist headquarter at the same time with their mortars. 
After another hour, the House of Justice was a smoking 
ruin, and the surviving opponents, who had entrenched 
themselves in it, were finally defeated with a last, daring 
assault. 

General Kohlhaas climbed over piles of rubble and some 
dead soldiers. Everything was covered with dust or had 
vanished behind thick clouds of smoke. Somewhere beside 
him groaned a few wounded men. Whether it were friends 
or foes was not recognizable anymore. 
Meanwhile it was already 20.13 o'clock, and the shadows of 
the night were slowly crawling over the city. With a blood- 
smeared face, in a filthy and sweaty uniform and completely 
exhausted, Frank walked through the smashed front door of 
the House of Justice. He went up some stairs to the upper 
floor and took a dragon head flag from one of his soldiers. 
Kohlhaas screwed up his face of pain, hunger and fatigue, 
then he held the banner out the window and his men burst 
into a deafening cheer of triumph. 

They had actually made it. The House of Justice had been 
taken. Completely exhausted, Frank slid down the wall and 
closed his eyes. Only one wish had remained in his mind, 
the wish to fall asleep, here and now. 

The loss of their headquarter was a huge shock for the St. 
Petersburg collectivists. After several hours of fighting, they 
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broke off their attack on the main administration building, 
after they had suffered great casualties against the Rus and 
the soldiers of the Volksarmee. Theodore Soloto finally fled 
with his staff members deep in the night to the northern city 
and took refuge there in a house. In other districts, the 
street battles between Rus and collectivists were still going 
on until the early hours of the next morning. The following 
day, the soldiers of the Volksarmee occupied the press 
houses and radio stations, what was another defeat for the 
local CAS J. 

Artur Tschistokjow, who learned the news about the victory 
on his sick bed, was almost bursting with joy. His men had 
ultimately conquered Russia's second-largest city and the 
struggle for St. Petersburg had come to an end. 

"Soloto has fled! They have said it on the radio", remarked 

Frank, taking a sip of mineral water. 

"I think this rat is hiding somewhere in the underground...", 

answered Baumer. 

"Anyway, it is over. However, I hope so. Today we will just 

patrol in some streets - nothing else", said Kohlhaas, 

sighing with relief. 

"Is Artur all right?" 

"Peter told me an hour ago, that they have successfully cut 

out the bullet. Yes, I think he is all right, more or less." 

"We have finally won. What a battle!", muttered Alf. 

His friend was holding his head and still looked tired and 

worn out. "Yes, thank God!" 

Three soldiers were playing cards next to them and laughed 
occasionally, while the other Varangian were sleeping. Most 
of them were also totally exhausted and barely spoke a 
word. 
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"This has already been real war. Sometimes I had to 

remember the hell of Sapporo", said Frank quietly. 

He went to the window and looked down on the dark street. 

Everything seemed to be abandoned, only a dog was 

barking somewhere in the distance. 

"Do you think, this madness will end one day?", asked 

Frank his friend. 

"It will still last a long time...", said Alf with his almost 

proverbial composure. 

The situation in St. Petersburg was slowly easing again. 
Together with the Russian police, the troopers of the 
freedom movement and the soldiers of the Volksarmee 
restored some kind of order in the devastated metropolis. 
Except for minor raids and ambushes, the resistance of the 
collectivists had faded away. Now, Peter Ulljewski and his 
DSR units started to hunt down the remaining CASJ 
functionaries and servants of the World Government in a 
large-scale operation. 

Nevertheless, Theodore Soloto had disappeared and no 
one knew, whether he was still in St. Petersburg or had 
already fled to the east. The Belarusian secret service did 
everything to get the hated enemy, but it did not find him. 
All in all, about 15000 people had died in the battle for St. 
Petersburg. But now the power of the CASJ was gone and 
the Rus ruled the city. 

Outside the metropolis, the collectivists had overrun almost 
entire Russia and the Ukraine. Furthermore, Uljanin was not 
willing to accept his defeat in the west and was already 
planning a counterstrike. So the bloody riots and barricade 
fights should only be the prelude to a much bigger conflict. 
But first, Artur Tschistokjow's freedom movement 
celebrated its victory. 
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Frank and Alfred still stayed in St. Petersburg unitl the end 

of October, in order to help to consolidate the rule over the 

important metropolis. 

The soldiers of the Varangian Guard spent their days with 

endless patrolling or helped Peter Ulljewski's DSR units to 

arrest or execute collectivists, Lodge Brothers, collaborators 

of the World Government and other treasonous people. 

Finally, the Rus eliminated their enemies with the same 

ruthless brutality as the CASJ did it in central and eastern 

Russia. Meanwhile, Artur Tschistokjow controlled the 

television and radio stations in St. Petersburg and used 

them to educate the population in his sense. 

"It is more important to win people's hearts and minds, than 

to force them with the sword", he often said in these days. 

This time, the international press and television gave the 

events in St. Petersburg a lot of attention. They spat their 

venom on Tschistokjow and made him to a violent monster. 

They depicted the collectivists throughout as "poor victims" 

and reported almost daily about the "appalling human rights 

violations" in Belarus and western Russia. 

"Western Russia is drowning in blood!", headlined the 

biggest newspaper in North America. 

"Stop the mad dictator Tschistokjow!", cried the press in the 

administrative sector "Central Europe". 

The World President and the other leaders of the World 

Union expressed their "deep concerns" in front of the 

cameras, promising to intervene in eastern Europe as soon 

as possible. 

Finally, the powerful had started to take notice of 

Tschistokjow. The fall of St. Petersburg had hit them hard 

and now they suddenly began to take the Freedom 

Movement of the Rus seriously. 



206 



In return, Akira Mori, Japan's foreign minister, and his 
colleague Thorsten Wilden, publicly proclaimed the 
unshakableness of their alliance. 

Matsumoto moreover warned the World Government, telling 
them to keep their fingers away from Belarus. 
And while everything was finally reaching an international 
level, Frank and Alfred turned their backs to big politics and 
went back to Ivas. 

It was raining since daybreak and Frank had hardly left his 

bed. His limbs felt heavy as lead and only now and then he 

scuffed into the kitchen to drink a cup of tea. Baumer and 

Svetlana were upstairs and also wanted to be alone. 

This morning, the young Russian woman had arrived in Ivas 

and had briefly talked to Frank. Then she had gone into 

Alf s room, just closing the door behind her. 

Kohlhaas was confused, exhausted and unhappy, in spite of 

the great victory in St. Petersburg. When it started to get 

dark outside, he put on his jacket and left the house. 

He slowly walked down the muddy streets of the village and 

had a short small talk with a young man, who had also 

witnessed the battle for St. Petersburg. Frank barely knew 

him. Stefan Weinert was the name of the 18 year old guy 

and Frank learned, that he had already joined the freedom 

movement under Sven Weber' s leadership. 

With the death of his friend and his constant absence, 

Kohlhaas had long lost the contact to the still very active 

youth of Ivas. But it was nice to talk with a young German 

from his home village, who was also fighting for 

Tschistokjow, as Frank thought. 

After a while, it started to rain again, but Frank didn't care 

about it. To the contrary, he enjoyed the cold drops, which 

were pattering on his face. Then he took a deep breath and 

felt relieved for a moment. 
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Shortly afterwards, he came to the village square and 

looked around with a melancholic mien, while he heard the 

raindrops drumming on the rooftops around him. How much 

he had missed this little village and how far he had been 

carried away by the events of the last time. 

There were only a few lights in the old houses that 

surrounded him. The moon had already vanished behind a 

thick curtain of rain clouds. Frank sauntered about for a 

while and finally went to the cemetery. 

Grave stones with Cyrillic inscriptions, overgrown with all 

sorts of weed, were waiting for him here in the rainy 

darkness of this evening. It were the graves of the former 

inhabitants of the village, who had died decades ago. They 

were long forgotten. 

However, eight grave stones on this cemetery were new. 

Most of today's inhabitants of Ivas, who had come to the 

village under Wilden's guidance, were still alive. An older 

couple had died between 2031 and 2033. Furthermore, six 

young men. And these young men had all given their lives 

for the revolution, as Frank said to himself. 

He had not really known them. Except for Sven Weber, his 

good friend. In addition, there were two further young boys 

from Ivas, which had also died in the name of the great fight 

for freedom. Thomas Baastfeldt and Dennis Muller. But they 

had been buried somewhere in eastern Asia, and their 

corpses had never been transferred back home. 

"In which mass grave are you rotting, my brothers?", said 

Frank quietly, remembering the two volunteers of the 

Japanese war. 

Then he stood in front of the grave of his friend Sven, 

whose gray stone seemed to stare at him. He crouched in 

the wet grass and stroke with his hand over the stalks. 

"Here you rest, my friend. Buried as a hero. Was it really 

worth it?", whispered Kohlhaas, beholding the graves 
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around him. Kohlhaas started to ponder again and was 

silent. 

"Oh, Sven...", he muttered then, wiping a tear from his eye. 

"Maybe I'm lying next to you tomorrow. Then I will finally 

have found peace." 

After Frank had sat at the grave of his friend for a while. 

Eventually he left the dark cemetery behind and went back 

to the village. Back home, he opened a bottle of vodka and 

emptied it with some strong sips. Another followed. A few 

hours later, he fell asleep and dreamed about nothing in this 

night. 

On the following day, he visited Julia at noontide. When he 

met Agatha Wilden at the door, she welcomed Kohlhaas 

with only a few words. 

"Julia is in her room", said Agatha. 

Frank walked up the stairs and looked around in the hall. 

"Just come in!", he heard from the side. 

"Hello! Nice to see you. I thought that...", Frank interrupted 

himself. 

"Yes, I know! How are you?" 

Kohlhaas was silent for a moment, then he answered: "Are 

you happy to see me?" 

"Yes, of course!", said the young woman, looking sadly at 

him. 

"Well, I have always been on the road in the last months..." 

"So it is!" 

"But one day, this whole crap will be over..." 

"Yes, when you're dead!", returned Julia with a cynical 

smile. 

Tm hard to kill", countered Frank. 

Julia shook her head. "Of course, because you're the big 

hero. I read about you in the papers - how brave you are. 
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And if I want to see my father, then I only have to open the 

newspaper too. Yesterday he was even on TV again, but he 

hasn't been with his family since a long time." 

Frank had to admit that she was dead right. He stood 

around confusedly and finally remarked: "Let's have a walk 

through the village. What do you think?" 

She put him off. "Oh, Frank! Don't you understand, that all 

this doesn't make sense in the long term?" 

The young man's eyes widened. "What do you mean?" 

"This banter with us. There is only war on your mind, Frank. 

You just life for the revolution, while I don't play a role 

anymore." 

Frank was baffled and looked for a suitable answer. "No, 

that's not true! I love you!" 

Julia stared at him with an expressionless face, stroking 

through her hair. "You love me?" 

"Why don't you come with me to Minsk?" 

The daughter of the foreign minister shrugged her 

shoulders. "I don't know..." 

"Then come with me to Minsk! What are you waiting for? I 

want you by my side! Just come with me!", he demanded. 

"Stop! Wait a minute! I am not one of your soldiers and I 

accept no orders, Sir", returned Julia angrily. 

"All right, sorry...", muttered Frank meekly. 

"What has happened to your cheek?" 

"Nothing! Just a scratch. It have been brass knuckles!", 

answered Kohlhaas with some pride. 

Now Julia postioned herself in front of him. "You should 

know, you idiot, that I'm constantly worrying about you. I just 

fear that they kill you one day. You are always involved in 

any conflicts and it looks like it would go on forever in this 

manner. What I hear about the situation in Russia is 

horrible. Let the others fight for once! You have done more 

than enough heroics, Frank." 
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"But I must go on! And your father as well! It's just like that! 

This is our destiny!" 

"Do you think that it would change anything if I follow you to 

Minsk?", she suddenly screamed and started crying. 

"Do you think that we can enjoy our quiet lifes here in Ivas in 

the long run, if we don't fight?", returned Kohlhaas. 

"I don't know it, Frank! Anyway, I can not stand this terrible 

war any longer", wailed the young woman. 

Without further hesitation, Frank embraced her and gave 

her a kiss, while she silently cried in his arms. 

"This constant struggle is a horror - also for me. It is 

destroying us all, but we are not able to change it. It is a 

awful time we were born into. A never-ending nightmare. 

Believe me, Tim hoping for peace too, deep inside." 

The daughter of the foreign minister didn't answer and just 

kissed him. 

"I love you, my angel", whispered Frank, hugging her tightly. 

Julia still said nothing and just clung to him, while she was 

quietly weeping. 

Kohlhaas spent the night with Julia and left the house of the 
Wildens at dawn of the next day with a happy smile. 
Cheerfully lilting, he walked through the village and enjoyed 
the fulfillment of his deepest wish. This time, he had 
ultimately conquered the heart of his beloved. All opposing 
tendencies had been defeated after heavy fights on the 
battlefield of feelings. Frank had occupied Julia's heart, 
secured it and finally marked it with his flag. 
Moreover, she had actually promised him that night, to rent 
an apartment in Minsk. The beautiful woman wanted to be 
with him, and Frank was sure that his dream of a romantic 
future with her would come true in the end. 
He had never been that close to her. It had been wonderful, 
when their hearts had joined up and embraced each other. 
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But the young man kept his mouth shut. He talked about 
this night not even to Alf or Svetlana, who were now getting 
on his nerves with an entire armada of questions. 
Around noon, he went to HOK to play Battle Hammer. This 
time, Frank's ores competed against HOK's human knights 
- it seemed to become an exciting game. 
All in all, it was relaxing and funny. Frank even managed it 
to get a draw at least. Furthermore, the pudgy computer 
expert had bought him a mass of new tin miniatures on the 
internet and Kohlhaas was looking forward to paint them. 
Towards evening, he picked Julia up and went with her to 
Steffen de Vries cafe. This time, she stayed for the night in 
his house. For this reason, Frank had especially cleaned up 
his traditionally untidy bed room. 

And now he was happy! Happy like a fish in the clear water 
of the ocean. It was wonderful to fall asleep with Julia in his 
arms, while her soft, blond hair was lying on his chest. The 
general wanted to stay in Ivas forever and become a real 
civilian. Yes, now it was time to fight for the others, as Frank 
said to himself. He had risked his life far too long. 
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The Last Chapter 



The leader of the Varangian Guard, dreaded by his 
enemies, had suddenly become meek. He drove to Minsk 
with Julia and she moved into a small apartment in the city 
center. Sooner or later, they wanted to move together, just 
as Kohlhaas had always imagined it. 
Meanwhile, it was November, and Frank had just ignored 
the recent news on Belarusian television. A lot had changed 
in the last weeks - for the worse. 

The World Government had announced to support the 
collectivists with GCF units. Moreover, the World Union had 
begun to supply the enemies of the Rus with weapons from 
western Europe and North America. Now the Lodge 
Brothers even sent military experts to Russia, who should 
help Uljanin to build up a professional army. 
"Artur Tschistokjow's bloody regime won't be tolerated by 
the international community anymore!", announced the 
World President in New York and this time he seemed to 
mean what he said. 

The leader of the freedom movement had meanwhile 
returned to Minsk. And while Frank spent his days with love 
and relaxing idleness, the Belarusian president and his 
cabinet tried to find an answer to the question: What can we 
do, if the GCF attacks? 

Their chances were ridiculously small, that was obvious. In 
these days, Thorsten Wilden visited his daughter a few 
times and disappeared again then, to confer with Artur 
Tschistokjow or even the Japanese foreign minister. If 
Russia would really descend into civil war, then Japan had 
to help. 
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"I have to leave you tomorrow. We have the order to drive to 

Nowgorod", said Frank sadly. 

"Yes, and I accept it. I will support you, from now on, and 

wait for you here. In the next days, I will help out a bit at the 

"Scythians Elementary School", and then I will take a look at 

the university of Minsk", replied Julia and tried to smile. 

"This mission will just be a patrol, as the command has told 

me. Just driving around and driving away then..." 

"The main thing is, that you come back to me", whispered 

the young woman and hugged him. 

"Of course, I will come back, as soon as I can. I promise it." 

They spent a passionate night and fell asleep without worry. 

On the next day, general Kohlhaas left the apartment, still 

spurred by his luck, giving Julia a last kiss. 

Then Frank made his way to the barracks in the outskirts of 

Minsk and drove with the Varangian Guard north. During the 

trip, he thought of Julia all the time, and always smiled 

happily to himself when he saw her beautiful face in front of 

his mind's eye. 

The motorized unit advanced to Valdaj, where everything 

was quiet, because the villages and small towns here were 

already in the hands of the Rus. Most of the inhabitants 

greeted friendly when the trucks with the dragon head flags 

raced past them. This region seemed to be peaceful, and 

Frank was sure that the next days and weeks would remain 

quiet too. 

In the last week of November, a group of collectivists 
occupied a school in the east of St. Petersburg, taking the 
teachers and students as hostages. Belarusian television 
reported explicitly about it. The red-black terrorists 
demanded the withdrawal of the Rus from the entire city, 
and threatened to kill all the school children and teachers. 
Finally, the school was under siege for three days, until it 
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was stormed by the police and the soldiers of the 
Volksarmee. In return, the hostage-takers left a terrible 
bloodbath, murdering 127 students and 14 teachers before 
they could be shot by the police. 

This incident shocked the people in St. Petersburg and in 
the surrounding regions. However, the international press 
twisted the facts in the usual way, making the Rus 
responsible for the massacre. This meant another storm of 
lies and slander against Tschistokojow and the freedom 
movement, which lasted for weeks. 

But the leader of the Rus used the incident in St. Petersburg 
in his sense, starting his own little media campaign with the 
Belarusian television and the few newspapers which were in 
his hands. However, the Belarusians and the people in the 
Baltic countries finally developed a burning hatred against 
Uljanin and the CASJ. Thus, the situation was further 
escalating and the way was paved for a civil war in Russia. 

Meanwhile, Thorsten Wilden was in Tokyo since three days. 

Impatiently, he was waiting for a reaction of the Japanese 

foreign minister. For today, Akira Mori had invited him into 

his house in the outskirts of the capital, in order to discuss 

the behavior of Japan in the case of a future civil war in 

Russia. 

The two diplomats were strolling through a beautiful garden, 

full of high trees and blooming bushes, and finally went into 

the house. Wilden gave his Japanese ally a friendly smile, 

while the Asian fetched a bottle of Sake. Then, the two men 

began to converse in English. 

"Are you really sure that there will be a civil war in Russia, 

Mr. Wilden?", asked Akira Mori. 

"We have conquered St. Petersburg and now there is 

already civil war! The collectivists will never accept their 
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defeat in western Russia", replied the Belarusian foreign 

minister. 

Mori pondered for a moment and scratched his head. Then 

he sat down on a chair and studied various documents. 

"President Matsumoto is not sure, whether Japan should 

actually get involved into this conflict. We are glad, that we 

have survived the attack of the GCF", he remarked. 

"Without the help of Japan, we will have no chance against 

Uljanin", said Wilden worriedly, beholding the bottom of his 

sake glas. 

"This is no easy decision for us!" 

"I know, Mr. Mori." 

"What is if the World Government attacks us again? This 

could happen if we intervene in Russia..." 

Wilden shook his head. "I do not think so. Please don't 

forget that thousands of young men from all over the world 

have supported the Japanese in the independence war. 

Now, we want Japan's help!" 

Akira Mori pulled a long face and was obviously looking for 

a satisfying answer for his guest from Belarus. 

"Our revolution must not fail, Mr. Mori! If we are successful 

and assume power in Russia, Japan will have an important 

ally in Europe", continued Wilden. 

"What's about more money and weapons?", suggested 

Mori. 

The gray-haired German shook his head and was not 

content with the answer. 

"This is not enough! We need the help of the Japanese 

army - in Siberia!", explained the German. 

"Attacking Siberia?" 

"Yes!" 

"But Siberia is nothing but thousands of kilometers of ice 

and stepps. There are only a few towns and cities, what 

means that there is not much we could attack, Mr. Wilden." 
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The Japanese foreign minister seemed to be overwhelmed 

with the wishes of his colleague. 

"My plan is a Japanese land invasion that reaches Irkutsk 

and Krasnoyarsk!", said Wilden firmly. 

"Irkutsk? Krasnoyarsk?" His interlocutor stared at him with 

wide eyes. 

"The only way..." 

"We have not the power for an operation like this, Mr. 

Wilden." 

"The collectivists and the GCF are not very strong in the 

eastern part of Siberia. Their forces are concentrated in 

central Russia, remember that", returned Tschistokjow's 

foreign minister. 

"This sounds crazy, Mr. Wilden!" 

"If Belarus is smashed by the GCF or overrun by the 

collectivist revolution, then Uljanin and the World 

Government will isolate and attack Japan again. Your nation 

needs allies, in order to survive in the long term. I promise 

you, that Tschistokjow will do everything to make Russia to 

a major power again. And we will always fight on the side of 

the Japanese people!", said the German grumpy. 

Akira Mori sighed and took another glass of rice wine. Then 

he shrugged his shoulders and replied uncertainly: "I will 

ask president Matsumoto..." 

Vitali Uljanin felt uncomfortable in his role. Theodore Soloto 
and his CLJ units had finally lost control over St. Petersburg 
and the Council of the Wise had already received the 
unpleasant news. So they had sent one of the elders to him, 
in order to conceive a strategy for the coming civil war in 
Russia. 

The leader of the CASJ was fuming with rage and saw it as 
a humiliation, that he had to justify himself in front of this 
man from North America, because of the defeat in St. 



217 



Petersburg. For days, he had obsessed about his fantasies 

of revenge, swearing one thing to himself: Artur 

Tschistokjow would soon pay for his audacity, but 

apparently he was stronger and more determined than he 

had expected. Now he had no more alternative, but to 

accept the help of the Global Control Force. 

The gray-haired councilor beheld Uljanin with a hint of 

arrogance and said: "Well, brother! I have the impression, 

that your revolution is not able to destroy the freedom 

movement in western Russia. It means, in the eyes of the 

elders, that the GCF has to help you to take over the power 

in entire Russia. What do you mean, brother Uljanin?" 

"Give me just a little more time. We'll drive these bastards 

out of St. Petersburg again", growled the goateed man. 

"The council has no time for such games. We demand quick 

and unambiguous results in western Russia, but you have 

not been able to show them - so far. Anyway, we will send 

you some GCF divisions to support your organization. And 

then, the elders demand the extermination of the Rus, Mr. 

Uljanin." 

"The formation of a powerful red-black army can't be done 

overnight", returned the collectivist leader angrily. 

"Take my advice!", said the councilor coldly. 

"How many GCF divisions will we get?" 

"This is not yet clear. Soon, large contingents will be needed 

in India, Mr. Uljanin. But you'll get enough helpers. Don't 

worry." 

"I'm not worrying because of the Rus. Believe me, we can 

also smash them with our own men - sooner or later", 

hissed the head of the CASJ. 

The elder grinned cynically. "As we have seen it in St. 

Petersburg." 

Uljanin didn't answer and just stared at his superior, 

narrowing his eyes to slits. 
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"Why does the Council of the 13 send so many soldiers to 
India?", asked the goateed Lodge Brother then. 
"We have our reasons...", answered the councilor with an 
arrogant smirk. 

"However, we will soon have conquered the Ukraine and 
then we will take over the power in the rest of Russia. 
What's about Japan? Will Japan intervene?" 
"I don't think so. Matsumoto is happy if we leave him alone", 
said the visitor from North America. 

"Actually, the collectivst revolution does not need any 
support by the GCF", grumbled Uljanin. 
"No more discussions, brother!", returned the elder. "You 
will get more money and more weapons - and now even 
GCF troops. This should be enough to conquer a land like 
Russia, shouldn't it?" 

The head of the CASJ got up from his seat and escorted the 
councilor to the door of his office. Suddenly, the guest 
turned around again and positioned himself right in front of 
Uljanin, looking him straight in the eyes. 
"Finally, one last advice, brother. Do not always question 
the instructions of the Council of 13! If we decide something, 
then it is God's word. Just to be clear! Bye!", said the gray- 
haired man, raising his forefinger. 
"Yes, Sir!", stammered Uljanin and bowed. 
When the guest had left, the leader of the red-black 
movement sat down on his chair and stared angrily at the 
wall. Uljanin had the impression, that the high gentlemen of 
the Council of the Elders did not take him all too seriously 
anymore. Just now, he had been treated like a silly boy. Full 
of anger, he kicked against his desk. 
"Soon, you will recognize the elemental force of the 
unleashed masses. I will take over Russia and serve the 
Great Plan as a true revolutionary. And when the biggest 
country on earth is in my hands, those snooty elders will 
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finally pay respect to me", hissed Uljanin under his breath, 
clenching his bony fist. 

The Varangian Guard had split up and was now driving in 
groups of three trucks through the large rural area west of 
Pestovo. Alfred Baumer also led one of these groups, which 
was meanwhile about 50 kilometers away from Frank's unit. 
Kohlhaas and his men were on the way to Krasuba, another 
small town in the Russian vastness. 

Yesterday, they had been shot at from an ambush by some 
collectivists in a small village. Frank and his men had 
chased and finally caught them. It had been ten young men 
with a gun. The Varangians had disarmed the guys, but had 
not killed them. 

"Because you're still that young!", Frank had told them and 
had given them a flyer of the freedom movement. "Join us! 
You are Russians and all Russians should help Artur 
Tschistokjow!" 

Ultimately, the trucks had driven on to the next town. This 
giant country seemed to have no borders and appeared 
endless, above all the rural areas. Nevertheless, it was 
important to show colors here, because Tschistokjow had a 
lot of sympathies in this region. 

Apart from that, the ride through the rural areas was not 
very spectacular. The collectivists had established their rule 
primarily in the bigger cities and so it should remain at first. 
On the 28th of November, around noon, Frank and his men 
came to Sandovo, a sleepy little town west of Rybinsk. The 
soldiers were hungry and stopped at the village square. 
Between the run-down houses they could eventually make 
out a little shop. General Kohlhaas straightened up and 
said: "We are going to eat something! Tonight, we'll stay in 
that dump!" 
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His Belarusian soldiers muttered their consent and jumped 
from the loading areas of the transport vehicles. The village 
looked almost abandoned, only the shrill screech of some 
children could be heard somewhere between the houses. At 
the end of the square was a small church, it was 
astonishingly similar to the church of Ivas. 
Soon dusk would fall and the Varangians had to look for an 
accommodation. Finally, the found several old, empty barns 
outside the village. They parked the trucks in front of them 
and went to sleep after a meager supper. 
Frank was totally exhausted and curled up in his sleeping 
bag like a tired cat. Musty straw was tickling his scalp, but 
he had meanwhile become accustomed to all kinds of 
inconveniences. Around him, the soldiers started to snore, 
while a few men kept guard outside the barns. 
"Good night, sweetheart!", he whispered, looking at Julia's 
photo on the display of his DC-Stick. Shortly thereafter, he 
fell asleep - to be brutally torn out of his dreams in the early 
morning hours. 

Someone was screaming and Frank heard a shot. Only a 
few seconds later, a swarm of bullets hit the wooden wall of 
the barn and a wood splinters flew around. A Varganian 
staggered into the room, heavily bleeding, and got a shot in 
the back. The man collapsed immediately, gasping quietly. 
The soldiers around Frank woke up and fetched their rilfes, 
while Kohlhaas crawled out of his sleeping bag and crept 
into a corner to peek outside. One of the trucks was 
burning. Dozens of dark shadows could be seen in the 
distance and they quickly came closer to the barn. 
"What's going on here?", he shouted. 
His haggard and sleepy soldiers did not know it. Meanwhile, 
the shadowy figures had become more numerous and were 



221 



now pouring out of the nearby forest. In no time, they had 

surrounded the barns and yelled: "Get out! All of you!" 

The Varangians hesitated for some minutes and the men 

outside finally answered with a volley of their machine guns. 

Some of Frank's men threw themselves instantly to the 

ground, others were hit by bullets and broke down 

screaming. 

"Shit!", hissed Kohlhaas, threw away his gun and came out 

of the barn. His men did the same and followed him without 

making a sound. 

Cones of flashlights danced over their faces. Meanwhile, the 

adjoining barn had caught fire, and some coughing 

Varangians stumbled out of the smoke. 

"Go there!", said a sinister figure and came nearer. 

Kohlhaas and his soldiers lined up in a row and recognized 

some of their comrades, who were already lying dead on 

the meadow. Again, they were hit by flashlights. 

"This guy is a general! The rest are ordinary Varangians!", 

shouted one of the attackers and pointed at Frank's uniform. 

"All right!", it resounded out of the darkness. 

A moment later, Frank's men were riddled with bullets, 

while the general was speechless with horror. With wide 

eyes he stared at the ground, where his men were lying in 

pools of blood. 

"Now it's over!", it flashed through his mind, while he was 

seized by sheer panic. 

The men of the raiding party searched the ground, looking 

for Varangians who were not yet dead. They killed the 

wounded with shots in the heads and came then back to 

Frank. 

"Bad luck for you, my friend!", whispered one of the guys 

and grinned maliciously. Then a rifle butt hit Frank's face 

and the leader of the Varangian Guard lost his 

consciousness. 
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"Leading general of the Volksarmee arrested and 

executed!", headlined Russia's biggest newspaper, that was 

meanwhile in Uljanin's hand, on 12.01.2038. 

Artur Tschistokjow, the president of Belarus and the leader 

of the freedom movement, held his breath and sank down 

on his chair. 

Beside him stood Alfred Baumer, Frank's best friend, who 

had yesterday returned to Minsk. Furthermore, Thorsten 

Wilden and some other confidants of Tschistokjow. 

The color had disappeared from their faces and the horror 

had paralyzed their brains like a power failure. Baumer 

muttered something in German, trudged to the window and 

wiped the tears from his eyes. 

"This must not be true!", he whispered. 

Wilden said nothing and just stared at the evil-looking title of 

the collectivist newspaper. No one of the men was able to 

find the right words in this moment. Frank had fallen... 

Meanwhile, two hours had passed. Artur Tschistokjow still 

did not want to believe that his friend and best officer was 

really dead. Whereas Alfred and Wilden were totally 

confused. They fluctuated between sadness, wrath and a 

deep feeling of helpnessless. 

Finally, the foreign minister left the presidential palace with 

Baumer and walked down the long staircase to the lower 

floor without saying a word. 

"Frank must be replaced!", Wilden suddenly remarked. 

Alf turned his head around and answered: "What do you 

mean?" 

"We have to replace him! The Varangian Guard needs a 

new leader!" 

"Replace him? My best friend is not cold yet and you are 

talking about replacing?", sobbed Baumer angrily. 

"It is necessary!", returned Wilden. 
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"Necessary? Is that all you have to say to Frank's death?", 

yelled Alf at him. 

"No! I'm sorry, my friend." 

"He was like a brother to me. How shall I go on without him? 

This whole shit just pisses me off, Thorsten!", said Alfred 

with tears running down his cheeks that were marked with 

scratches and scars. 

Wilden stopped and stared into space. Then he answered: 

"Many people say, that Tm sober and factual. I always try to 

see only the big things, while I ignore the small. I try not to 

be guided by grief and I try to keep a cool head. 

But I will still have a lot of opportunities to grieve for the boy. 

He was my friend, my student, my best comrade, my hero. 

He was almost like my own son. Now he has fallen. Soldiers 

fall and must be replaced. I fall and must be replaced. And 

you and everyone else. The battle line has always to be 

closed, another man has always to move up, in order to 

replace the dead." Wilden beheld Alf with his sad, old eyes. 

"I can not remain that calm", said Baumer perplexedly and 

went out of the presidential palace. The foreign minister 

followed him. 

"Cruel hours are waiting for me, Alf. When I am alone, then 

grief will find me. And if I must tell it to Julia, and she almost 

loses her mind with pain. Even a part of me has died, 

together with Frank. He was my boy!", said the old man 

crying and walked away. 
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Alexander Merow's "Prey World" 
books (Part 1-4, German version): 

Available In all book stores and at Amazon!!! 

Prey World I - Citizen 1-564398B-278843 

The year 2028. Mankind is in the stranglehold of a 
worldwide surveillance state. Frank Kohlhaas, a petty 
citizen, lives a cheerless life, working as an agency worker 
in a steel plant. 

One day, he gets into a conflict with the tyrannical system, 
because of an unfortunate accident. An automated trail 
convicts him to five years of imprisonment and Frank 
disappears in a detention centre, where he suffers under a 
cruel system of brainwashing and reeducation. After eight 
months of pain, the authorities decide to transfer him to 
another prison. On the way there, something unexpected 
happens. Suddenly everything changes and the young man 
finds himself caught between the fronts... 

Prey World II - Rebellion Beyond 

Oppression and manipulation are the order of the day in the 
year 2030. Only one single nation had been brave enough, 
to fight for its independence - Japan. 
Frank Kohlhaas, Alfred Baumer and millions of desperate 
people look at the Japanese president Matsumoto who has 
liberated his people. But the Lodge Brothers are not willing 
to leave the renegade nation in peace. They slander the 
Japanese with a big hate campaign and plan a military 
strike to bring the rebellious Asians to their knees. 
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Frank and Alfred decide to join the Japanese fight for 
freedom as volunteers. Soon the situation gets out of control 
and the fight against the New Worlder Order becomes a 
bloody nightmare. 

Prey World III - Organized Rage 

In the year 2033, the economic situation in Europe is more 
hopeless than ever before. The World Government still loots 
the nations without mercy and holds them in its iron claws. 
Artur Tschistokjow, a young dissident from Belarus, takes 
over the leadership of the Freedom Movement of the Rus, a 
small group of rebels that fights against the Lodge Brothers 
in the underground. 

While a big economic crisis starts in Belarus, the rebels 
form a growing revolutionary movement. Frank, Alfred and 
an increasing number of discontent Belarusians join 
Tschistokjow's organization. They finally follow the Russian 
dissident to a point of no return. 

Prey World V - Civil War 2038 (Coming soon!) 
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